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I've got a terminal disease, oh yeah.

I've got a terminal disease, oh yeah.

I can feel it flowing around my ankles,  I feel it running up my knees,

And it echoes in my earlobes like an infant crying please.

And it frightens me to think there're more important things than these.

That could leave you all alone with a terminal disease.

Oh yeah.

I've got nobody to relate to, oh yeah.

I've got nobody to relate to, oh yeah.

And the only consolation that I find in this here zoo.

Is a picture of the paradise that I couldn't build for you.

With it's jewels and tiny diamonds held on by pauper's glue.

It could leave you all alone with nobody to relate to.

Oh yeah.

No they don't have to give me a baboon's heart or a monkey's piece of mind.

Or hook me up to a computer while my illness is defined.

They can take their strange technology and boil it in a pot

Cause I don't need no diagnosis, cause I know just what I've got!

I've got a terminal disease

Oh yeah

My mind has scattered and dissolved, oh yeah.

My mind has scattered and dissolved, oh yeah.

I see a world of violent shoppers, I don't want to get involved.

Everybody wants a handkerchief now that Kleenex has evolved.

It's like a retard and his puzzle that the wise men haven't solved.

I'm happy this away, my mind has scattered and dissolved.

Oh yeah.

No they don't have to give me a baboon's heart or a monkey's piece of mind.

Or hook me up to a computer while my illness is defined.

They can take their strange technology and boil it in a pot

Cause I don't need no diagnosis, cause I know just what I've got!

I've got a terminal disease

Oh yeah

