POLITICAL SCIENCE
Randy Newman

No one likes us-I 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 wanna hurt no kangaroo 
We'll built an All American amusement park there 
They got surfin too

Boom goes London and boom Paree 
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'll hate us anyhow  
So let's drop the big one now 
Let's drop the big one now 

WAR
Barrett Strong

War
What is it good for
Absolutely nothing
War
What is it good for
Absolutely nothing
War is something that I despise
For it means destruction of innocent lives
For it means tears in thousands of mothers' eyes
When their sons go out to fight to give their lives

War
What is it good for
Absolutely nothing
Say it again
War
What is it good for
Absolutely nothing

War
It's nothing but a heartbreaker
War
Friend only to the undertaker
War is the enemy of all mankind
The thought of war blows my mind
Handed down from generation to generation
Induction destruction
Who wants to die

War
What is it good for
Absolutely nothing
Say it again
War
What is it good for
Absolutely nothing

War has shattered many young men's dreams
Made them disabled bitter and meanLife is too precious to be fighting wars
each day
War can't give life it can only take it away

War
It's nothing but a heartbreaker
War
Friend only to the undertaker
Peace love and understanding
There must be some place for these things today
They say we must fight to keep our freedom
But Lord there's gotta be a better way
That's better than
War

War
What is it good for
Absolutely nothing
Say it again
War
What is it good for
Absolutely nothing

BORN IN THE USA
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"

I 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
I got a picture of him in her arms now

Down in the shadow of the penitentiary
Out by the gas fires of the refinery
I'm ten years burning down the road
Nowhere to run ain't got nowhere to go

Born in the U.S.A.
I was born in the U.S.A.
Born in the U.S.A.
I'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.
I'm a cool rocking Daddy in the U.S.A.

BULLET THE BLUE SKY
U2

In the howling wind comes a stinging rain
See it driving nails
Into the souls on the tree of pain
From the firefly, a red orange glow
See the face of fear
Running scared in the valley below

Bullet the blue sky
Bullet the blue sky
Bullet the blue
Bullet the blue

In the locust wind comes a rattle and hum
Jacob wrestled the angel
And the angel was overcome
You plant a demon seed
You raise a flower of fire
See them burning crosses
See the flames higher and higher

Bullet the blue sky
Bullet the blue sky
Bullet the blue
Bullet the blue

This guy comes up to me
His face red like a rose on a thorn bush
Like all the colors of a royal flush
And he's peeling off those dollar bills
Slapping them down
One hundred, two hundred
And I can see those fighter planes
And I can see those fighter planes
Across the mud huts where the children sleep
Through the alleys of a quiet city street
You take the staircase to the first floor
Turn the key and slowly unlock the door
As a man breathes into a saxophone
And through the walls you hear the city groan
Outside is America
Outside is America

Across the field you see the sky ripped open
See the rain through a gaping wound
Pounding on the women and children
Who run
Into the arms
Of America

SEND IN THE MARINES
By Tom Leher

When someone makes a move
Of which we don't approve,
Who is it that always intervenes?
U.N. and O.A.S., They have their place, I guess,
But first - send the Marines!

We'll send them all we've got,
John Wayne and Randolph Scott;
Remember those exciting fighting scenes?
To the shores of Tripoli,
But not to Mississippoli,
What do we do? We send the Marines!

For might makes right,
And till they've seen the light,
They've got to be protected,
All their rights respected,
Till somebody we like can be elected.
Members of the corps
All hate the thought of war;
They'd rather kill them off by peaceful means.
Stop calling it aggression,
Ooh, we hate that expression!
We only want the world to know
That we support the status quo.
They love us everywhere we go,
So when in doubt,
Send the Marines!

