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Far B montks or (Vem morl
|§it hen in my dirty holg
Tr‘}fl'nz to eScapl the qor
Tryrﬁj to fill my tmpty Soul

W my haud a botile ot vodka
The assaalt rifle n the other
Bue {y makaging 10 stend Hhe horror
The Liguid is my only brothtr

The artiery roands are Sack onyels £rom above
| just waut to hide from it
They briny death and salvation

HGW wapny MHFM{H [ haye (ost to it

The only Hn'ﬁj | see 15 red
Stowly stiding to the floor
The pistol barrel to wy heaol
!,:un?* take it dnymort
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