Where do the Children Play?

Artist: Cat Stevens
.
Well I think it’s fine, building jumbo planes.
Or taking a ride on a cosmic train.
Switch on summer from a slot machine.
Yes, get what you want to if you want, ’cause you can get anything
I know we’ve come a long way,
We’re changing day to day,
But tell me, where do the children play? 

Well you roll on roads over fresh green grass.
For your lorry loads pumping petrol gas.
And you make them long, and you make them tough.
But they just go on and on, and it seems that you can’t get off.

Oh, I know we’ve come a long way,
We’re changing day to day,
But tell me, where do the children play? 

Well you’ve cracked the sky, scrapers fill the air.
But will you keep on building higher
’til there’s no more room up there? 
Will you make us laugh, will you make us cry? 
Will you tell us when to live, will you tell us when to die? 

I know we’ve come a long way,
We’re changing day to day,
But tell me, where do the children play?
We Can Run

Artist: The Grateful Dead
Lyrics: John Barlow
Music: Brent Mydland
We don't own this place though we act as if we did

It belongs to the children of our children's kids

The actual owners haven't even been born yet

But we never tend the garden and we rarely pay the rent

Most of it is broken and the rest of it is bent

Put it all on plastic and I wonder where we'll be when the bills hit

Chorus

We can run but we can't hide from it

Of all possible worlds we only got one, we gotta ride on it

Whatever we've done we'll never get far from what we leave behind

Baby we can run, run, run but we can't hide

Well I'm dumping my trash in your back yard

Making certain you don't notice really isn't so hard

You're so busy with your guns and all of your excuses to use 

them
Well it's oil for the rich and babies for the poor

We've got everyone believing that more is more

If a reckoning comes maybe we'll know what to do then

[chorus]

All these complications seem to leave no choice

I heard the tongues of billions speak with just one voice

Saying just leave all the rest to me, I need it worse than you, you see

Then I heard the sound of one child crying

Today I went out walking in the amber wind

There's a hole in the sky where the light pours in

I remember the days when I wasn't afraid of the sunshine

But now it beats down on the asphalt land

Like hammering blow from God's left hand

What little still grows

Cringes in the shade till the night-time

Paradise
Artist: John Prine

When I was a child my family would travel

Down to Western Kentucky where my parents were born

And there's a backwards old town that's often remembered

So many times that my memories are worn.

Chorus:

And daddy won't you take me back to Muhlenberg County

Down by the Green River where Paradise lay

Well, I'm sorry my son, but you're too late in asking

Mister Peabody's coal train has hauled it away

Well, sometimes we'd travel right down the Green River

To the abandoned old prison down by Adrie Hill

Where the air smelled like snakes and we'd shoot with our pistols

But empty pop bottles was all we would kill.

Repeat Chorus:

Then the coal company came with the world's largest shovel

And they tortured the timber and stripped all the land

Well, they dug for their coal till the land was forsaken

Then they wrote it all down as the progress of man.

Repeat Chorus:

When I die let my ashes float down the Green River

Let my soul roll on up to the Rochester dam

I'll be halfway to Heaven with Paradise waitin'

Just five miles away from wherever I am.

Repeat Chorus:

Holiday 
Artist: The Kinks
Lyrics: Raymond Douglas Davies 

Holiday,

Oh what a lovely day today,

I’m so glad they sent me away,

To have a little holiday today, holiday, 

Holiday,

And I’m just standing on the end of a pier,

Hoping and dreaming you were here,

To share my little holiday,

Lookin’ in the sky, for a gap in the clouds,

Sometimes I think that sun ain’t never coming out, 

But I’d rather be here than in that dirty old town,

I had to leave the city cos it broke me down,

Oh holiday, oh what a lovely day today,

I think I’ll get down on my little knees and pray, that you lord,

Thank heaven for this holiday, holiday,

I’m leaving insecurity behind me,

The environment pressures got me down,

I don’t need no sedatives to pull me round,

I don’t need no sleeping pills to help me sleep sound,

Oh holiday,

Oh what a lovely day today,

I think I’ll get down on my knees and pray,

That’s what I’ll do,

Thank heaven for this holiday,

Lying on the beach with my back burned rare, 

And the salt gets in my blisters and the sand gets in my hair,

And the sea’s an open sewer,

But I really couldn’t care,

I’m breathing through my mouth so I don’t have to sniff the air

Oh holiday,

Oh what a lovely day today,

I'm so glad they sent me away,

To have a little holiday.
Mercy Mercy Me

Artist: Marvin Gaye

Ah, mercy, mercy me,

Ah, things ain't what they used to be, no, no.

