KONSERTINFORMASIJON: Chris Mills - Samvittighetens stemme

THIS LAND IS YOUR LAND
words and music by Woody Guthrie
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/This_Land_Is_Your_Land

Chorus:

This land is your land, this land is my land

From California, to the New York Island

From the redwood forest, to the gulf stream waters
This land was made for you and me

As | was walking a ribbon of highway
| saw above me an endless skyway

| saw below me a golden valley

This land was made for you and me

Chorus

I’ve roamed and rambled and I’ve followed my footsteps
To the sparkling sands of her diamond deserts

And all around me a voice was sounding

This land was made for you and me

Chorus

The sun comes shining as | was strolling

The wheat fields waving and the dust clouds rolling
The fog was lifting a voice come chanting

This land was made for you and me

Chorus

As | was walkin’ - | saw a sign there

And that sign said - no tress passin’

But on the other side .... it didn’t say nothin!

Now that side was made for you and me!

Chorus

In the squares of the city - In the shadow of the steeple
Near the relief office - | see my people

And some are grumblin’ and some are wonderin’

If this land’s still made for you and me.

Chorus (2x)
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THE TIMES THEY ARE A-CHANGIN’
Bob Dylan

Come gather ‘round people
Wherever you roam

And admit that the waters
Around you have grown

And accept it that soon

You’ll be drenched to the bone.
If your time to you

Is worth savin’

Then you better start swimmin’
Or you’ll sink like a stone

For the times they are a-changin’.

Come writers and critics

Who prophesize with your pen
And keep your eyes wide

The chance won’t come again
And don’t speak too soon

For the wheel’s still in spin
And there’s no tellin’ who
That it’s namin’.

For the loser now

Will be later to win

For the times they are a-changin’.

Come senators, congressmen
Please heed the call

Don’t stand in the doorway
Don’t block up the hall

For he that gets hurt

Will be he who has stalled
There’s a battle outside

And it is ragin’.

It’ll soon shake your windows
And rattle your walls

For the times they are a-changin’.

Come mothers and fathers
Throughout the land

And don’t criticize

What you can’t understand
Your sons and your daughters
Are beyond your command
Your old road is

Rapidly agin’.

Please get out of the new one
If you can’t lend your hand
For the times they are a-changin’.

The line it is drawn
The curse it is cast
The slow one now
Will later be fast

As the present now
Will later be past
The order is

Rapidly fadin’.

And the first one now
Will later be last

For the times they are a-changin’.
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IF | HAD A HAMMER
by Lee Hays and Pete Seeger

If I had a hammer

I’d hammer in the morning

I’d hammer in the evening

All over this land

I’d hammer out danger

I’d hammer out a warning

I’d hammer out love between my brothers and my sisters
All over this land

If I had a bell

I’d ring it in the morning

I’d ring it in the evening

All over this land

I’d ring out danger

I’d ring out a warning

I’d ring out love between my brothers and my sisters
All over this land

If I had a song

I’d sing it in the morning

I’d sing it in the evening

All over this land

I’d sing out danger

I’d sing out a warning

I’d sing out love between my brothers and my sisters
All over this land

Well I’ve got a hammer
And I’ve got a bell

And I’ve got a song to sing
All over this land

It’s the hammer of justice
It’s the bell of freedom

It’s the song about love between my brothers and my sisters

All over this land
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STRANGE FRUIT
by Lewis Allen

Southern trees bear strange fruit,

Blood on the leaves and blood at the root,
Black bodies swinging in the southern breeze,
Strange fruit hanging from the poplar trees.

Pastoral scene of the gallant south,

The bulging eyes and the twisted mouth,
Scent of magnolias, sweet and fresh,
Then the sudden smell of burning flesh.

Here is fruit for the crows to pluck,

For the rain to gather, for the wind to suck,
For the sun to rot, for the trees to drop,
Here is a strange and bitter crop.
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THE PREACHER AND THE SLAVE
by Joe Hill

Long-haired preachers come out every night,
Try to tell you what’s wrong and what’s right;
But when asked how ‘bout something to eat
They will answer with voices so sweet:

You will eat, bye and bye,

In that glorious land above the sky;
Work and Pray, live on hay,

You’ll get pie in the sky when you die.

And the starvation army they play,

And they sing and they clap and they pray.
Till they get all your coin on the drum,

Then they tell you when you are on the bum:

You will eat, bye and bye,

In that glorious land above the sky;
Work and Pray, live on hay,

You’ll get pie in the sky when you die.

The dunkers and rollers come out

And they roll and the jump and they shout
Give your money to Jesus they say

And you’ll eat on that glorious day

You will eat, bye and bye,

In that glorious land above the sky;

Work and Pray, live on hay,

You’ll get pie in the sky when you die.

Workingmen of all countries unite,

Side by side we for freedom will fight;

When the world and its wealth we have gained
To the masters we’ll sing this refrain:

You will eat, bye and bye,

When you’ve learned how to cook and to fry
Chop some wood, ‘twill do you good

And you’ll eat in the sweet bye and bye.
That’s no lie
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BIG YELLOW TAXI
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
Until its gone

They paved paradise

And put up a parking lot

They took all the trees

Put them in a tree museum

And they charged the people

A dollar and a half just to see them
Don’t it always seem to go

That you don’t know what you’ve got
Until its gone

They paved paradise

And put up a parking lot

Hey 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
Until its 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
Until its gone

They paved paradise

And put up a parking lot
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RICH MAN’S WAR
by Steve Earle

Jimmy joined the army ‘cause he had no place to go
There ain’t nobody hiring

around here since all the jobs went

down to Mexico

Thought that he’d learn a trade and maybe see the world
Move to the city someday and marry a black haired girl
Somebody somewhere had another plan

Now he’s got a rifle in his hand

Rollin’ into Baghdad wondering how he got this far

Just another poor boy off to fight a rich man’s war

Bobby had an eagle and a flag tattooed on his arm

Red white and blue to the bone when he landed in Kandahar
Left behind a pretty young wife and a baby girl

A stack of overdue bills and went off to save the world

Been a year now and he’s still there

Chasing ghosts in the thin dry air

Meanwhile back at home the finance company took his car
Just another poor boy off to fight a rich man’s war

When will we ever learn

When will we ever see

We stand up and take our turn

And keep telling ourselves we’re free

Ali was the second son of a second son

Grew up in Gaza throwing bottles and rocks when the tanks would come
Ain’t nothing else to do around here just a game children play
Something about living in fear all your life makes you hard that way

He answered when he got the call

Wrapped himself in death and praised Allah

A fat man in a new Mercedes drove him to the door
Just another poor boy off to fight a rich man’s war
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POLITICAL SCIENCE
by Randy Newman

No one likes us-1 don’t know why

We may not be perfect, but heaven knows we try
But all around, even our old friends put us down
Let’s drop the big one and see what happens

We give them money-but are they grateful?
No, they’re spiteful and they’re hateful
They don’t respect us-so let’s surprise them
We’ll drop the big one and pulverize them

Asia’s crowded and Europe’s too old
Africa is far too hot

And Canada’s too cold

And South America stole our name
Let’s drop the big one

There’ll be no one left to blame us

We’ll save Australia

Don’t want hurt no kangaroo

We’ll build an All American amusement park there
They got surfing, too

Boom goes London and boom Paris

More room for you and more room for me
And every city the whole world round
Will just be another American town

Oh, how peaceful it will be

We’ll set everybody free

You’ll wear a Japanese kimono

And there’ll be Italian shoes for me

They all hate us anyhow

So let’s drop the big one now
Let’s drop the big one now
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