Sixteen Tons written by Merle Travis

Some people say a man is made outta mud

A poor man's made outta muscle and blood
Muscle and blood and skin and bones

A mind that's a-weak and a back that's strong

You load sixteen tons, what do you get
Another day older and deeper in debt

Saint Peter don't you call me 'cause I can't go
[ owe my soul to the company store

[ was born one mornin' when the sun didn't shine
[ picked up my shovel and I walked to the mine

I loaded sixteen tons of number nine coal

And the straw boss said "Well, a-bless my soul"

You load sixteen tons, what do you get
Another day older and deeper in debt

Saint Peter don't you call me 'cause I can't go
[ owe my soul to the company store

[ was born one mornin', it was drizzlin' rain

Fightin' and trouble are my middle name

[ was raised in the canebrake by an ol' mama lion
Cain't no-a high-toned woman make me walk the line

You load sixteen tons, what do you get
Another day older and deeper in debt

Saint Peter don't you call me 'cause I can't go
[ owe my soul to the company store

If you see me comin’, better step aside
A lotta men didn't, a lotta men died
One fist of iron, the other of steel

If the right one don't a-get you

Then the left one will

You load sixteen tons, what do you get
Another day older and deeper in debt

Saint Peter don't you call me 'cause I can't go
[ owe my soul to the company store



Strange Fruit written by Abel Meeropol

Southern trees bear a strange fruit

Blood on the leaves and blood at the root
Black bodies swingin' in the Southern breeze
Strange fruit hangin' from the poplar trees

Pastoral scene of the gallant South

The bulgin' eyes and the twisted mouth
Scent of magnolias sweet and fresh
Then the sudden smell of burnin' flesh

Here is a fruit for the crows to pluck

For the rain to gather, for the wind to suck
For the sun to rot, for the tree to drop
Here is a strange and bitter crop



Ohio written by Neil Young

Tin soldiers and Nixon's comin'
We're finally on our own

This summer [ hear the drummin'
Four dead in Ohio

Gotta get down to it
Soldiers are gunning us down
Should have been done long ago

What if you knew her and
Found her dead on the ground?
How can you run when you know?

Na, na, na, na, na, na, na, na
Na, na, na, na, na, na, na, na
Na, na, na, na, na, na, na, na
Na, na, na, na, na, na, na, na

Gotta get down to it
Soldiers are cutting us down
Should have been done long ago

What if you knew her and
Found her dead on the ground?
How can you run when you know?

Tin soldiers and Nixon's comin'
We're finally on our own

This summer [ hear the drummin'’
Four dead in Ohio

Four dead in Ohio
Four dead in Ohio
Four dead in Ohio



The Russians written by Sting

In Europe and America there's a growing feeling of hysteria
Conditioned to respond to all the threats

In the rhetorical speeches of the Soviets

Mister Krushchev said, 'We will bury you'

[ don't subscribe to this point of view

It'd be such an ignorant thing to do

If the Russians love their children too

How can I save my little boy

From Oppenheimer's deadly toy?

There is no monopoly on common sense
On either side of the political fence

We share the same biology

Regardless of ideology

Believe me when [ say to you

[ hope the Russians love their children too

There is no historical precedent to put
Words in the mouth of the president
There's no such thing as a winnable war
It's a lie we don't believe anymore
Mister Reagan says 'We will protect you'
[ don't subscribe to this point of view
Believe me when [ say to you

[ hope the Russians love their children too
We share the same biology

Regardless of ideology

What might save us, me and you

[s if the Russians love their children too



A Hard Rain’s A-Gonna Fall written by Bob Dylan

Oh, where have you been, my blue-eyed son

And where have you been, my darling young one

['ve stumbled on the side of twelve misty mountains

['ve walked and I've crawled on six crooked highways
['ve stepped in the middle of seven sad forests

['ve been out in front of a dozen dead oceans

['ve been ten thousand miles in the mouth of a graveyard
And it's a hard, and it's a hard, it's a hard, and it's a hard
It's a hard rain's a-gonna fall

Oh, what did you see, my blue-eyed son

And what did you see, my darling young one

[ saw a newborn baby with wild wolves all around it

[ saw a highway of diamonds with nobody on it

[ saw a black branch with blood that kept drippin'

I saw a room full of men with their hammers a-bleedin’

I saw a white ladder all covered with water

[ saw ten thousand talkers whose tongues were all broken
[ saw guns and sharp swords in the hands of young children
And it's a hard, and it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard

It's a hard rain's a-gonna fall

And what did you hear, my blue-eyed son?

And what did you hear, my darling young one?

