FALL OF THE ANCIENT

ceLeBrartion time,

Branby anb wWine,

CHILDren sinaGinGg HoLY rHyme,
TONIGHT We Can sarFely binel

HIS arms BearT LIRKe Drums,
UPOMN OUr sacreb HOme,
IT FEeLL INTO CrumBs,

we LOST Our bome!

Tears were sHeb,
ALL HOPE LOST,

NO More BLOODSHeED,
BUT aT wWHaT COST?

our sHIPS raineb DOwN,

THe COLOSSUS STOOD NO CHanNnce,

MISSILEeS anbD BOMBS DesSTroyeb THe CLOWN,
THIS Was HIS LasT Dance,

we WiLL Nnever Be a PUusHOVver,
soLwDler are reaby anb FIT,
war Is over,

I 9YOouUu Want IT?



