
PIG, Death rattle and roll
I was born to burn I'm a bile-boxed babyI camp in my lipWith rods on my hipI'm out of my holeI'm on cruise controlI'm wrapped in fleshI've gotta merge with deathWere goin' my wayOn the highwayI gotta' spread you thin All over the groundBy the silent saviorThe supersonic wrecker On the road kill, road killerRoad people, road thrillerDon't do what I doDo what I sayYou could believeYou could be savedI'm a chip off the old blockI got a chip on my shoulderI can't face realityBut down in the poor melodyOf my death rattle and rollDeath rattle and rollDeath rattle and rollDeath rattle One track babyWhere the torment never sleepsThe shits off the showTheir is no reliefFrom my death rattle and rollDeath rattle and roll
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