Deleted

You are the virus 

You are a waste

You’re the unknown folder 

Sucking up my space

You are the excess

You’re just full of Meg.

You always fail to deliver

What you are expect-ed

Chorus: x2 

You’ve got to be compressed  

You’ve got to be scanned 

You’ve got to be deleted

‘Fore I’ll start to crash

(Man I am gonna crash)

I need to be rebooted
I need to be repaired

You mess me up so much

That I just can’t be defragged

You’re the three-eight six

You’re the Win three-o eight

Man, you’re too obsolete

I’m gonna have you update 

