Lickin' The Gun

Bruce Dickinson

Lickin' the gun lickin' the hand that feeds you.
Lickin' the gun finger lickin' fun.
Lickin' the gun lickin' the hand that feeds you.
Lickin' the fun finger lickin' fun.Senator husband going for broke.
I've gotta prove I'm not ajoke.
We smoked the stuff in '69.
Now it'sdifferent. It'sacrime.
Kid'stoday don't understand. Kid's today need a guiding hand.
Put a sticker if it rhymes with truck.

When the law should slide, guess I'll duck.[Chorus]
Watch religion come and go. Watch corruption on their shows.
Buy your silence, Money for blood.

Out of the ark and into the flood.

Crazy men with Russian guns. My words never killed anyone.
Kissing Baby's. Lickin' the gun.

Ain't political. Just having fun.[Chorus]Eat it up lay down and die. They'll shoot you up.
And they don't know why.

Their doing ajob and they enjoy it too.

Their protecting us from me and you.

We smoked the stuff in '69.

Now it'sdifferent. It'sacrime.
| don't careto wait and see.

If I'm cool enough to make history.[Chorus]
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