
            CREEDEDENCE CLEARWATER REVIVAL 
                            “FORTUNATE SON” 

 
Some folks are born 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 no, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BUFFALO SPRINGFIELD 
“FOR WHAT IT’S WORTH” 

There's somethin' happenin' here 

What it is ain't exactly clear 

There's a man with a gun over there 

A tellin' 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 speakin' their minds 

A gettin' so much resistance from behind 

Time we stop, hey, what's that sound? 

Everybody look what's going down 

What a field day for the heat 

(Hmm, hmm, hmm) 

A thousand people in the street 

(Hmm, hmm, hmm) 

Singing songs and they carrying signs 

(Hmm, hmm, hmm) 

Mostly say, hooray for our side 

(Hmm, hmm, hmm) 

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 

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 

We better stop, hey, what's that sound? 

Everybody look what's going down 

We better stop, now, what's that sound? 

Everybody look what's going down 

We better stop, children, what's that sound? 

Everybody look what's going down 

BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN 
“BORN IN THE U.S.A.” 

 

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 

I got a picture of him in her arms now 

Down in the shadow of 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 

 



 

 

 

 

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

BARRY McGUIRE 
“EVE OF DESTRUCTION” 

The eastern world, it is exploding 
Violence flarin', bullets loadin' 
You're old enough to kill, but not for votin' 
You don't believe in war, but what's that gun you're totin' 
And even the Jordan River has bodies floatin' 
 
But you tell me 
Over and over and over again, my friend 
Ah, you don't believe 
We're on the eve 
of destruction. 
 
Don't you understand what I'm tryin' to say 
Can't you feel the fears I'm feelin' today? 
If the button is pushed, there's no runnin' away 
There'll be no one to save, with the world in a grave 
[Take a look around ya boy, it's bound to scare ya boy] 
 
And you tell me 
Over and over and over again, my friend 
Ah, you don't believe 
We're on the eve 
of destruction. 
 
Yeah, my blood's so mad feels like coagulatin' 
I'm sitting here just contemplatin' 
I can't twist the truth, it knows no regulation. 
Handful of senators don't pass legislation 
And marches alone can't bring integration 
When human respect is disintegratin' 
This whole crazy world is just too frustratin' 
 
And you tell me 
Over and over and over again, my friend 
Ah, you don't believe 
We're on the eve 
of destruction. 
 
Think of all the hate there is in Red China 
Then take a look around to Selma, Alabama 
You may leave here for 4 days in space 
But when you return, it's the same old place 
The poundin' of the drums, the pride and disgrace 
You can bury your dead, but don't leave a trace 
Hate your next-door neighbor, but don't forget to say grace 
And, tell me over and over and over and over again, my 
friend 
You don't believe 
We're on the eve 
Of destruction 
Mm, no no, you don't believe 
We're on the eve 
of destruction. 

THE ROLLING STONES 
“GIMME SHELTER” 

Oh, a storm is threat'ning 
My very life today 

If I don't get some shelter 
Oh yeah, I'm gonna fade away 

 
War, children, it's just a shot away 

It's just a shot away 
War, children, it's just a shot away 

It's just a shot away 
 

Ooh, see the fire is sweepin' 
Our very street today 

Burns like a red coal carpet 
Mad bull lost its way 

 
War, children, it's just a shot away 

It's just a shot away 
War, children, it's just a shot away 

It's just a shot away 
 

Rape, murder! 
It's just a shot away 
It's just a shot away 

 
Rape, murder! 

It's just a shot away 
It's just a shot away 

 
Rape, murder! 

