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Today I stopped at a small grave

With a big wall of flowers in front

Spelling out the word "father"

For a second I was touched, until I started walking

And saw the same wall a few yards further

In different colors

It started to lose its meaning

Store-bought fast-food discount sentiment disgusts me

You too can care about your parents!

Who cares if you never told them I love you?

Now you can buy assorted love in designer colors

Look at your neighbors

The Smiths built a pyramid for their drowned daughter

We'll build our Jenny a tomb on the moon

That'll show them nothing's too good for our little girl

What? Sure, she wrecked her life with drugs

Yeah, she hated every one of us

But what would the neighbors think?

They love their grandmother three hundred dollars

Shouldn't we love ours four?

My dad can lick your dad

Our dead can lick your dead

It never ends; it's always the same

When I die, I hope my family cares enough

To leave me out of it

And let me rest in peace

