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C                                                         Am
Let me tell you about a place I know where the napalm-hearted go

C                                                 Am
You’ll never see the light of day and a dark star guides your way

                    C          G        C                                         F
Well, it’s so cold - I know - when you’re way down below

                                                     C                  Am F        G        C      G
That’s what it’s like when you’re living in the city of the living dead

C                                                   Am
Where the Big Black River flows to the port of lonely souls

C                                                       Am
Blue fires are lighting up the scenes from each and every bad, bad dream

                  C              G      C                                              F
You’re all alone - it’s true - oh, when you’re way down below

                                                     C                  Am F        G        C      G
That’s what it’s like when you’re living in the city of the living dead
F                                                      C
Underneath the Ole Torture Moon - there’s no time for regret

       D                                 G
You feel like Judas on Fire on a down bound one-way track
C                                             Am
Oh, see the wild weeds grow all along the highway roads
C                                                                Am
You’ll reach the town of groans and pain at the end of fire lane

                  C          G        C                                      F

You’re all alone - I know - oh, you’re way down below

                                                     C                  Am F        G        C      A
That’s what it’s like when you’re living in the city of the living dead
D                                                        Bm
Let me tell you about a place I know where the napalm-hearted go

D                                                 Bm
You’ll never see the light of day and a dark star guides your way

                    D          A         D                                             G
Well, it’s so cold - I know - oh, when you’re way down below

                                                     D                  Bm G        A       D      
That’s what it’s like when you’re living in the city of the living dead

          Bm           G               A       D
That’s life in the city of the living dead

          Bm           G               A       D

That’s life in the city of the living dead

          Bm           G               A       D

That’s life in the city of the living dead