HEAVEN IS FALLING
Bad Religion

As I walk beneath the valley
I shall fear no evil
for thanks to King George and his rainbow cabinet
today murder is legal
God I know that it's wrong
to kill my brother for what he hasn't done
and as the planes blacken the sky...
it sounds like heaven is falling
it sounds like heaven is falling

you promised me a new day a dawning
I've seen a thousand points of light
like so many points of hatred shame and horror
God I want to be a man
but I don't want to die with a rifle in my hand
and as the planes blacken the sky...
it sounds like heaven is falling
it sounds like heaven is falling

you promised me a new day a dawning
well nothing here looks new to me
but a score of mothers' sons
caught 'tween the devil and a deep blue sea

THE BAND PLAYED WALTZING MATILDA
By Eric Bogle

Now when I was a young man I carried me pack
And I lived the free life of the rover.
From the Murray's green basin to the dusty outback,
Well, I waltzed my Matilda all over.

Then in 1915, my country said, "Son,
It's time you stop ramblin', there's work to be done."
So they gave me a tin hat, and they gave me a gun,
And they marched me away to the war.
And the band played "Waltzing Matilda,"
As the ship pulled away from the quay,
And amidst all the cheers, the flag waving, and tears,
We sailed off for Gallipoli.

And how well I remember that terrible day,
How our blood stained the sand and the water;
And of how in that hell that they call Suvla Bay
We were butchered like lambs at the slaughter.
Johnny Turk, he was waitin', he primed himself well;
He showered us with bullets, and he rained us with shell --
And in five minutes flat, he'd blown us all to hell,
Nearly blew us right back to Australia.
But the band played "Waltzing Matilda,"
When we stopped to bury our slain,
Well, we buried ours, and the Turks buried theirs,
Then we started all over again.

And those that were left, well, we tried to survive
In that mad world of blood, death and fire.
And for ten weary weeks I kept myself alive
Though around me the corpses piled higher.
Then a big Turkish shell knocked me arse over head,
And when I woke up in me hospital bed
And saw what it had done, well, I wished I was dead --
Never knew there was worse things than dying.
For I'll go no more "Waltzing Matilda,"
All around the green bush far and free --
To hump tents and pegs, a man needs both legs,
No more "Waltzing Matilda" for me.

So they gathered the crippled, the wounded, the maimed,
And they shipped us back home to Australia.
The armless, the legless, the blind, the insane,
Those proud wounded heroes of Suvla.
And as our ship sailed into Circular Quay,
I looked at the place where me legs used to be,
And thanked Christ there was nobody waiting for me,
To grieve, to mourn and to pity.
But the band played "Waltzing Matilda,"
As they carried us down the gangway,
But nobody cheered, they just stood and stared,
Then they turned all their faces away.

And so now every April, I sit on my porch
And I watch the parade pass before me.
And I see my old comrades, how proudly they march,
Reviving old dreams of past glory,
And the old men march slowly, all bones stiff and sore,
They're tired old heroes from a forgotten war
And the young people ask "What are they marching for?"
And I ask meself the same question.
But the band plays "Waltzing Matilda,"
And the old men still answer the call,
But as year follows year, more old men disappear
Someday, no one will march there at all.

Waltzing Matilda, waltzing Matilda.
Who'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me?
And their ghosts may be heard as they march by the billabong,
Who'll come a-Waltzing Matilda with me?

A HARD RAIN'S A-GONNA FALL 
by Bob Dylan
Oh, where have you been, my blue-eyed son? 
Oh, where have you been, my darling young one? 
I've stumbled on the side of twelve misty mountains, 
I've walked and I've crawled on six crooked highways, 
I've stepped in the middle of seven sad forests, 
I've been out in front of a dozen dead oceans, 
I'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, 
And it's a hard rain's a-gonna fall. 

Oh, what did you see, my blue-eyed son? 
Oh, what did you see, my darling young one? 
I saw a newborn baby with wild wolves all around it, 
I saw a highway of diamonds with nobody on it, 
I 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, 
I saw ten thousand talkers whose tongues were all broken, 
I 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, 
And 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? 
I heard the sound of a thunder, it 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, I 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, 
And it's a hard rain's a-gonna fall. 

Oh, who did you meet, my blue-eyed son? 
Who did you meet, my darling young one? 
I met a young child beside a dead pony,
I met a white man who walked a black dog, 
I met a young woman whose body was burning, 
I 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. 

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

 WITH GOD ON OUR SIDE 
by Bob Dylan

Oh my name it is nothin' My age it means less 
The country I come from Is called the Midwest 
I's taught and brought up there The laws to abide 
And that land that I live in Has God on its side.

