
Bruce Dickinson, Bring your taughter to the slaughter
Honey it's getting close to midnightAnd all the myths are still in townTrue love and lipstick on your linenBite the pillow make no soundIf there's some living to be doneBefore your life becomes your tombYou'd better know that I'm the oneSo unchain your back door invite me around[Chorus]Bring your daughter, bring your daughter to the slaughterLet her go, let her go, let her goHoney it's getting close to daybreakThe sun is creeping in the skyNo patent remedies for heartacheJust empty words and humble pieSo get down on your knees honeyAssume an attitudeYou just pray that I'll be waitingCos you know I'm coming soonSo pick up your foolish pride, no going backNo where, no way, no place to hide[Chorus]
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