MISCELLANEOUS PROTEST SONGS


Revolution1

By The Beatles (1968)
AAAAAAAAAAAAAH!

You say you want a revolution

Well you know

We all want to change the world

You tell me that it's evolution

Well you know

We all want to change the world

But when you talk about destruction

Don't you know that you can count me out-in

Don't you know it's gonna be

All-right

All-right

All-right

You say you got a real solution

Well you know

We'd all love to see the plan

You ask me for a contribution

Well you know

We're all doing what we can

But if you want money for people with minds that hate

All I can tell you is brother you have to wait

Don't you know it's gonna be

All-right

All-right

All-right

You say you'd change the constitution  

Well you know

We'd all love to change your head

You tell me it's the institution

Well you know

You better free your mind instead

But if you go carrying pictures of Chairman Mao

You ain't gonna make it with anyone anyhow

Don't you know it's gonna be

All-right

All-right

All-right

all-right, all-right, all-right, all-right, all-right, all-right,

all-right, all-right...

Imagine (1971)
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
Aha

Imagine there's no countries
It isn't hard to do
No things to kill or die for
And no religion too
Imagine all the people
Living life in peace yu-huh

You may say I'm a dreamer
But I'm not the only one
I hope some day you'll join us
And the word will be one

Imagine no possessions
I wonder if you can
No need for greed or hunger
A brotherhood of man
Imagine all the people
Sharing all the world y-huh

You may say
I’m a dreamer
But I’m not the only one

I hope some day you’ll join us

and the word will live as one

The Times They Are A-changin”

By Bob Dylan (1964)
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'.

Blowin' In The Wind 

By Bob Dylan (1962)
How many roads must a man walk down
Before they call him a man?
How many seas must a white dove sail
Before she sleeps in the sand?
How many times must the cannon balls fly
Before they're forever banned?
The answer, my friend, is blowin' in the wind
The answer is blowin' in the wind.

How many years must a mountain exist
Before it is washed to the sea?
How many years can some people exist
Before they're allowed to be free?
How many times can a man turn his head
And pretend that he just doesn't see?
The answer, my friend, is blowin' in the wind
The answer is blowin' in the wind.

How many times must a man look up
Before he can see the sky?
How many ears must one man have
Before he can hear people cry?
How many deaths will it take
'Till he knows that too many people have died?
The answer, my friend, is blowin' in the wind.
The answer is blowin' in the wind

The answer is blowin' in the wind
FOR WHAT IT'S WORTH
Buffalo Springfield (S. Stills) (1966)
There's something happening here 
What it is ain't exactly clear 
There's a man with a gun over there 
Telling me I got to beware 
I think it's time we stop, children, what's that sound 
Everybody look what's going down 
There's battle lines being drawn 
Nobody's right if everybody's wrong 
Young people speaking their minds
Getting so much resistance from behind 
I think it's time we stop, hey, what's that sound 
Everybody look what's going down 
What a field-day for the heat 
A thousand people in the street
Singing songs and carrying signs
Mostly say, hooray for our side 
It's time we stop, hey, what's that sound 
Everybody look what's going down
Paranoia strikes deep
Into your life it will creep 
It starts when you're always afraid 
You step out of line, the man come and take you away 
We better stop, hey, what's that sound 
Everybody look what's going down 
Stop, hey, what's that sound 
Everybody look what's going down 
Stop, now, what's that sound 
Everybody look what's going down
Stop, children, what's that sound 
Everybody look what's going down
Where Have All The Flowers Gone?

By Pete Seeger (1956)
Where have all the flowers gone

Long time passing

Where have all the flowers gone

Long time ago

Where have all the flowers gone

Young girls picked them, every one

When will they ever learn?

When will they ever learn?

Where have all the young girls gone

Long time passing

Where have all the young girls gone

Long time ago

Where have all the young girls gone

Gone to young men, every one

When will they ever learn?

When will they ever learn?

Where have all the young men gone

Long time passing

Where have all the young men gone

Long time ago

Where have all the young men gone

Gone to soldiers, every one

When will they ever learn?

When will they ever learn?

Where have all the soldiers gone

Long time passing

Where have all the soldiers gone

Long time ago

Where have all the soldiers gone

Gone to graveyards, every one

When will they ever learn?

When will they ever learn?

Where have all the graveyards gone

Long time passing

Where have all the graveyards gone

Long time ago

Where have all the graveyards gone

Gone to flowers, every one

When will they ever learn?

