Group 1

The Temptations –Ball of Confusion (That’s What the World is Today)

1, 2... 1, 2, 3, 4, Ow!
People moving out, people moving in. 
Why, because of the color of their skin.
Run, run, run but you sure can't hide.
 An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth.
Vote for me and I'll set you free. Rap on, brother, rap on.
 
Well, the only person talking about love thy brother is the...(preacher.)
And it seems nobody's interested in learning but the...(teacher.)
Segregation, determination, demonstration, integration, 
Aggravation, humiliation, obligation to our nation.
Ball of confusion. 
Oh yeah, that's what the world is today. Woo, hey, hey.

The sale of pills are at an all time high.
Young folks walking round with their heads in the sky.
The cities ablaze in the summer time.
And oh, the beat goes on.

Evolution, revolution, gun control, sound of soul.
Shooting rockets to the moon, kids growing up too soon.
Politicians say more taxes will solve everything.

And the band played on.
So, round and around and around we go.
Where the world's headed, nobody knows.

Oh, great googalooga, can't you hear me talking to you.
Just a ball of confusion.
Oh yeah, that's what the world is today.
Woo, hey, hey.

Fear in the air, tension everywhere.
Unemployment rising fast, the Beatles new record's a gas.

And the only safe place to live is on an Indian reservation.

And the band played on.
Eve of destruction, tax deduction, city inspectors, bill collectors,
Mod clothes in demand, population out of hand, suicide, too many bills,
Hippies moving to the hills. 
People all over the world are shouting, 'End the war.'

And the band played on.

Great googalooga, can't you hear me talking to you.
Sayin'... ball of confusion.
That's what the world is today, hey, hey.
Let me hear ya, let me hear ya, let me hear ya.
Sayin'... ball of confusion.
That's what the world is today, hey, hey.
Let me hear ya, let me hear ya, let me hear ya, let me hear ya, let me hear ya.
Sayin'... ball of confusion.
Eric Burdon and The Animals –Sky Pilot

He blesses the boys, as they stand in line
The smell of gun grease and their bayonets they shine
He's there to help them all that he can
To make them feel wanted he's a good holy man
Sky Pilot
Sky Pilot
How high can you fly?
You'll never, never, never, reach the sky
He smiles at the young soldiers, tells them it's all right
He knows of their fear in the forthcoming fight
Soon there'll be blood and many will die
Mothers and fathers back home they will cry
Sky Pilot
Sky Pilot
How high can you fly?
You'll never, never, never, reach the sky
He mumbles a prayer and it ends with a smile
The order is given, they move down the line
But he'll stay behind, and he'll meditate
But it won't stop the bleeding, or ease the hate
As the young men move out into the battle zone
He feels good, with God you're never alone
He feels so tired as he lays on his bed
Hopes the men will find courage in the words that he said
Sky Pilot
Sky Pilot
How high can you fly?
You'll never, never, never, reach the sky
In the morning they return with tears in their eyes
The stench of death lifts up to the skies
A young soldier so ill, looks at the Sky Pilot
Remembers the words 'Thou shalt not kill'.
Sky Pilot
Sky Pilot
How high can you fly?
You'll never, never, never, reach the sky
Group 2
Janis Ian -Society's Child

Come to my door, baby,
Face is clean and shining black as night.
My mother went to answer you know
That you looked so fine. 

Now I could understand your tears and your shame,
She called you "boy" instead of your name.
When she wouldn't let you inside,
When she turned and said
"But honey, he's not our kind." 

She says I can't see you any more, baby,
Can't see you anymore. 

Walk me down to school, baby,
Everybody's acting deaf and blind.
Until they turn and say,
"Why don't you stick to your own kind." 

My teachers all laugh, their smirking stares,
Cutting deep down in our affairs.
Preachers of equality,
Think they believe it,
Then why won't they just let us be? 

They say I can't see you anymore baby,
Can't see you anymore. 

One of these days I'm gonna stop my listening,
Gonna raise my head up high.
One of these days I'm gonna raise up my glistening wings and fly. 

But that day will have to wait for a while.
Baby I'm only society's child.
When we're older things may change,
But for now this is the way they must remain. 

I say I can't see you anymore baby,
Can't see you anymore.
No, I don't want to see you anymore, baby. 
Donovan - Universal Soldier

He is five foot two,

And he's six feet four,

He fights with missiles and with spears,

He is all of thirty-one,

And he's only a seventeen,

Been a soldier for thousands years.

He's a Catholic, a Hindi,

An Atheist, a Jain,

A Buddhist, a Baptist and a Jew,

And he knows, he shouldn't kill,

And he knows, he always will,

Care for me, my friend, and I will care 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,

He’s fighting for Japan,

And he thinks we put an end to war this way.

And he's fighting for democracy,

He’s 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 wall.

And without him, how would Hitler

Kill the people at Dachau,

Without him Cesar would have stood alone,

He’s the one, who gives his body

As a weapon of the war,

And without him always killing can’t go on.

