
Papa Roach, Dirtycutfreak
Won't you join my powwowWon't you be my soul palFlyin like the birdsWe ain't droppin no turdsWe're freakin cause we're born toCan you feel the vibeYou wanna dance to the beatWe won't drop you like a loadPee-Roach is not feebleWe ain't close to evilWe hip hop freaksLike the 3B'sPeople shown me trashI can't get with thatMy Homey Will is bustin out cause he's a freakedout catI go on with the words like BillyJoeBobAuction me off like a bicycleTricycleI'll knock you on the groundI'll hit you in the headAnd you'll still be my friendI'm a dirtycutfreakLivin in the fourth dimensionNot payin attention to the fools around meI sling fat rhymes seeYour head is bouncin up and downAll aroundSo high on life your feetCan't reach the groundOur music's not forThe weak at heartGot the power from the flowerCause we never act hardJust flowin on freakstyleAll the whileI will go thousands of milesTo make your booty smileI give peace and love to all my peoplesTthat's down and all my brothers &amp; sistersWanna give them a poundonion hardcore
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