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'm waking making up to ash and dust

| wipe my brow low and | sweat my

rust dust

I'm brea-l'hinf] on in the guemicals chemicals

I'm makin.a lar'eakinﬂ in, Ghapina oh up,
then checkiﬂg out into on the prison bus
This That is it, the apocalypse. Whoa

'm waking on up, | Feel it in on my
homes bones

Enoucjh to make my Gyc;-i'emc;
How blow

Welcome of to the new oge (x2.)
Whoa, oh, oh oh oh whoa, oh oh, oh I'm
radicactive, radioactive (X2.)

| roise my Hags blags, don my

homes clothes

Ht's a revelation revolution, | suppose
Wel'll paint came it red to Fit
r‘iah+ on in.Whoa

I'm breakina out in, Ghaping on up, then
checkinﬂ in out on the prison bus
This is isn't it, the apocalypse




