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MY BEAUTIFUL REWARD

By
BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN
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Verse 2: Verse 3:

From a house on a hill, a sacred light shines.

I walk through these rooms, but none of them are mine.
Down empty hallways, I went from door to door,
Searching for my beautiful reward,
Searching for my beautiful reward.

(To Bridge:)

Tonight I can feel the cold wind at my back;

I’'m flyin’ high over gray fields, my feathers long and black.
Down along the river’s silent edge I soar,

Searching for my beautiful reward,
Searching for my beautiful reward.
Searching for my beautiful reward,
Searching for my beautiful reward.

Verse 4: Instrumental ad lib. and fade




