Progressive Destruction

Nobody's invited 

But everybody's come

Nobody's entered 

But everybody's gone

Somebody is faithfull 

Waits with bated breath

We've been living in this hard-time

And playing the game of death

Progressive destruction 

Everywhere I go

War and love-reduction 

Nevermind, you know

Misery is broadcast on the TV-screen 

Ain't no more a nightmare

And it’s not even a dream

They haven't got my mind

But it hasn't got relief 

They haven't got my choice

But it hasn't got belief 

I never yield to wrong

Though I used to be too long

Under their control

Insensitive people

Walk around the streets

Cannot hear the matter

But these austere beats

Obtrusive infection

By the illness of the trend

Words will be scanned 

Even if they couldn't understand

They haven't got my mind

But it hasn't got relief

They haven't got my choice

But it hasn't got belief

I never yield to wrong

Though I used to be too long

Under their control

