I MAY NOT BE DONE

You see him everyday, just an average Joe

What happens after nightfall, you just never know

Bad things going on your neighbor hood, 

what you know Average Joe is up to no good

I’m sneaking out my house with a different name

Neck cutter Joe, now you’re playing my game

I’m walking across my lawn, gripping my axe

Coming up behind you, to stick in your back

Take your dead body, stick it under my house

First cut your ears off, stuff em in your mouth

Now I’m headed out, to get some more

I can fit another thirty under my floor

Unless I get a saw, that would be smart

With a little work I can take em all apart

And stack em real neatly, out in my shed

Make a few coffee cup mug’s with the heads

Compete the Strykel

Compete the Strykel

Compete the Strykel

Compete the Strykel

Now the transformation is complete

Your screaming for your life, running down the street

Hoping I don’t catch you, and cut your ass up

Just when you think you’ve got away, you’re fucked

Down comes my axe to split your fuckin head

You can’t flop around anymore cause your dead

But they’ll never catch me and even if they do

It’s something the menscal strykel made me do

I can’t fucking help it, I’m sick in the brain

From average Joe to neck cutter Joe

What a change here comes the cops

I think I’m gonna split man

There’s a lot of em

Oh shit

It’s just the Strykel

It’s just the Strykel

It’s just the Strykel

The Menscal Strykel

Handcuffed, led away and tried for my crime

I’ll get off on insanity 100 times

I won’t do any time in the fucking pen

I laughed as they dragged me off to the looney bin

Now I’m sitting here with a straight jacket on

Another year in here, then I’m fucking gone

Did they rehabilitate me, sure they did

I can’t wait to get out and kill a fucking gain

Just wait till I get out

Mother fucker

I gonna come to your house

One night

Maybe while your sleeping

And sneak inside

And cut your

Mother

Fucking

Throat out 

You sorry FUCK!