Where did all the blue skies go?

Poison is the wind that blows from the north and south and east.

Mercy, mercy me,

Ah, things ain't what they used to be, no, no.

Oil wasted on the ocean and upon

our seas fish full of mercury,

Oh, mercy, mercy me.

Ah, things ain't what they used to be, no, no, no.

Radiation underground and in the sky;

animals and birds who live near by are dying.

Oh, mercy, mercy me.

Ah, things ain't what they used to be.

What about this over crowded land?

How much more abuse from man can she stand?

All Star 

Artist: Smash Mouth

Somebody once told me the world is gonna roll me
I ain't the sharpest tool in the shed
She was looking kind of dumb with her finger and her thumb
In the shape of an "L" on her forehead

Well the years start coming and they don't stop coming
Fed to the rules and I hit the ground running
Didn't make sense not to live for fun
Your brain gets smart but your head gets dumb

So much to do so much to see
So what's wrong with taking the back streets
You'll never know if you don't go
You'll never shine if you don't glow

[Chorus:]
Hey now you're an All Star get your game on, go play
Hey now you're a Rock Star get the show on get paid
And all that glitters is gold
Only shooting stars break the mold

It's a cool place and they say it gets colder
You're bundled up now but wait 'til you get older
But the meteor men beg to differ
Judging by the hole in the satellite picture

The ice we skate is getting pretty thin
The waters getting warm so you might as well swim
My world's on fire how about yours
That's the way I like it and I never get bored

[Repeat Chorus 2x]

Somebody once asked could I spare some change for gas
I need to get myself away from this place
I said yep what a concept
I could use a little fuel myself
And we could all use a little change
Well the years start coming and they don't stop coming
Fed to the rules and I hit the ground running
Didn't make sense not to live for fun
Your brain gets smart but your head gets dumb
So much to do so much to see
So what's wrong with taking the back streets
You'll never know if you don't go
You'll never shine if you don't glow

[Repeat Chorus]
Big Yellow Taxi

Artist: Counting Crows 

Lyrics: Roberta Joan Anderson a.k.a Joni Mitchell
They paved paradise and put up a parkin' lot
With a pink hotel, a boutique, and a swingin' hot spot
Don't it always seem to go 
That you don't know what you got till it's gone
They paved paradise and put up a parkin' lot

They took all the trees, and put em in a tree museum
And they charged the people a dollar and a half to see them
No, no, no, don't it always seem to go
That you don't know what you've got till it's gone
They paved paradise, and put up a parkin' lot

Hey farmer, farmer, put away your DDT
I don't care about spots on my apples,
Leave me the birds and the bees - please
Don't it always seem to go
That you don't know what you got till it's gone
They paved paradise and put up a parking lot
Hey now, they've paved paradise to put up a parking lot
Why not?

Listen, late last night, I heard the screen door swing,
And a big yellow taxi took my girl away
Now don't it always seem to go
That you don't know what you got till it's gone
They paved paradise and put up a parking lot
Hey now now, don't it always seem to go
That you don't know what you got till it's gone
They paved paradise to put up a parking lot
Why not, they paved paradise
They put up a parking lot
Hey hey hey, paved paradise and put up a parking lot

I don't wanna give it
Why you wanna give it
Why you wanna givin it all away
Hey, hey, hey
Now you wanna give it
I should wanna give it
Cuz you're givin it all away, no no

I don't wanna give it
Why you wanna give it
Why you wanna givin it all away
Cuz you're givin it all givin it all away yeah yeah
Cuz You're givin it all away hey, hey, hey

Hey, paved paradise, to put up a parking lot
la,la, la, la, la, la, la ,la ,la ,la ,la
Paved paradise, and put up a parking lot
Godzilla 

Artist: Blue Oyster Cult

With a purposeful grimace and a terrible sound 
he pulls the splitting high tension wires down. 
Helpless people on subway trains 
scream bug-eyed as he looks in on them. 
He picks up a bus and he throws it back down 
and he waves to the people in the center of town. 


Oh no, they say he's got to go, go go Godzilla. 
Oh no, there goes Tokyo, go go Godzilla. 


Oh no, they say he's got to go, go go Godzilla. 
Oh no, there goes Tokyo, go go Godzilla. 