Oh the history books tell it They tell it so well 
The cavalries charged The Indians fell 
The cavalries charged The Indians died 
Oh the country was young With God on its side. 

Oh the Spanish-American War had its day 
And the Civil War too Was soon laid away 
And the names of the heroes I's made to memorize 
With guns in their hands And God on their side.

Oh the First World War, boys It closed out its fate 
The reason for fighting I never got straight 
But I learned to accept it Accept it with pride 
For you don't count the dead When God's on your side. 

When the Second World War Came to an end 
We forgave the Germans And we were friends 
Though they murdered six million In the ovens they fried 
The Germans now too Have God on their side.

I've learned to hate Russians All through my whole life 
If another war starts It's them we must fight 
To hate them and fear them To run and to hide 
And accept it all bravely With God on my side. 

But now we got weapons Of the chemical dust 
If fire them we're forced to Then fire them we must 
One push of the button And a shot the world wide 
And you never ask questions When God's on your side. 

In a many dark hour I've been thinkin' about this 
That Jesus Christ Was betrayed by a kiss 
But I can't think for you You'll have to decide 
Whether Judas Iscariot Had God on his side.

So now as I'm leavin' I'm weary as Hell 
The confusion I'm feelin' Ain't no tongue can tell 
The words fill my head And fall to the floor 
If God's on our side He'll stop the next war.

THE TIMES THEY ARE A-CHANGIN' 
by 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'.

HOW LONG
by Jackson Browne

When you look into a child's face
And you're seeing the human race|
And the endless possibilities there
Where so much can come true
And you think of the beautiful things
A child can do
How long -- would the child survive
How long -- if it was up to you

When you think about the money spent
On defense by a government
And the weapons of destruction we've built
We're so sure that we need
And you think of the millions and millions
That money could feed
How long -- can you hear someone crying
How long -- can you hear someone dying
Before you ask yourself why?

And how long will we hear people speaking
About missiles for peace
And just let it go by
How long will they tell us these weapons
Are keeping us free
That's a lie
If you saw it from a satellite
With its green and its blue and white
The beauty of the curve of the earth
And its oceans below
You might think it was paradise
If you didn't know
You might think that it's turning
But it's turning so slow

How long -- can you hear someone crying
How long -- can you hear someone dying
Before you ask yourself why?
And how long will it be 'till we've turned
To the tasks and the skills
That we'll have to have learned
If we're going to find our place in the future
And have something to offer
Where this planet's concerned
How long?

 MOTHERS, DAUGHTER, WIVES
By Judy Small

The first time it was fathers,
The last time it was sons
And in between your husbands
Marched away with drums and guns.
And you never thought to question.
You just went on with your lives.
Cause all they taught you who to be,
Was mothers, daughters, wives.

You can only just remember
The tears your mother shed
As they sat and read their papers
Through the lists and lists of dead.
And the gold frames held the photograghs
That mothers kissed each night.
And the door frames held the shocked
And silent strangers from the fight.

It was twenty-one years later,
With children of your own.
The trumpets sounded once again,
And the soldier boys were gone.
And you drove their trucks and made their guns
And tended to their wounds.
And at night you kissed their photographs
And prayed for safe returns.

And after it was over
You had to learn again 
To be just wives and mothers,
When you'd done the work of men.
So you worked to help the needy
And you never trod on toes.
And the photos on the pianos
Struck a happy family pose.

Then your daughters grew to women 
And your little boys to men.
And you prayed that you were dreaming
When the call came up again.
But you proudly smiled and held your tears
As they bravely waved goodbye.
And the photos on the mantel pieces
Always made you cry.

And now you're getting older
And in time the photos fade.
And in widowhood you sit back
And reflect on the parade.
Of the passing of your memories
As your daughters change their lives.
Seeing more to our existence
Than just mothers, daughters, wives.

And you believed them!

The Fish Cheer & I-Feel-Like-I'm-Fixin'-To-Die Rag
Country Joe McDonald

Gimme an F!
 F!
Gimme an I!
I!
Gimme an S!
S!
Gimme an H!
H!
What's that spell ?
FISH!
What's that spell ?
FISH!
What's that spell ?
FISH!

