
Orgy, Brain-dead revolution
It's in my head everyday,A braindead revolutionMixed up in so many ways,But it translates the same,It translates the same.Too bad you get nothing backFrom putting all this time into thisBut no one waits, no one waits.Let me think of a way to describeThe system of meAs you linger in anticipationYou'll discover that i'm becomingSonic, sonic, sonicChorus:Being me, it's hard to find the system of youBeing me its hard to know who delivers whoX2I'll take a big step backTo describe the system of youOne to ten, you know is our rationThat we'll start it all over, all overAgain and againChorusDelivering what's real, i think of you anywayKnowing what to sayIt's pampering when considering the truthI think of you anyway, but the truth can be unrealThe future has no meaning, the pockers of rageTheir supply of the twoThat make us tick, tick, tickThe future has no meaning, the pockers of rageTheir supply of the twoThat make us tick, tick, tick
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