He's the universal soldier,

And he really is to blame,

His orders came from far away, no more,

They came from here and there,

And you and me ain't brothers,

Can’t you see,

This is not the way we put an end to war.

Group 3
Country Joe & The Fish - I-Feel-Like-I'm-Fixin'-To-Die Rag

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.

Huh!

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.

Jefferson Airplane –For what it’s Worth

(lyrics and music by Buffalo Springfield)

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

Group 4
Starr Edwin - War

What is it good for?

Absolutely nothing! Uh-huh, yeah

War, hoah, yeah!

What is it good for?

Absolutely nothing! Say it again y'all!

War, hoah, good God!

What is it good for?

Absolutely nothing! Listen to me.

War, I despise.

Cause it means destruction

Of innocent lives.

War means tears

To thousands of mother how.

When their sons go off to fight

And lose their lives.

I said,

War, hoah, good God y'all!

What is it good for?

Absolutely nothing! Say it again!

War, hoah, whoaoaoaooo Lord.

What is it good for?

Absolutely nothing! Listen to me.

War, it ain't nothing but a heartbreaker

Friend only

To the undertaker.

Oh, War is an enemy

To all mankind.

The thought of war

Blows my mind.

War has caused unrest

Within the younger generation.

Induction, then Destruction

Who wants to die?

Ohhhhhh!

War, hoah, good God y'all!

What is it good for?

Absolutely nothing! Say it, Say it, Say it!

War, uh-huh yeah, hoah!

What is it good for?

Absolutely nothing! Listen to me.

It ain't nothing

But a heartbreaker.

It's got one friend

And that's the undertaker.

War has shattered

Many young man's dreams.

Made him disable,

Bitter, and Mean.

Life it much too short and precious

To spend fighting these wars these day.

War can't give life,

It can only take it away!

Ohhhhhh!

War, hoah, good God y'all!

What is it good for?

Absolutely nothing! Say it again!

War, (whoa, whoa, whooo) hoah, Lord!

What is it good for?

Absolutely nothing! Listen to me.

It ain't nothing

But a heartbreak.

Friend only,

To the undertaker.

Please woman,

Understand and tell me.

Is there no place

For you and me?

They say we must fight

To keep our freedom.

But Lord knows

There's got to be a better way!

Ohhhhhhh!

War, hoah, good God y'all!

What is it good for? You tell 'em

Nothing! Say it, Say it, Say it!

War, good God now!

What is it good for? Stand up beside it!

Nothing!

Manfred Mann -With God On Our Side 

(Words and Music by Bob Dylan)

My name it is nothing, my age it means less 
The country I come from is a part of the Free West 
I was taught and brought up there its laws to abide 
And that the 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 
For the country was young with God on its side 

Oh the first World War, it came and it went 
The reason for fighting I never could get 
But I learned to accept it, accept it with pride 
For you don't count the dead when God's on your side 

And then the second World War, it came to an end 
We forgave the Germans and now we are friends 
Though they murdered six million, in the ovens they fried 
The Germans now, too, have God on their side 

But now we have weapons of chemical dust 
And if fire them we're forced to, why then fire them we must 
One push of the button and a shot the worldwide 
And you never ask questions when God's on your side 

'tho many a long hour I've thought on this 
That Jesus Christ was betrayed by a kiss 
But I can't think for you, you will have to decide 
Whether Judas Iscariot had God on his side 

And now as I leave you, I'm weary as hell 
The confusion I'm feelin', there ain't no tongue can tell 
The words fill my head and drop to the floor 
That if God's on our side, he'll stop the next war.

Group 5

Hedgehoppers Anonymous –It’s Good News Week

It's good news week, 
Someone's dropped a bomb somewhere, 
Contaminating atmosphere 
And blackening the sky, 
It's good news week, 
Someone’s found a way to give, 
The rotting dead a will to live, 
Go on and never die. 

Have you heard the news? 
What did it say? 
Who's won that race? 
What's the weather like today? 

It's good news week, 
Families shake the need for gold, 
By stimulating birth control, 
We're wanting less to eat. 

It's good news week, 
Doctors finding many ways, 
Of wrapping brains in metal trays, 
To keep us from the heat. 

It's good news week, 
Someone's dropped a bomb somewhere, 
Contaminating atmosphere 
And blackening the sky, 
It's good news week, 
Someone’s found a way to give, 
The rotting dead a will to live, 
Go on and never die. 

Have you heard the news? 
What did it say? 
Who's won that race? 
What's the weather like today? 
(What’s the weather like today?) 

It's good news week, 
Families shake the need for gold, 
By stimulating birth control, 
We're wanting less to eat. 

It's good news week, 
Doctors finding many ways, 
Of wrapping brains in metal trays, 
To keep us from the heat. 

To keep us from the heat. 

To keep us from the heat. 


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.
