New Boots, Old Profession 

Hard times, hard decisions
Make ends meet, gotta earn a livin’
Making the most of what your given
          New boots, old profession

                         No choice, no concessions
         Sure fire bets in quick succession
                                                 Life changed fast, left you guessin’
                                                          New boots, old profession

Fade to black on what you do
Think of other things while they’re makin’ their move
Never woulda thought when you were young
This is who you’d become

  Past’s behind, no use regrettin’
Circumstances, no point stressin’
  Fast lane, cold aggression
New boots, old profession

Instrumental

Fade to black……

Hard times……  

                                      




