
Ian Thomas, These are not gods
You make a president, some guy, you never metHe's like a holy man, on your TV setYou got your rock n' roller, on guitar he's a wizPlaying songs of social conscienceThat's where the money isThese are not gods that you bow down to(Never on a Sunday)These are only people doing what they doMix a little money... Add a little fame...Another god, there's a new one every dayYou got your beautiful womanDon't know what to say to herSo you don't say nothin'... to these people you defer?Like the preacher preachingInto greener pastures he leadsWith his hand in your pocket... taking what you needThese are not gods
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