
Overkill, Chalie get your gun
Hey, hey smokey with the iron gripBang-bang knocking it downHangman headed on the psycho tripHe gives the best stretch aroundI got the hear say, no where to runI got a bed on the sunI got it loaded just before we were foundThey give the best holes aroundLooking down the barrel of your best friendSomething in the airSmells just like you've already wonSweet mother Mary, will you let me beI'm trying just to find my way homeEverything coming up catastrophePandemonium ruling the domeThey got the numbers and the outside wonThey got a rope around the sunBut I put the hangman in a cold-dirt moundHe gave the best stretch aroundLooking down the barrel of your best friendSomething in the airSmells just like you've already wonLooking down the barrel of your best friendSomething in the airSmells just like Chalie get your gunCall me suicideCall me getting strongerCall me when the sun is goneCall me homicideCall me sane no longerCall me when the race is wonChalie get your gun
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