[ heard the sound of a thunder that roared out a warnin'
Heard the roar of a wave that could drown the whole world
Heard one hundred drummers whose hands were a-blazin'
Heard ten thousand whisperin' and nobody listenin'

Heard one person starve, | heard many people laughin'
Heard the song of a poet who died in the gutter

Heard the sound of a clown who cried in the alley

And it's a hard, and it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard

It's a hard rain's a-gonna fall

Oh, what did you meet, my blue-eyed son?

Who did you meet, my darling young one?

[ met a young child beside a dead pony

[ met a white man who walked a black dog

[ met a young woman whose body was burning

[ met a young girl, she gave me a rainbow

I met one man who was wounded in love

I met another man who was wounded with hatred
And it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard
It's a hard rain's a-gonna fall

And what'll you do now, my blue-eyed son?
And what'll you do now, my darling young one?
['m a-goin' back out 'fore the rain starts a-fallin'



['ll walk to the depths of the deepest black forest

Where the people are many and their hands are all empty
Where the pellets of poison are flooding their waters
Where the home in the valley meets the damp dirty prison
And the executioner's face is always well hidden

Where hunger is ugly, where souls are forgotten

Where black is the color, where none is the number

And I'll tell it and think it and speak it and breathe it

And reflect it from the mountain so all souls can see it
Then I'll stand on the ocean until I start sinkin'

But I'll know my song well before I start singin’

And it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard, it's a hard

It's a hard rain's a-gonna fall



Man In The Mirror written by Michael Jackson

I'm gonna make a change

For once in my life

It's gonna feel real good

Gonna make a difference

Gonna make it right

As I, turn up the collar on

My favorite winter coat

This wind is blowing my mind

I see the kids in the streets

With not enough to eat

Who am I to be blind?

Pretending not to see their needs

A summer disregard, a broken bottle top

And a one man soul

They follow each other on the wind ya' know
'Cause they got nowhere to go

That's why I want you to know

I'm starting with the man in the mirror

I'm asking him to change his ways

And no message could have been any clearer

If you want to make the world a better place
Take a look at yourself, and then make a change
I've been a victim of a selfish kind of love

It's time that I realize

That there are some with no home, not a nickel to loan
Could it be really me, pretending that they're not alone?
A willow deeply scarred, somebody's broken heart
And a washed-out dream

They follow the pattern of the wind ya' see
'Cause they got no place to be

That's why I'm starting with me

I'm starting with the man in the mirror

I'm asking him to change his ways

And no message could have been any clearer

If you want to make the world a better place
Take a look at yourself, and then make a change
I'm starting with the man in the mirror

I'm asking him to change his ways

And no message could have been any clearer

If you want to make the world a better place
Take a look at yourself and then make that
Change!

I'm starting with the man in the mirror

(Oh yeah!)

I'm asking him to change his ways

(Better change!)

No message could have been any clearer

If you want to make the world a better place
Take a look at yourself and then make the change)



You gotta get it right, while you got the time
You can't close your, your mind!

That man, that man, that man, that man
With the man in the mirror

(Man in the mirror, oh yeah!)

That man, that man, that man

I'm asking him to change his ways
(Better change!)

No message could have been any clearer
If you want to make the world a better place
Take a look at yourself and then make the change
Oh no, no no

I'm gonna make a change

It's gonna feel real good!

Chime on!

(Change)

Just lift yourself

You know

You've got to stop it

Yourself!

(Yeah! Make that change!)

I've got to make that change, today!
Hoo!

(Man in the mirror)

You got to

You got to not let yourself

Brother

Hoo!

(Yeah! Make that change!)

You know, I've got to get

That man, that man

(Man in the mirror)

You've got to move! Chime on!

Chime on!

You got to

Stand up! Stand up! Stand up!

(Yeah! Make that change)

Stand up and lift yourself, now!

(Man in the mirror)

You know it!

You know it!

You know it!

You know it

(Change)

Make that change



Born in the USA written by Bruce Springsteen

Born down in a dead man's town

The first kick I took was when I hit the ground
You end up like a dog that's been beat too much
Till you spend half your life just covering up

Born in the U.S.A.
I was born in the U.S.A.
I was born in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.

Got in a little hometown jam so they put a rifle in my hand
Sent me off to a foreign land to go and kill the yellow man

Born in the U.S.A.
I was born in the U.S.A.
I was born in the U.S.A.
I was born in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.

Come back home to the refinery

Hiring man says "son if it was up to me"
Went down to see my V.A. man

He said "son don't you understand now"
Had a brother at Khe Sahn fighting off the Viet Cong
They're still there he's all gone

He had a woman he loved in Saigon

[ got a picture of him in her arms now
Down in the shadow of penitentiary

Out by the gas fires of the refinery

['m ten years burning down the road
Nowhere to run ain't got nowhere to go

Born in the U.S.A.
[ was born in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.

['m a long gone daddy in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.

Born in the U.S.A.

Born in the U.S.A.

['m a cool rocking daddy in the U.S.A.



