
Hardcore Superstar, Wake up in the garbagecan
Its kind of creepy when youre out ofControlLonelyYoure like a walking corpse withoutA soulLonelyWhy am I not surprisedBorn to tell the perfect lieOh what a feeling being one of a kindLonelyI feel sad I feel sedatedMy touch is overratedWake up dead in the garbagecanI got a feeling that Im in my bestWake up dead in the garbagecanIll pretend I wake up deadGive me a momentGot a story to tellHold mean affectionate boy but hell wake upIn hellHold meWith all your grease and reptile smileIn your grave there arent no liesOh what a maggot brainMy devil insideHold me
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