
1. Full of blood 

 

Our hands, are they, full of blood? 

Your hands, are they, as well? 

This has, nothing, to do, with God 

Or anybody else,  or anybody else. 

 

Our hearts, are they, full of hope? 

Your hearts, are they, as well? 

This has nothing, to do, with blood 

Or anything else, anything else. 

 

Is there a God? 

No God. 

No blood. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2. The hands that bring the road kill 

To the side 

 

Lately, I’ve been strike by lightnings 

Having fucked up ideas that life, in itself, 

is empty. 

Empty, without love and passion, without a single emotion, without whiskey 

and wine. 

So please, keep your thoughtful advice, I’m here now 

Won’t live twice but thanks anyways. 

And when I’ll feel the end is coming. I’ll laugh and I’ll be waving and 

reaching for the hands, that bring, the road kill... to the side!!!! 

To the side!!! 

To the side!!! 

For the hands that bring the road kill 

To the side!!! 

To the side!!! 

To the side!!! 

For the hands that bring the road kill...to the side... 

 

And when the end is the end 

I won’t lie down and pretend 

That the end ain’t the end 



You flick the switch and it ends. 

 

 

And the end is the end 

You flick the switch and it ends 

And when the end is the end 

You flick the switch and it ends. 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



4. Blood everywhere 

 

Condescending motherfucker 

Just killed his son and his daughter 

Nowhere to run nowhere to hide 

This Satan’s son must be inside 

Hiding somewhere I know he’s in 

Under the bed his rotten skin 

 

No! Can’t believe all of this 

 

In God’s name 

There’s blood everywhere 

In God’s name 

It’s everywhere 

 

Aaaaawwwwwwww!!! 

 

Blood! Blood! Blood! 

Blood! Blood! Blood! 

Blood! Blood! Blood! 

Blood! Blood! Blood! 

 



Aaaaawwwwwwww!!! 

 

 

It’s on tv it’s on the net it’s in my head 

It’s every 

It follows me it does haunt me it’s in my bed 

It’s every 

Forty six time defensive wounds I see all red 

It’s everywhere 

 

Blood! Blood! Blood! 

Blood! Blood! Blood! 

Blood! Blood! Blood! 

Blood! Blood! Blood! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



5. Pig’s blood 

 

No more pain 

No more endless countdowns 

It wins again 

Sure was no knockdown 

 

You won’t have to break your head for me again 

From now on I keep a eye from far above 

Take good care of the loved and the dear ones 

My head at ease, now you can breed? 

No more pig’s blood 

 

It prowls around 

Like a killer in the night 

 It makes no sound and 

Slashes through your life 

Illness, illness, sickness, helpless 

Illness, illness, sickness, oh loneliness 

 

Chorus 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


