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AUTRALNAS

| up in the MOrning, eyis swollen shut

L get
Past peak, stale and weak & washed up

That Squid versus the Whale and Cheney s got me
'l'l'l.'_'_ir'l'i"\-l"i'“" on l:i} |1|.|'||.|-I-' I.a|.1|".|?¢

%o [ take it outside. Take down the coffee.

[urn off the lights.

I blame you for all of this and that's my fauit.
Oh, my fr iene, one hand blames the other one.

I'1l kinow when to quit but I'm not yet done.

vy to pull the waol over the wolf
Til you can't see the white of my eyes

Your bastard’s not so young anymore

I can't start the menace,

so I'm skipping out on breakfast

Plenty of shit I gotta eat during the weel.

In the case of a catastrophe, I will tell you honestly:
I'm most definitely in the w ecds

But if you feel like complaining...

Blame me for everything. It's all my fault.
Oh, my man, one hand blames the other one

I'll know when to Stop. but I'm not yet done

Try to pull the wool over the winlf

Fil you « an't see the white of my eyes

YVour bastard’s not S0 young anymaore

You're pouring out salt on every wound

With a salt of the carth 1:|'i'-\-:-_-'l.1'i"\l.'

Your bastards aren't S0 young anymore and you know it.

What you throw out won't come back to you.
Why would it.

Put it down. Come back to it. Put it down.

I'ry to pull the wool over the wolf

Til you can’t see the white of my eyes
Your bastards aren’t so young anymore
You're pournng ot salt on every w ound
With#a salt of the earth disguise

Your bastards aren’t S0 young ANYVINOre.

Put it down.No time like the next one. Put it down.

Each day the same as the last one
for just another poor sport.
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The record of my time plays better in rewind.
Ihese |.:||11'|1|.':_:i1. ing, tired lines.

Staring at me, my grin shit-eating,

Crasha
Out of my mouth, totally controlled.

this ]:u.:ini home now.

I'm panicking. Don’t panic! But [ alreadsy said itl

Send back the medics, I'm think I'm feeling copacetic.

| ]:u|.|.|'| Yy sell 1n_<_{1-||.'u.-:|', @ot Ty tires out 1|:1'. .,

Im digging through the pieces where my brain exploded,

Sweat the night away. Rode the Koen tape
and made up the interstate, “count the Jesus Sav a5 .
Ancther sweetly sickening thing from my own big mouth

full of cavities.

The lazy morning sun will cast a light across my shadow.
It's all [ got left Neow it’s shade for dogshat.

When all of this is tzkn from me, can’'t Buy me, Sell me,
Beat me Brezk me.

I's all in 1oy Latier to the higher ups Get fucked.
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it agan.
I don't k y ] i
] now how it begins, [ just know it neves 1

[ v Sl 1 W AT
I like singing this song when
i'm singing with my friends

When we’ i
ve're o B el 4
e chasing every bottle with the worm

Nothing to be emnbarrassed of.

Gonna h’l'i!'l.lt til our VOICE CULS ot

{ turn maniac. Fly right off the tracks

can’t relax. 1 can’t calm down.

I don't k ; i i

te m’t know how it begins, T just know it nes |
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3 el ]1.!-:& singing this song when z
m drinking with my friends
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Staring down demons down at Taunton eiw.ant Hizl
Stepdad was a drank a nd every weeknight was battie.
Rubhbingz clbows with the morning cattle, Sac: ifices.
Getting even with the demons and all their surprises

[ couldn’t ask it to leave, [ just invite d them 1
Can't helieve what I just did.

Shoved my f ace inside my pillow.

Said Hail Marys til T turned purple.

It won't hreak me down

Won't leave me p.u'.d\'.rr(l.

I will spit fire on the pious of the guilty that relate bt
see right through me

[ will spit fire

I guess you didn’t get the note on the nighistand
(Forgot to read it)

About setting the house on fire

Somehow the witness of my offense

just pissed on the evidence

Now everybody wants to know where the dog’s hidung

Omne day I'11 cash your death check.

Buy the greenest and be respectable

That thought had crossed my mind.

Ot yes, that thought had crossed my mand
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I will spit fire

that relate but

I will spit fire

:In"rihrnl I've givenup all [ got,
Vhen my gits aretied in knots

It u'u.m'L break me down
1|n">rr.|| t leave me paralyvzed
I will spit fire By
[:.wrm'l break me down
1|'||u!:|'|: leave me paralvzed
I will spit fire :

Omne day I'll cash vour dea
Make believers of the :
Andln
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SHDWIK

Tapping on the « asket lids of the
it beaten, how it bled!

rrelevant walking dead.

The heari
But thank god for nothang.

Sufferced a fate much worse than what your mirror shows.
The delusional gaze on the catisfied face of the saddest

man I know.

And how success neuters your vileness.

loday’s Anthrax, Tomorrow's Boys IT Men.

I used to vomit but it's getting EASLET MW,

It’s getting hard to keep it down.

got friends, 1 will have enemies in the malking.

Aslong as |
As long as [ got anger, I'll have my downfall.

Behind the attitudes and bullshit clothes.

We lie in silent disheliel of how our hatred grows

Before the hair grew from your neck

:I'Ill.‘l '_ki:ll.] ]1‘“:?\".'1] outl On }":F'Itr W .

Let it go. Let it go. Let it go. Let it go.

Disrusted by the set up trends/ Puppets selling soda ads
Dressing like your parents did/ Saluted at your own event
Accepted on our own behalfl Shove that award up your ass

We thank god for nothing.

And how success neuters your vileness
Today's Anthrax, Tomorrow ‘s Boys I1 Men.

I used to vomit but it’s getting easier now. Scouts honor,

it's getting hard to keep down.

As long as [ got friends, I will have e nemies in the making.
As long as I got anger, I'll have my downfall. '

I took my virgin ears to the shed to shred my dignity in
the hasement.

That was just my style.

That's how it feels to be buriedalive.




