
PIG, Shit for brains
Sitting in my box, waiting for youI peep through the slits and I feel myselfBreathing tight, I'm getting hardBut it's nice and dark for the things that I doI sweat in my cassockWhen I hear you wordsTell your sins to me I will absolve theeI run a peep show beatWhere I can beat my meatWhen I see your dressingI get to messingShit for brains, piss in my pantsI rape and contain the whole human raceI'm your heavenly host, the Holy GhostThe hand of god and the stick of saintsI'm a man who's sick but I got classI'm going to heaven with my lickin' assShit for brains, piss in my pantsI rape and contain my catholic domainSticks and stones break my bonesYour words just crucify meHeaven up above has a glorious godI'd really rather have you right where I wantRight on the front full of my gunkI slide up behind heaven in my mindIn my dreams I always whipped youThen I stripped youI ripped you down to my scripture
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