
Venerea, Hurrah for the filth
Quiet twilight side street, amsterdamSuddenly a lonesome engine droneThe boys with the blue lights want out in the redThey long to hear the sirens turn them onUndercoverWith their truncheons of steelThey wanna cop a feelThey fuck the orderFuck the lawWith their facist retributionFuck the orderFuck the lawAnd their facist retributionFucking pigsCruising for a bruising of the painHandcuffed to the strong arm of the lawBut there's no need to be alarmedThe tinted windows kepp them fromThe grieving's bodily harmGbhWhen the guns are fired and the smoke has blownAll the rockers will have to roll homeAnd hopefully the heat won't be so hotAs to get out and get another shotIn the strong arm of the law
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