Yeah, come on all of you, big strong men,
Uncle Sam needs your help again.
He's got himself in a terrible jam
Way down yonder in Vietnam
So put down your books and pick up a gun,
We're gonna have a whole lotta fun.

And it's one, two, three,
What are we fighting for ?
Don't ask me, I don't give a damn,
Next stop is Vietnam;

And it's five, six, seven,
Open up the pearly gates,
Well there ain't no time to wonder why,
Whoopee! we're all gonna die.

Well, come on generals, let's move fast;
Your big chance has come at last.
Gotta go out and get those reds —
The only good commie is the one who's dead
And you know that peace can only be won
When we've blown 'em all to kingdom come.

And it's one, two, three,
What are we fighting for ?
Don't ask me, I don't give a damn,
Next stop is Vietnam;

And it's five, six, seven,
Open up the pearly gates,
Well there ain't no time to wonder why,
Whoopee! we're all gonna die.

Well, come on Wall Street, don't move slow,
Why man, this is war au-go-go.
There's plenty good money to be made
By supplying the Army with the tools of the trade,
Just hope and pray that if they drop the bomb,
They drop it on the Viet Cong.

And it's one, two, three,
What are we fighting for ?
Don't ask me, I don't give a damn,
Next stop is Vietnam;

And it's five, six, seven,
Open up the pearly gates,
Well there ain't no time to wonder why,
Whoopee! we're all gonna die.

Well, come on mothers throughout the land,
Pack your boys off to Vietnam.
Come on fathers, don't hesitate,
Send 'em off before it's too late.
Be the first one on your block
To have your boy come home in a box.

And it's one, two, three,
What are we fighting for ?
Don't ask me, I don't give a damn,
Next stop is Vietnam;

And it's five, six, seven,
Open up the pearly gates,
Well there ain't no time to wonder why,
Whoopee! we're all gonna die.

Imagine
By John Lennon

Imagine there's no heaven,
It's easy if you try,
No hell below us,
Above us only sky,

Imagine all the people
living for today...
Imagine there's no countries,
It isnt hard to do,

Nothing to kill or die for,
No religion too,
Imagine all the people
living life in peace...

Imagine no possesions,
I wonder if you can,
No need for greed or hunger,
A brotherhood of man,

imane all the people
Sharing all the world...
You may say Im a dreamer,
but Im not the only one,

I hope some day you'll join us,
And the world will live as one. 

I Don't Want To Be A Soldier
By John Lennon

Well, I don't wanna be a soldier mama, I don't wanna die
Well, I don't wanna be a sailor mama, I don't wanna fly
Well, I don't wanna be a failure mama, I don't wanna cry
Well, I don't wanna be a soldier mama, I don't wanna die
Oh no, oh no, oh no, oh no

Well, I don't wanna be a rich man mama, I don't wanna cry
Well, I don't wanna be a poor man mama, I don't wanna fly
Well, I don't wanna be a lawyer mama, I don't wanna lie
Well, I don't wanna be a soldier mama, I don't wanna die
Oh no, oh no, oh no, oh no, hey!

Well, I don't wanna be a soldier mama, I don't wanna die
Well, I don't wanna be a thief now mama, I don't wanna fly
Well, I don't wanna be a churchman mama, I don't wanna cry
Well, I don't wanna be a soldier mama, I don't wanna die
Oh no, oh no, oh no, oh no, oh no, hey!

Oh well, I don't wanna be a soldier mama, I don't wanna die
Well, I don't wanna be a sailor mama, I don't wanna fly
Well, I don't wanna be a failure mama, I don't wanna cry
Well, I don't wanna be a soldier mama, I don't wanna die
Oh no, oh no, oh no, oh no, oh no

"Last Night I had the Strangest Dream"
by Ed McCurdy

Last night I had the strangest dream
I'd ever dreamed before
I dreamed the world had all agreed
To put an end to war

I dreamed I saw a mighty room
Filled with women and men
And the paper they were signing said
They'd never fight again

And when the paper was all signed
And a million copies made
They all joined hands and bowed their heads
And grateful pray'rs were prayed

And the people in the streets below
Were dancing 'round and 'round
While swords and guns and uniforms
Were scattered on the ground

Last night I had the strangest dream
I'd never dreamed before
I dreamed the world had all agreed
To put an end to war.

