
The Mission, Hymn
I've felt the heatIn the city of angelsDust up on highAnd the worse for wearIve seen the lightsGoing down on sunsetMadmen running looseTheres murder in the airSo this is americaLove colder than deathWorking the streetsLove doesnt come cheapSo I learn how to stealReligion for saleBuy my way into heavenSell my soul for a trickIts not worth a great dealSo this is americaI remember her smile and her virgin heartI remember her tears tearing me apartI remember my hands helpless and tiedAs they led her away I remember I criedIve put my lifeIn the hands of a screamSmall talked and lessWith legends to beBut I carried a torchFor the child forbiddenAnd when the heat closed inThey crucified meSo this is americaDreams dont come easyWithout any sleepLaid wide eyed and wearyOn this damned bed of nailsI hit the freewayAnd step on the speedHead for the desertWhen madness prevailsSo this is americaGod bless you americaGod bless you americaGod bless you americaGod bless youAmerica
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