Oh no, they say he's got to go, go go Godzilla. 
Oh no, there goes Tokyo, go go Godzilla. 

History shows again and again 
how nature points up the folly of man 
Godzilla 
History shows again and again 
how nature points up the folly of man 
Godzilla 
History shows again and again 
how nature points up the folly of man 
Godzilla 
History shows again and again 
how nature points up the folly of man 
Godzilla 

Natures Way

Artist: Spirit 
Lyrics and Music: Randy California
It's nature's way of telling you something's wrong

It's nature's way of telling you in a song

It's nature's way of receiving you

It's nature's way of retrieving you

It's nature's way of telling you

Something's wrong

It's nature's way of telling you, summer breeze

It's nature's way of telling you, dying trees

It's nature's way of receiving you

It's nature's way of retrieving you

It's nature's way of telling you

Something's wrong

It's nature's way, it's nature's way

It's nature's way, it's nature's way

It's nature's way of telling you

Something's wrong

It's nature's way of telling you

In a song, oh-h

It's nature's way of receiving you

It's nature's way

It's nature's way of retrieving you

It's nature's way

It's nature's way of telling you

Something's wrong, something's wrong, something's wrong

Red Hill Mining Town
Artist: U2


From father to son
The blood runs thin
See faces frozen still
Against the wind

The seam is split
The coal face cracked
The lines are long
There's no going back
Through hands of steel
And heart of stone
Our labour day
Has come and gone

Yeah you leave me holding on
In Red Hill Town
See lights go down, I'm...

Hanging on
You're all that's left to hold on to
I'm still waiting
I'm hanging on
You're all that's left to hold on to

The glass is cut
The bottle run dry
Our love runs cold
In the caverns of the night
We're wounded by fear
Injured in doubt
I can lose myself
You I can't live without

Yeah you keep me holding on
In Red Hill Town
See the lights go down on
I'm hanging on
You're all that's left to hold on to
I'm still waiting
Hanging on
You're all that's left to hold on to
Hold on to

We'll scorch the earth
Set fire to the sky
We stoop so low to reach so high
A link is lost
The chain undone
We wait all day
For night to come
And it comes
Like a hunter child

I'm hanging on
You're all that's left to hold on to
I'm still waiting
I'm hanging on
You're all that's left to hold on to

Love...slowly stripped away
Love...has seen its better day

Hanging on
The lights go out on Red Hill
The lights go down on Red Hill
Lights go down on Red Hill town
The lights go down on Red Hill
Thousand Year Prayer
Artist: Cowboy Junkies 
Lyrics: Michael Timmins
Here we all are at the end of this century of beauty and loss

Greedily ate what you gave us, the rest we tossed

We've trapped all your rivers, paved every pass

Pulled out your sky till we caused it to rip

But you've got Jimi Hendrix, so let's call it an even split

I met a girl who has turned my whole world upside down

Stars I once stretched for now litter the ground

Cursed by too little lies, and too much belief

In the strength of another man's words

But I've got a girl, thank you Lord

Ahhh ahhh (x4)

Here we all are at the start of another thousand year

All those love stories yet to be told

Ours is this river asleep at our feet

Blessed by this wet autumn day

Here we all are…

Ahhh ahhh (x4)

To the Last Whale 
Artist: Crosby, Stills, and Nash
Music: David Crosby
Lyrics and Music: Graham Nash
Over the years you have been hunted
by the men who throw harpoons
And in the long run he will kill you
jus to feed the pets we raise,
put the flowers in your vase
and make the lipstick for your face.

Chorus: 

Over the years you swam the ocean
Following feelings of your own
Now you are washed up on the shoreline
I can see your body lie
It's a shame you have to die
to put the shadow on our eye

Maybe we'll go,
Maybe we'll disappear
It's not that we don't know,
It's just that we don't want to care.
Under the bridge
Over the foam
Wind on the water,
Carry me home.

