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Now the halls of the dorm are all empty

No rifles, no patriot's stands

And the walls seem to cry, "No this can't be!

The work of intelligent hands

Intelligent hands."

REFRAIN:

And the river flows softly

Through the forest where it used to run

And my loved one lies waiting

For a house in the empire sun

A house in the empire sun

Now the streets of the cities are silent

No paupers, no patrons, no thieves

And the newspapers ask where they all went

Is there nobody left who believes

Nobody left who believes

REFRAIN

Now the freight trains at the depot don't whistle

They can't show me where I have to go

So I cling in the cold to a thistle

While my blood drops melt stains in the snow

Stains in the snow

REFRAIN

Now the halls of the dorm are all quiet

Not a soul lets his foot touch the floor

While the walls seem to shout and deny it

Saint Peter's cathedral no more!

No more!

REFRAIN