When will they ever learn?

All The Weary Mothers Of The Earth
By Joan Baez (1972)
All the weary mothers of the earth will finally rest

We will take their babies in our arms and do our best

When the sun is low upon the field

To love and music they will yield

And the weary mothers of the earth shall rest

And the farmer on his tractor and beside his plow

Will stand there in confusion as we wet his brow

With the tears of all the businessmen

Who see what they have done to him

And the weary farmers of the earth shall rest

And the aching workers of the world again shall sing

These words in mighty choruses to all will bring

"We shall no longer be the poor

For no one owns us anymore"

And the workers of the world again shall sing

And when the soldiers burn their uniforms in every land

The foxholes at the borders will be left unmanned

General, when you come for the review

The troops will have forgotten you

And the men and women of the earth shall rest

Union Maid

By Woody Guthrie (1941)
There once was a union maid, Who never was afraid 
Of the goons and gink and the company finks
And the deputy sheriffs that made the raids
She went to the Union hall, When a meeting it was called
And when the company boys came around
She always stood her ground

(Chorus)
Oh you can't scare me, I'm a stickin' to the union 
Oh, you can't scare me, I'm stickin' to the union
Till the day I die


This union maid was wise to the tricks of the company spies
She couldn't be fooled by the company's stools
She'd always organize, She'd always get her way
When she struck for higher pay
She'd show her card to the company guards
And this is what she'd say

We modern union maids, are also not afraid
To walk the line, leave jobs behind, 
We're not just the ladies' aide, 
We'll fight for equal pay, And we will get our way
We're workers too, the same as you, 
and we'll fight the union way

A woman's struggle is hard, Even with a union card
She's got to stand on her own two feet
And not be a servant of the male elite
It's time to take a stand, working hand in hand
There is a job that's got to be done, 
and a fight that's got to be won

This Land is Your Land

Woody Guthrie (1956)
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 I was walking a ribbon of highway

I saw above me an endless skyway

I 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 I 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 I was walkin'  -  I 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 - I see my people

And some are grumblin' and some are wonderin'

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

Chorus (2x)

FORTUNATE SON

By Creedence Clearwater Revival (1969)
Some folks are born made to wave the flag,
Ooh, they're red, white and blue.

And when the band plays "Hail to the chief",
Ooh, they point the cannon at you, Lord, 

It ain't me, it ain't me, I ain't no senator's son, son.
It ain't me, it ain't me; I ain't no fortunate one, no, 

Yeah!
Some folks are born silver spoon in hand,
Lord, don't they help themselves, oh.
But when the taxman comes to the door,
Lord, the house looks like a rummage sale, yes, 

It ain't me, it ain't me, I ain't no millionaire's son, no.
It ain't me, it ain't me; I ain't no fortunate one, no. 

Some folks inherit star spangled eyes,
Ooh, they send you down to war, Lord,
And when you ask them, "How much should we give?"
Ooh, they only answer More! more! more! yoh, 

It ain't me, it ain't me, I ain't no military son, son.
It ain't me, it ain't me; I ain't no fortunate one, one. 

It ain't me, it ain't me, I ain't no fortunate one, no no, no,
It ain't me, it ain't me, I ain't no fortunate son, no, no,

Big Yellow Taxi

By Joni Mitchell (1970)
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 'em in a tree museum

And then they charged all the people twenty-five bucks just 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 put up a parking lot

Hey farmer, farmer, put away your DDT 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

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 I heard the screen door slam

And a big yellow taxi carried off 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 and put up a parking lot

 Tie a Yellow Ribbon Round the Ole Oak Tree
By Irwin Levine and L. Russell Brown (1973)
I'm comin' home, I've done my time

Now I've got to know what is and isn't mine

If you received my letter telling you I'd soon be free

Then you'll know just what to do

If you still want me

If you still want me

CHORUS

Whoa, tie a yellow ribbon 'round the ole oak tree

It's been three long years

Do ya still want me? (still want me)

If I don't see a ribbon 'round the ole oak tree

I'll stay on the bus

Forget about us

Put the blame on me

If I don't see a yellow ribbon 'round the ole oak tree

Bus driver, please look for me

'cause I couldn't bear to see what I might see

I'm really still in prison

And my love, she holds the key

A simple yellow ribbon's what I need to set me free

I wrote and told her please

(CHORUS)

Now the whole damned bus is cheerin'

And I can't believe I see

A hundred yellow ribbons 'round the ole oak tree

I'm comin' home, mmm, mmm

(Tie a ribbon 'round the ole oak tree)

(Tie a ribbon 'round the ole oak tree)

(Tie a ribbon 'round the ole oak tree)

Turn! Turn! Turn!

