Pr ofit

Electro Hippies

Famine spreads, under your arches of gold,
pot bellied kids, with no hope of growing old
starved to death because of businessmans greed,
who wanted more than he could ever need.Dollars and pound signsin his glazed over eyes,
even profit riches an obscene size.Plenty of guns, to protect his blood soaked loot,
abusiness machine, and fascist in a suit.

Lyrics provided by
https://damnlyrics.com/



https://damnlyrics.com/search.html?q=Electro+Hippies
https://damnlyrics.com/
https://damnlyrics.com/