It's just a shot away 
It's just a shot away 

 
The floods is threat'ning 

My very life today 
Gimme, gimme shelter 
Or I'm gonna fade away 

 
War, children, it's just a shot away 

It's just a shot away 
It's just a shot away 
It's just a shot away 
It's just a shot away 

 
I tell you love, sister, it's just a kiss away 

It's just a kiss away 
It's just a kiss away 
It's just a kiss away 
It's just a kiss away 

Kiss away, kiss away 



             

             

             

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

EDWIN STARR 
“WAR” 

War, huh, yeah 

What is it good for 

Absolutely nothing 

Uh-huh 

War, huh, yeah 

What is it good for 

Absolutely nothing 

Say it again, y'all 

War, huh, good God 

What is it good for 

Absolutely nothing 

Listen to me 

Ohhh, war, I despise 

Because it means destruction 

Of innocent lives 

War means tears 

To thousands of mothers eyes 

When their sons go to fight 

And lose their lives 

I said, war, huh 

Good God, y'all 

What is it good for 

Absolutely nothing 

Say it again 

War, whoa, Lord 

What is it good for 

Absolutely nothing 

Listen to me 

War, it ain't nothing 

But a heartbreaker 

War, friend only to the undertaker 

Ooooh, war 

It's an enemy to all mankind 

The point of war blows my mind 

War has caused unrest 

Within the younger generation 

Induction then destruction 

Who wants to die 

Aaaaah, war-huh 

Good God y'all 

What is it good for 

Absolutely nothing 

Say it, say it, say it 

War, huh 

What is it good for 

Absolutely nothing 

Listen to me 

 

War, huh, yeah 

What is it good for 

Absolutely nothing 

Uh-huh 

War, huh, yeah 

What is it good for 

Absolutely nothing 

Say it again y'all 

War, huh, good God 

What is it good for 

Absolutely nothing 

Listen to me 

War, it ain't nothing but a heartbreaker 

War, it's got one friend 

That's the undertaker 

Ooooh, war, has shattered 

Many a young mans dreams 

Made him disabled, bitter and mean 

Life is much to short and precious 

To spend fighting wars these days 

War can't give life 

It can only take it away 

Ooooh, war, huh 

Good God y'all 

What is it good for 

Absolutely nothing 

Say it again 

War, whoa, Lord 

What is it good for 

Absolutely nothing 

Listen to me 

War, it ain't nothing but a heartbreaker 

War, friend only to the undertaker 

Peace, love and understanding 

Tell me, is there no place for them today 

They say we must fight to keep our 

freedom 

But Lord knows there's got to be a better 

way 

Ooooooh, war, huh 

Good God y'all 

What is it good for 

You tell me 

Say it, say it, say it, say it 

War, huh 

Good God y'all 

What is it good for 

Stand up and shout it 

Nothing 

 

COUNTRY JOE MCDONALD 
“FEEL LIKE I’M FIXING TO DIE RAG” 

 
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 Viet Nam so 

put down your books and pick up a 

gun we're 

gonna have a whole lotta fun 

 

(CHORUS) 

And it's one, two, three, what are we 

fighting for 

don't ask me I don't give a damn, 

next stop is Viet Nam 

And it's five, six, seven, open up the 

pearly gates 

ain't no time to wonder why, 

whoopee we're all gonna die 

 

Come on wall street don't be slow 

why man this war is a go-go 

there's plenty good money to be 

made by 

supplying the army with the tools of 

its trade 

let's hope and pray that if they drop 

the bomb, 

they drop it on the Viet Cong 

 

Come on generals, let's move fast 

your big chance has come at last 

now you can go out and get those 

reds 

cos the only good commie is the one 

that's dead and 

you know that peace can only be 

won when we've 

blown 'em all to kingdom come 

 

Come on mothers throughout the 

land 

pack your boys off to Viet Nam 

come on fathers don't hesitate 

send your sons off before it's too late 

and you can be the first ones on your 

block 

to have your boy come home in a 

box 



 

Marvin Gaye 

"What's Going On" 

 

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 lovin' here today - 

Ya 

 

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 lovin' here today 

 

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 

Ya, what's going on 

Ah, what's going on 

 

In the mean time 

Right on, baby 

Right on 

Right on 

 

Mother, mother, everybody 

thinks we're wrong 

Oh, but who are they to judge us 

Simply because our hair is long 

Oh, you know we've got to find a 

way 

To bring some understanding 

here today 

Oh 

 

Picket lines and picket signs 

Don't punish me with brutality 

Talk to me 

So you can see 

What's going on 

Ya, what's going on 

Tell me what's going on 

I'll tell you what's going on - Uh 

Right on baby 

Right on baby 

 


