Death’s Callin’ 
Death called in sick today

Worry on his mind they say

Heaven running out of rooms

Too many Goddamn tombs

Well you would probably know just what to do, but you ain’t got a clue

But you’re still gonna make it through

Running from a falling moon

Better change your dreams soon

While a river is rushing down

Making patterns for the crown

Well you would probably know just what to do, but you ain’t got a clue

But you’re still gonna make it through

Your feet haven’t hit the ground

Your only about a pound

Well the moon he sends his regards

Well I’m playin’ with all my cards

Well you would probably know just what to do, but you ain’t got a clue

But you’re still gonna make it through

