
Decrepit, That's Using Your Head
You get home from work - tired as hell - another day wasted - accosting the poor. You don't have a life - you're empty inside - everyone hates you - we all hope you die! Point the gun right at your head - put the barrel into your mouth. The only way out for a good cop is relieving yourself of all your stress. You don't understand - you're already dead - do us a favor and finish the job. You've got your gun - want any help with this small task? Don't be afraid to ask - you just have to ask! Point the gun right your face - pull the trigger - spray the wall! You want people to remember your name? A piece of your skull would help just fine!
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