Kick  

[B,
A,
E,
D]   108bpm
Livin’ ain’t so easy when there’s nothing’ left to please me,
 And I keep searchin’ for that sweet recipe,

To pick me up and pull me, just a little bit to own me,

 Get me through the times that I find so lonely

 



 of a Metro mainstream machine, 

Lost up in the lineup with the fake & phony faces, 

And everybody’s puzzled to pieces,
And fattened by greed, in a world that they bleed

 Of everything until it ain’t got nothing, 

(no heart beat,)
[D] You know..  
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But when it finally kicks, I’m loving every minute,

 and there ain’t nothing else, sets me free,

And I know it’s legit, because it’s so quick to quit,

 If I don’t give it back, what it needs (feeds)

They put up power lines to a prescripted paradise 

& you sell yourself out just to keep clean,

no one likes to be what’s real, test drive this life and sign the lease,
and buying what’s for sale is so easy

 [D] You know..  


[chorus]

D,
A,
E,
E   -A   
(E,
D,
A,
Ao)
& there ain’t no love when you live life light-hearted(so live life hard)
& it’s gonna be tough, be a rough ride, from here out…
And when it kicks, it’s the shit, I’m loving every minute of it,

 and nothing else matters to me.

All I know is I just want to feed on what I feel,
 until there ain’t no love left that’s real.

D,
A,
E,
E   -A   
(E,
D,
A,
Ao)
& there ain’t no love when you live life light-hearted (live life hard)
And There ain’t no love left for the light hearted (so live life large)
[Live Life Large]

mixing messages; spun ‘round and rejected.

Lost on bumper stickers & billboards

Adrenaline,
flowing through my under skin

Grip my panic pills,


Places I don’t pick, that I get stuck in the thick of it, 

 And there ain’t no escape or quit.

Run me thru your ruins of your wagon wheels/ransom favor & dealings,

 And I figure out who’s living or lying 

In these wasted space of places
With the fake & phony faces, fads and gimmicks
And up against the perfect, panic; believin’ nothing, 
And leaves them all broken in pieces,
Suffocating in the suffering of the season of the 

 Summer days that proof what you believe.  
(who you are)
Cut the power lines to paradise & feeling

caught up in the killing fields and no one likes to be what’s real
with this and no identity  (ransomed reason reeling)

kick back and (let it) take the wheel

B,
A,
E,
A

B,
A

And it feels so good when I kick, and then it starts to hit

the world is mine that I own, and I’m on top of it

Verse:
Now and then I get the feeling,

 
 
That everything is going my way,

 

And it 

And it kicks so hard its feeling like a locomotive,

Taking me down a one way track.

My mind is flowing through the sands of time. 
Just need to breathe a little beneath this surface ceiling,
