Good Friday   c 1995 S. Moore





Dm					C


d   d	d     f       a     a   a   a   g    f   g


A massive black hole in the fabric of time


	      G	     Bb		Dm


e       f   e   d   d   d   e    d     d


Torn to reveal an empty night sky


Not the sun and the stars just hidden in shade


But as dark as if light itself was unmade





C	G	Bb	Dm


oo  	oo 	oo 	oo





He kneels in a garden sweatin' his blood


Bendin' his will that just wants to run


Thinkin' that maybe'd be better to die


Than to live in the dark for the rest of his life


 


CHORUS


F				C


Surely this was an innocent man


	    G		Bb	Dm


Dyin' for me and the sin that I had





They stood at a distance watching the light


Extinguish itself and the day into night


And I brought all my filth and piled it on


And I toasted his death and egged the crowd on





