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Key: Bb

Tuni ng: STandard EADGBe

Chor ds used:
A - x02220
Eb - x68886
D - xx0232 or x57775
Gn - 355333
Bb - x24442
Eb - x68886
F - 244322

Dm - x57765 or xx0231

Intro: A---

t hen Eb-D-Eb-D x4

Verse 1:
Eb D
| did ny tinme and | want out
Eb D Eb
So effusive, fade
D Eb

It doesn t cut this soul
is not so vibrant

Eb D Eb D

The reckoni ng the sickening
Eb D
Packagi ng subversion
Eb D
Psuedo- sacr osanct on surgeon
Eb D

Go drill your deserts
Eb D

go di g your gravesl!
Eb D

Then fill your nouth
Eb

all the noney you will save
Eb D Eb D



Sinking in getting smaller again
Eb D
I mdone! It has begun
Eb D
I mnot the only one!

Chorus 1:
Eb Bb F Dm
And the rain will kill us all
Gm Bb Eb
W t hrow oursel ves agai nst the wall
Bb F Dm
But no-one el se can see

(hol d)
The preservation of the martyr in ne

Post Chorus:

Eb D Eb Dm
Psychosoci al

(Repeat x6)

Verse 2.
Eb
There are cracks
D
in the road we | ay
Eb D
But we re the tenple fell
Eb D Eb
t he secrets have gone nad
Eb D Eb
This is nothing new but
D
when we killed it al
Eb D Eb
The hate was all we had
Eb D
VWho needs anot her ness
Eb D
we could start over
Eb D
Just look nme in the eyes
Eb
and say I m w ong!
Eb D
Now there s only enptiness
Eb D
Venonous, insipid
Eb D Eb
I think we re done-1 m



D
not the only one!

(Repeat Chorus 1 and Post Chorus while doing | ead sol 0)

Interlude: Quitar solo, do chorus chords

Drunbeats: A---

Bri dge:
A
The limts of the dead!
A
The linmts of the dead!
A
The limts of the dead!
A

The limts of the dead!

Verse 3:
Eb D
Fake anti-facist lie (Psychosocial)
Eb D

| tried to tell you but (Psychosocial)
Eb D

Your purple hearts are

Eb

gi ving out (Psychosoci al)
Eb D

Can t stop a killing
i dea (Psychosoci al)
Eb D

If its hunting season
(Psychosoci al )
Eb D

Is this what you want?
(Psychosoci al )
Eb D

I mnot the only one!

Chorus 2:
Eb Bb F Dm
And the rain will kill us all
Gm Bb Eb
We t hrow oursel ves agai nst the wall
Bb F Dm
But no-one el se can see
Gm Bb

The preservation of the martyr in ne



Eb Bb F Dm

And the rain will kill us al
Gm Bb Eb
We throw oursel ves agai nst the wall
Bb F Dm

But no-one el se can see
The preservation of the martyr in ne

Qutro: A(pal mnute and harnonics)
A

The limts of the dead!
A

The limts of the dead!