Repeat Chorus
The Other Side of Summer

Artist: Elvis Costello

The sun struggles up another beautiful day
And I felt glad in my own suspicious way
Despite the contradiction and confusion
Felt tragic without reason
There's malice and there's magic in every season

CHORUS
From the foaming breakers of the poisonous surf
The other side of Summer
To the burning forests in the hills of Astroturf
The other side of Summer

The automatic gates close up between the shanties and the palace
The blowtorch amusements, the voodoo chalice
The pale pathetic promises that everybody swallows
A teenage girl is crying 'cos she don't look like a million dollars
So help her if you can
'Cos she don't seem to have the attention span

CHORUS

Was it a millionaire who said "imagine no possessions"?
A poor little schoolboy who said "we don't need no lessons"?
The rabid rebel dogs ransack the shampoo shop
The pop princess is downtown shooting up
And if that goddess if fit for burning
The sun will struggle up the world will still keep turning

Madman standing by the side of the road saying
"Look at my eyes, look at my eyes, look at my eyes, look at my eyes"
Now you can't afford to fake all the drugs your parents used to take
Because of their mistakes you'd better be wide awake

CHORUS

The mightiest rose
The absence of perfume
The casual killers
The military curfew
The cardboard city
And the unwanted birthday
The other side of summer

The dancing was desperate, the music was worse
They bury your dreams and dig up the worthless
Goodnight
God bless
And kiss "goodbye" to the earth
The other side of summer

Hurry Down Doomsday (The Bugs are Taking Over)
Artist: Elvis Costello

The man in the corner of this picture has a sinister purpose
In the teeming Temple of the Railroad Kings
He's planting a trashy paperback book for accidental purchase
Containing all the secrets of life and other useless things

But I can't bring myself to look
Wake up Zombie write yourself another book
You want to scream and shout my little flaxen lout
Hurry down Doomsday the bugs are taking over

She sleeps with the shirt of a late, great country singer
Stretched out on her poor jealous husband's pillow
In time you can turn these obsessions into careers
While the parents of those kidnapped children start the bidding
for their tears

But I can't bring myself to look
Wake up Zombie
Get yourself off the book
You want to scream and shout my little waxen lout
Hurry down Doomsday the bugs are taking over

Forget about Beethoven, Rembrandt and rock and roll
Forget about Mickey Mouse, Marlboro and Coca Cola
Forget about Cadillac, Mercedes and Toyota
Forget about Buddha, Allah, Jesus and Jehovah
Hurry down Doomsday the bugs are taking over

Any day now a giant insect mutation
Will swoop down and devour the white man's burden
Starting out with all of the sensitive ones
Better make like a fly if you don't want to die
Look out there goes Gordon

But I can't bring myself to think
Wake up Zombie
Kick up a big stink
You want to scream and shout my little Saxon lout
Hurry down Doomsday the bugs are taking over

Cows With Guns
Artist: Dana Lyons 


Fat and docile, big and dumb
They look so stupid, they aren't much fun
Cows aren't fun


They eat to grow, grow to die
Die to be et at the hamburger fry
Cows well done

Nobody thunk it, nobody knew
No one imagined the great cow guru
Cows are one

He hid in the forest, read books with great zeal
He loved Che Guevera, a revolutionary veal
Cow Tse Tongue

He spoke about justice, but nobody stirred
He felt like an outcast, alone in the herd
Cow doldrums

He mooed we must fight, escape or we'll die
Cows gathered around, cause the steaks were so high
Bad cow pun

But then he was captured, stuffed into a crate
Loaded onto a truck, where he rode to his fate
Cows are bummed

He was a scrawny calf, who looked rather woozy
No one suspected he was packing an Uzi
Cows with guns

They came with a needle to stick in his thigh
He kicked for the groin, he pissed in their eye
Cow well hung

Knocked over a tractor and ran for the door
Six gallons of gas flowed out on the floor
Run cows run!

He picked up a bullhorn and jumped up on the hay
We are free roving bovines, we run free today

We will fight for bovine freedom
And hold our large heads high
We will run free with the Buffalo, or die
Cows with guns

They crashed the gate in a great stampede
Tipped over a milk truck, torched all the feed
Cows have fun

Sixty police cars were piled in a heap
Covered in cow pies, covered up deep
Much cow dung

Black smoke rising, darkening the day
Twelve burning McDonalds, have it your way

We will fight for bovine freedom
And hold our large heads high
We will run free with the Buffalo, or die
Cows with guns

The President said "enough is enough

These uppity cattle, its time to get tough"
Cow dung flung

The newspapers gloated, folks sighed with relief
Tomorrow at noon, they would all be ground beef
Cows on buns

The cows were surrounded, they waited and prayed
They mooed their last moos,
they chewed their last hay
Cows out gunned

The order was given to turn cows to whoppers
Enforced by the might of ten thousand coppers
But on the horizon surrounding the shoppers

Came the deafening roar of chickens in choppers

We will fight for bovine freedom
And hold our large heads high
We will run free with the Buffalo, or die
Cows with guns
