Free

The skies above are overcast, many shades of gray,

All the world is telling you, wait another day,

You needn't pay attention, though, to anything they say

Go and follow all your dreams, let nothing block your way.

You're free, free to do all of the good that you want to

And see all of the love you can give if you want to

And be all of the things you've been waiting for someone to be.

The skies are split in thunderclash, pouring comes the rain,

All around you everywhere, cold and wet and pain,

And still the world is telling you your dreams are all in vain

Pay no heed and turn instead to pleasures that remain.

You're free, free to do all of the good that you want to

And see all of the love you can give if you want to

And be all of the things you've been waiting for someone to be.

The world is filled with hate and death, hunger, war, and blight,

And all your friends are telling you you cannot set it right,

And yet there's still some sun within this dark and dismal night,

You will find an answer soon,  go and spread the light.

You're free, free to do all of the good that you want to

And see all of the love you can give if you want to

And be all of the things you've been waiting for someone to be.
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