UNIVERSAL SOLDIER
By Buffy Sainte-Marie

He's five feet two and he's six feet four
He fights with missiles and with spears
He's all of 31 and he's only 17
He's been a soldier for a thousand years

He's a Catholic, a Hindu, an athiest, a Jain,
a Buddhist and a Baptist and a Jew
and he knows he shouldn't kill
and he knows he always will
kill you for me my friend and me for you

And he's fighting for Canada,
he's fighting for France,
he's fighting for the USA,
and he's fighting for the Russians
and he's fighting for Japan,
and he thinks we'll put an end to war this way

And he's fighting for Democracy
and fighting for the Reds
He says it's for the peace of all
He's the one who must decide
who's to live and who's to die
and he never sees the writing on the walls

But without him how would Hitler have
condemned him at Dachau
Without him Caesar would have stood alone
He's the one who gives his body
as a weapon to a war
and without him all this killing can't go on

He's the universal soldier and he
really is to blame
His orders come from far away no more
They come from him, and you, and me
and brothers can't you see
this is not the way we put an end to war.

It's a Long Way to Tipperary

Despite all the Irish hints there are no signs whatsoever that this song has anything to do with Ireland. The story is that two musicians, Jack Judge and Harry Williams, were challenged to compose a new song during the break and perform it in the second half of their performance. They managed to do so and It's a Long Way to Tipperary was performed for the first time on 31 January 1912 in The Grand Theatre in Stalybridge, England.
The song was an instant success and became the marching song of the allies at the western front during the First World War. For this occasion an extra verse was added:

That's the wrong way to tickle Mary,
That's the wrong way to kiss!
Don't you know that over here, lad,
They like it best like this!
Hooray pour le Francais!
Farewell, Angleterre!
We didn't know the way to tickle Mary,
But we learned how, over there!

Over 250,000 Irish men served in the British army during the First World War and approximately 50,000 were killed on the battlefields of Flanders. These National Volunteers or Redmondities were neglected for a long time by both the British and the Irish.
Finally, in November 1998, these soldiers were honoured with a monument in the Belgium town Mesen and It's a Long Way to Tipperary was played by the band during the unveiling ceremony.

It's a Long Way to Tipperary

Up to mighty London came
An Irish lad one day,
All the streets were paved with gold,
So everyone was gay!
Singing songs of Piccadilly,
Strand, and Leicester Square,
'Til Paddy got excited and
He shouted to them there:

It's a long way to Tipperary,
It's a long way to go.
It's a long way to Tipperary
To the sweetest girl I know!
Goodbye Piccadilly,
Farewell Leicester Square!
It's a long long way to Tipperary,
But my heart's right there.

Paddy wrote a letter
To his Irish Molly O',
Saying, "Should you not receive it,
Write and let me know!
If I make mistakes in "spelling",
Molly dear", said he,
"Remember it's the pen, that's bad,
Don't lay the blame on me".

It's a long way to Tipperary,

Khe Sanh by Don Walker

I left my heart to the sappers round Khe Sanh
And my soul was sold with my cigarettes to the blackmarket man
I've had the Vietnam cold turkey
From the ocean to the Silver City
And it's only other vets could understand

About the long forgotten dockside guarantees
How there were no V-dayheroes in 1973
How we sailed into Sydney Harbour
Saw an old friend but couldn't kiss her
She was lined, and I was home to the lucky land

And she was like so many more from that time on
Their lives were all so empty, till they found their chosen one
And their legs were often open
But their minds were always closed
And their hearts were held in fast suburban chains
And the legal pads were yellow, hours long, paypacket lean
And the telex writers clattered where the gunships once had been
But the car parks made me jumpy
And I never stopped the dreams
Or the growing need for speed and novacaine

So I worked across the country end to end
Tried to find a place to settle down, where my mixed up life could mend
Held a job on an oil-rig
Flying choppers when I could
But the nightlife nearly drove me round the bend

