[c1]

(well, I don’t know

what I am here being for)

As I travel the city side minded I remember

that girl hanging herself by the neck

lying vegetable on bed, little much sign of life

when she finally past away, I guess some cried

(well, I don’t know

what I am here being for)

When I cross that outskirt, watching at the sky

that boy offered himself a blood bath

cutting his vein, quitting his life and troubles

there is little one can do, who am I to say

[c2]
(well, I don’t care

What I am here being for)

All those bummers hanging around wasting time

Life seem to have lost every values

Sometime I’d like to kill them with bare hands

Corpses lying on the floor would be motivating

(well, I don’t care

What I am here being for)

When I look at those elders at the end of the game
Feeling a strange empathy or is it

I had more remorse killing an ant then them

What are they thinking, what are they seeing

[c3]

(well, I don’t know

What am I supposed to do)

That dude helping me to be better
As if I live for higher

The sole thing I want is to bang him

Kick him dead on the floor

(well, I don’t know

What am I supposed to do)

That dude I met, I remember I had feeling
Stronger than those with some girl

But I know I’m not gay for sure

What was that supposed to mean

[c4]

(well, I don’t care

What am I supposed to do)

That soul we feel being so prisoner

Who’s external one accessing it
With no consent akin for asset 

Then the spirit is aching, yes it is

(well, I don’t care

What am I supposed to do)
Now I don’t mind and I do my life
I try to enjoy every moments of it

But it seem I have to work 

To gain some free time