The Message written by Grandmaster Flash and the Furious Five

It's like a jungle sometimes

[t makes me wonder how I keep from goin' under

Broken glass everywhere

People pissin' on the stairs, you know they just don't care
[ can't take the smell, can't take the noise

Got no money to move out, I guess I got no choice

Rats in the front room, roaches in the back

Junkies in the alley with a baseball bat

[ tried to get away but I couldn't get far

Cause a man with a tow truck repossessed my car

Don't push me cause I'm close to the edge

['m trying not to lose my head

It's like a jungle sometimes

[t makes me wonder how I keep from goin' under

Standin' on the front stoop hangin' out the window
Watchin' all the cars go by, roarin’' as the breezes blow
Crazy lady, livin' in a bag

Eatin' outta garbage pails, used to be a fag hag

Said she'll dance the tango, skip the light fandango

A Zircon princess seemed to lost her senses

Down at the peep show watchin' all the creeps

So she can tell her stories to the girls back home

She went to the city and got so so seditty

She had to get a pimp, she couldn't make it on her own

It's like a jungle sometimes
[t makes me wonder how I keep from goin' under

My brother's doin' bad, stole my mother's TV
Says she watches too much, it's just not healthy
All My Children in the daytime, Dallas at night
Can't even see the game or the Sugar Ray fight
The bill collectors, they ring my phone

And scare my wife when I'm not home

Got a bum education, double-digit inflation
Can't take the train to the job, there's a strike at the station
Neon King Kong standin' on my back

Can't stop to turn around, broke my sacroiliac
A mid-range migraine, cancered membrane
Sometimes I think I'm goin' insane

[ swear [ might hijack a plane!

It's like a jungle sometimes
[t makes me wonder how I keep from goin' under



My son said, Daddy, [ don't wanna go to school

Cause the teacher's a jerk, he must think I'm a fool
And all the kids smoke reefer, I think it'd be cheaper
If [ just got a job, learned to be a street sweeper

Or dance to the beat, shuffle my feet

Wear a shirt and tie and run with the creeps

Cause it's all about money, ain't a damn thing funny
You got to have a con in this land of milk and honey
They pushed that girl in front of the train

Took her to the doctor, sewed her arm on again
Stabbed that man right in his heart

Gave him a transplant for a brand new start

[ can't walk through the park cause it's crazy after dark
Keep my hand on my gun cause they got me on the run
[ feel like a outlaw, broke my last glass jaw

Hear them say "You want some more?"

Livin' on a see-saw

It's like a jungle sometimes
[t makes me wonder how I keep from goin' under

A child is born with no state of mind

Blind to the ways of mankind

God is smilin' on you but he's frownin' too
Because only God knows what you'll go through
You'll grow in the ghetto livin' second-rate

And your eyes will sing a song called deep hate
The places you play and where you stay

Looks like one great big alleyway

You'll admire all the number-book takers

Thugs, pimps and pushers and the big money-makers
Drivin' big cars, spendin' twenties and tens

And you'll wanna grow up to be just like them, huh
Smugglers, scramblers, burglars, gamblers
Pickpocket peddlers, even panhandlers

You say I'm cool, huh, I'm no fool

But then you wind up droppin' outta high school
Now you're unemployed, all non-void

Walkin' round like you're Pretty Boy Floyd
Turned stick-up kid, but look what you done did
Got sent up for a eight-year bid

Now your manhood is took and you're a Maytag
Spend the next two years as a undercover fag
Bein' used and abused to serve like hell

Til one day, you was found hung dead in the cell

[t was plain to see that your life was lost

You was cold and your body swung back and forth
But now your eyes sing the sad, sad song

Of how you lived so fast and died so young so

It's like a jungle sometimes

[t makes me wonder how I keep from goin' under



Paradise by 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

"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

"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"

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

"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"

When I die let my ashes float down the Green River
Let my soul roll on up to the Rochester dam

['ll be halfway to Heaven with paradise waitin'

Just five miles away from wherever [ am

"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"



Big Yellow Taxi written by Joni Mitchell

They paved paradise

And put up a parking lot

With a pink hotel, a boutique

And a swinging hot spot

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 parking lot

They took all the trees

And put them in a tree museum

And they charged all the people

A dollar and a half to see 'em

Don't it always seem to go

That you don't know what you've got
"Till it's gone

They paved paradise

And they put up a parking lot

Hey farmer farmer

Put away that D.D.T. now

Give me spots on my apples

But leave me the birds and the bees
Please

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 parking lot

Late last night

[ heard the screen door slam

And a big yellow taxi

Took away my old man

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 parking lot

Don't it always seem to go

That you don't know what you've got
"Till it's gone

They paved paradise

Put up a parking lot

They paved paradise



And put up a parking lot

They paved paradise
Put up a parking lot



