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Dept O Fal se Hope
Bad Reli gion

Bm
Wel cone, ny son,
A
To where the work is never done
F# G

And the hungry are sel dom ever fed.

Bm

The departnent of false hope
A

I's a proving ground for dopes.

D E F#
And they |l grind your tiny bones to nmake their bread. (Hosanna.)

G D A F# C# D
So hol d your head up high, forgotten man
G D A F# Ct D
Tonmorrow won t be nmade for you
G D A F# C# D
And everybody s gotta try to |l end a hel pi ng hand.
G A D

For god and nman, there s nothing nore to do.

Bm
It crackled on the radio
A
Through bright plunmes of the sun
F# G
The announcer said the age of faith was dead.
Bm
Though the adol escent nation
A
Was just |ooking for salvation,
D E F#
The beast of reason reared its ugly head. (Hosanna.)

G D A F# C# D
So hold your head up high, forgotten man
G D A F# Ct D
Tonorrow s not for ne and you
G D A F# C# D
And everybody s gotta try to lend a hel pi ng hand.
G A D

For god and nman, there s nothing nore to do.

Bm
A



F# G

Bm
A
D EF#
G
From your cradle of destruction,
A

Wth the poorest of instruction

Bm A G
And the nerest sliver of a tune,

F# Ct D

Ch, you managed sonehow to nuddl e t hrough

G D A F# C# D
So hol d your head up high, forgotten nman
G D A F# C# D
Tonmorrow s not for nme and you.
G D A F# C# D
And everybody s gotta try to lend a hel pi ng hand.
G A D Bm

For god and man, there s nothing nore to do.

G A
There is nothing nore...



