Licensed to Kill

I’ve spent all my money on CDs and drugs 
Or in the language of me effortless hugs 

Washing away most of me down the drain 

I have walked headstrong through all of the pain

I wish I could sing without birds on my sleeves 

I’m like the wind that rustles the leaves

I pick up in colour what is lain down in grey 

Of all of the prices the worst I’ve to pay 

I follow my comrades with guns on their backs 

Trained in my sights their flaming haystacks 

I watch them ignite as I strike the match 

Falling asunder the door’s on the latch 

I’m shaded in with all manner of black
It’s just past the point of no going back 

When you see that the shore is acres away 

On a boated horizon where you have to stay 

The sun burns me down as it shatters the sea 

Whispering things about who I’m to be 

I’m destined for life in the vibrancy hue 

I’m licensed to kill and that’s what I’ll do

Wrote this after listening to The Tallest Man On Earth all night