And I've travelled round the world from year to year
And each one found me aimless, one more year the more for wear
And I've been back to South East Asia
But the answer sure ain't there
But I'm drifting north, to check things out again

You know the last plane out of Sydney's almost gone
Only seven flying hours, and I'll be landing in Hong Kong
There ain't nothing like the kisses
From a jaded Chinese princess
I'm gonna hit some Hong Kong mattress all night long

Well the last plane out of Sydney's almost gone
Yeah the last plane out of Sydney's almost gone
And it's really got me worried
I'm goin' nowhere and I'm in a hurry
And the last plane out of Sydney's almost gone

LILI MARLENE

Underneath the lantern, by the barrack gate,
Darling I remember the way you used to wait.
'Twas there that you whispered tenderly,
That you loved me, You'd always be,
My Lili of the lamplight, My own Lili Marlene.

Time would come for roll call, Time for us to part,
Darling I'd caress you and press you to my heart,
And there 'neath that far off lantern light,
I'd hold you tight, We'd kiss good-night,
My Lili of the lamplight, My own Lili Marlene.

Orders came for sailing somewhere over there,
All confined to barracks was more than I could bear;
I knew you were waiting in the street,
I heard your feet, But could not meet,
My Lili of the lamplight, My own Lili Marlene.

Resting in a billet, just behind the line,
Even tho'we're parted, your lips are close to mine.
You wait where that lantern softly gleams.
Your sweet face seems to haunt my dreams.
My Lili of the lamplight, My own Lili Marlene.
Artist: ("Suicide is Painless" by Johnny Mandel) Lyrics
Song: M*A*S*H Lyrics

Through early morning fog I see 
visions of the things to be 
the pains that are withheld for me 
I realize and I can see... 

[chorus]: 

That suicide is painless 
It brings on many changes 
and I can take or leave it if I please. 

I try to find a way to make 
all our little joys relate 
without that ever-present hate 
but now I know that it's too late, and... 

[Chorus] 

The game of life is hard to play 
I'm gonna lose it anyway 
The losing card I'll someday lay 
so this is all I have to say. 

[Chorus] 

The only way to win is cheat 
And lay it down before I'm beat 
and to another give my seat 
for that's the only painless feat. 

[Chorus] 

MASH 
The sword of time will pierce our skins 
It doesn't hurt when it begins 
But as it works its way on in 
The pain grows stronger...watch it grin, but... 

[Chorus] 

A brave man once requested me 
to answer questions that are key 
'is it to be or not to be' 
and I replied 'oh why ask me?' 

'Cause suicide is painless 
it brings on many changes 
and I can take or leave it if I please. 
...and you can do the same thing if you choose.

Abraham, Martin and John

Has anybody here seen my old friend Abraham? 
Can you tell me where he's gone? 
He freed a lot of people but it seems the good die young 
I just looked around and he's gone. 

Has anybody here seen my old friend Martin? 
Can you tell me where he's gone? 
He freed a lot of people but it seems the good die young 
I just looked around and he's gone. 

Has anybody here seen my old friend John? 
Can you tell me where he's gone? 
He freed a lot of people but it seems the good die young 
I just looked around and he's gone. 

Didn't you love the things they stood for? 
Didn't they try to find some good in you and me? 
And we'll be free 
Someday soon 
It's gonna be one day 

Has anybody here seen my old friend Bobby? 
Can you tell me where he's gone? 
I thought I saw him walking up o'er the hill 
With Abraham, Martin and John.