Words-adapted from The Bible, book of Ecclesiastes
Music-Pete Seeger (1962)

To Everything (Turn, Turn, Turn)
There is a season (Turn, Turn, Turn)
And a time for every purpose, under Heaven

A time to be born, a time to die
A time to plant, a time to reap
A time to kill, a time to heal
A time to laugh, a time to weep

To Everything (Turn, Turn, Turn)
There is a season (Turn, Turn, Turn)
And a time for every purpose, under Heaven

A time to build up, a time to break down
A time to dance, a time to mourn
A time to cast away stones, a time to gather stones together

To Everything (Turn, Turn, Turn)
There is a season (Turn, Turn, Turn)
And a time for every purpose, under Heaven

A time of love, a time of hate
A time of war, a time of peace
A time you may embrace, a time to refrain from embracing

To Everything (Turn, Turn, Turn)
There is a season (Turn, Turn, Turn)
And a time for every purpose, under Heaven

A time to gain, a time to lose
A time to rend, a time to sew
A time to love, a time to hate
A time for peace, I swear it's not too late
He Was A Friend of Mine 

by The Byrds (1966)  

He was a friend of mine
He was a friend of mine
His killing had no purpose
No reason, or rhyme
He was a friend of mine

He was in Dallas town
He was in Dallas town
Form a sixth floor window
A gunner shot him down
He died in Dallas town

He never knew my name
He never knew my name
Though I never met him
I knew him just the same
Oh, he was a friend of mine
Signs

By Five Man Electrical Band (1971)
And the sign said "Long-haired freaky people need not apply"

So I tucked my hair up under my hat and I went in to ask him why

He said "You look like a fine upstanding young man, I think you'll do"

So I took off my hat, I said "Imagine that. Huh! Me workin' for you!"

Whoa-oh-oh

Sign, sign, everywhere a sign

Blockin' out the scenery, breakin' my mind

Do this, don't do that, can't you read the sign?

And the sign said anybody caught trespassin' would be shot on sight

So I jumped on the fence and-a yelled at the house, "Hey! What gives you

the

right?"

"To put up a fence to keep me out or to keep mother nature in"

"If God was here he'd tell you to your face, Man, you're some kinda sinner"

Sign, sign, everywhere a sign

Blockin' out the scenery, breakin' my mind

Do this, don't do that, can't you read the sign?

Now, hey you, mister, can't you read?

You've got to have a shirt and tie to get a seat

You can't even watch, no you can't eat

You ain't supposed to be here

The sign said you got to have a membership card to get inside

Ugh!

And the sign said, "Everybody welcome. Come in, kneel down and pray"

But when they passed around the plate at the end of it all, I didn't have a

penny to pay

So I got me a pen and a paper and I made up my own little sign

I said, "Thank you, Lord, for thinkin' 'bout me. I'm alive and doin' fine."

Wooo!

Sign, sign, everywhere a sign

Blockin' out the scenery, breakin' my mind

Do this, don't do that, can't you read the sign?

Sign, sign, everywhere a sign

Sign

Sign, sign

What’s Going On

By Marvin Gaye (1971)
Mother, mother

There`s too many of you crying

Brother, brother, brother

There`s far too many of you dying

You know we`ve got to find a way

To bring some loving here today, hey

Father, father

We don`t need to escalate

You see, war is not the answer

For only love can conquer hate

You know we`ve got to find a way

To bring some loving here today, oh

Picket lines and picket signs

Don`t punish me with brutality

Talk to me, so you can see

Oh, what`s going on

What`s going on

Yeah, what`s going on

Ah, what`s going on

Aaah ahhh.......

Mother, mother

Everybody thinks we`re wrong

Oh, but who are they to judge us

Simply cause our hair is long

Oh, you know we`ver got to find a way

Bring some understanding here today

Picket lines and picket signs

Don`t punish me with brutality

Come on, talk to me, so you can see

What`s going on

Yeah, what`s going on

Tell me what`s going on

I`ll tell you what`s going on

