
Slots 
 

 
So many slots, 
So little time, 

Oh what will I do 
With the last dime of mine. 

 
The coins and the clatter, 

The people and the chatter, 
We all need some sleep, 
But it does not matter. 

 
We will stay till were broke, 

We will eat till we choke. 
 

For the sounds of the slots 
Will keep us coming back. 
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