Billy, Don’t be a hero

The Marching Band came down along Main Street 
The Soldier Blues fell in behind 
I looked across and there I saw Billy 
Waiting to go and join the line 
And with her head upon his shoulder 
His young and lovely fiancée 
From where I stood I saw she was crying 
And through her tears I heard her say 

Billy don't be a hero 
Don't be a fool with your life 
Billy don't be a hero 
Come back and make me your wife 
And as he started to go 
She said, "Billy keep your head low," 
Billy don't be a hero, come back to me 

The Soldier Blues were trapped on a hillside 
The battle raging all around 
The Sergeant cried, "We got to hang on boys, 
We got to hold this piece of ground, 
I need a volunteer to ride up, 
And bring us back some extra men." 
And Billy's hand was up in a moment 
Forgetting all the words she said 
She said, 

Billy don't be a hero 
Don't be a fool with your life 
Billy don't be a hero 
Come back and make me your wife 
And as he started to go 
She said, "Billy keep your head low," 
Billy don't be a hero, come back to me 

I heard his fiancée got a letter 
That told how Billy died that day 
The letter said that he was a hero 
She should be proud he died that way 
I heard she threw the letter away...

We’ll meet again

We'll meet again, 
Don't know where, 
Don't know when,
But I know
We'll meet again
Some sunny day.
Keep smiling through
Just like you
Always do
Till the blue skies
Drive the dark clouds
Far away.
So will you please 
Say hello
To the folks 
That I know
Tell them, 
I won't be long.
They'll be happy to know
That as you saw me go
I was singing this song.

Pack up your Troubles

First Verse
Private Perks is a funny little codger
With a smile a funny smile.
Five feet none, he’s and artful little dodger
With a smile a funny smile.
Flush or broke he’ll have his little joke,
He can’t be suppress’d.
All the other fellows have to grin
When he gets this off his chest, Hi!

Chorus (sung twice after each verse)
Pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag,
And smile, smile, smile,
While you’ve a lucifer to light your fag,
Smile, boys, that’s the style.
What’s the use of worrying?
It never was worth while, so
Pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag,
And smile, smile, smile.

Second Verse
Private Perks went a-marching into Flanders
With his smile his funny smile.
He was lov’d by the privates and commanders
For his smile his funny smile.
When a throng of Bosches came along
With a mighty swing,
Perks yell’d out, “This little bunch is mine!
Keep your heads down, boys and sing, Hi!

Third Verse
Private Perks he came back from Bosche-shooting
With his smile his funny smile.
Round his home he then set about recruiting
With his smile his funny smile.
He told all his pals, the short, the tall,
What a time he’d had;
And as each enlisted like a man
Private Perks said ‘Now my lad,’ Hi!

	

	By 1918 the percentage of women to men working in Britain had risen to 37% from 24% at the start of the war.


The White Cliffs of Dover

 (Words by Nat Burton, music by Walter Kent, 1941)

There'll be bluebirds over
The white cliffs of Dover,
Tomorrow
Just you wait and see.

There'll be joy and laughter
And peace ever after,
Tomorrow
When the world is free,

The shepherd will count his sheep
The valleys will bloom again,
And Jimmy will go to sleep
In his own little room again,

There'll be bluebirds over
The white cliffs of Dover,
Tomorrow
Just you wait and see.

Reproduced below are the lyrics to the hugely popular wartime song written in 1914, Keep The Home Fires Burning, music by Ivor Novello and words by Lena Ford.  The song is also popularly known as Till The Boys Came Home.

The obvious sentimentality of the song lent it increased popularity for families at home than to soldiers serving on the various wartime fronts.

The song's tremendous success brought Ivor Novello overnight fame, launching a hugely successful post-war career; although he also served with the Royal Naval Air Service (RNAS) as a pilot from 1916.

Keep the Home Fires Burning

They were summoned from the hillside
They were called in from the glen,
And the country found them ready
At the stirring call for men.
Let no tears add to their hardships
As the soldiers pass along,
And although your heart is breaking
Make it sing this cheery song:

Keep the Home Fires Burning,
While your hearts are yearning,
Though your lads are far away
They dream of home.
There's a silver lining
Through the dark clouds shining,
Turn the dark cloud inside out
'Til the boys come home.

Overseas there came a pleading,
"Help a nation in distress."
And we gave our glorious laddies
Honour bade us do no less,
For no gallant son of freedom
To a tyrant's yoke should bend,
And a noble heart must answer
To the sacred call of "Friend."

Keep the Home Fires Burning,
While your hearts are yearning,
Though your lads are far away
They dream of home.
There's a silver lining
Through the dark clouds shining,
Turn the dark cloud inside out
'Til the boys come home.
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