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VERSE 1

Word gets around

to old soldiers in the ground

the ones who gave better a fighting chance
Me, well I'm Vietham

bad timing, rifle jam

blame it on circumstance

PRECHORUS 1
Did you think that time would never tell?
now these bones beneath your feet are mad as hell

CHORUS 1

We didn't die for this...

... bankrupt, blownup American dreams

... social fabric ripped at the seams

We didn't die for this...

... treating Old Glory like a bundle of old rags

... securing the border with red carpet and white flags
Marching into, a black and blue abyss

We didn't die for this

VERSE 2

Hard to get respect with the dark tone of his skin
but he fought his way in

just wanted everyone to be free

Sniper took him down

high price for holding the high ground

Germany, 1943

PRECHORUS 2
Down here we’re all the same color
every box of bones, that’s my brother



CHORUS 2

And we didn't die for this...

... bankrupt, blown up American dreams

... social fabric ripped at the seams

We didn’t die for this...

... treating Old Glory like a bundle of old rags

... securing the border with red carpet and white flags
Marching into, a black and blue abyss

We didn't die for this

BRIDGE

All the freedom you have to waste

we barely had a taste

Now you wanna tred on sacred ground
well, we won't take this lying down

CHORUS 3

We didn't die, we didn't die for this...

... bankrupt, blown up American dreams

... social fabric ripped at the seams

We didn’t die for this...

... carrying Old Glory like a bundle of old rags

... securing the border with red carpet and white flags
Marching into, a black and blue abyss

We didn't die for this

We didn't die for this



