EL SALVADOR 

(Noel Paul Stookey and Jim Wallis) Neworld Media Music Publishers-ASCAP 

[from the album NO EASY WALK TO FREEDOM] 

There's a sunny little country south of Mexico 

Where the winds are gentle and the waters flow 

But breezes aren't the only things that blow in El Salvador 

If you took the little lady for a moonlight drive 

Odds are still good you'd come back alive 

But everyone is innocent until they arrive in El Salvador 

If the rebels take a bus on the grand highway 

The government destroys a village miles away 

The man on the radio says "Now we'll play South of the Border" 

And in the morning the natives say, 

We're happy you have lived another day" 

Last night a thousand more passed away in El Salvador 

There's a television crew here from ABC 

Filming Rio Lempe and the refugees 

Calling murdered children the tragedy of El Salvador" 

Before the government camera 20 feet away 

Another man is asking for continued aid 

Food and medicine and hand grenades for El Salvador 

There's a thump, a rumble, and the buildings sway 

A soldier fires the acid spray 

The public address system starts to play South of the Border" 

You run for cover and hide your eyes 

You hear the screams from paradise 

They've fallen further than you realize in El Salvador 

Just like Poland is protected by her Russian friends" 

The junta is assisted by Americans 

And if 60 million dollars seems to much to spend in El Salvador 

They say for half a billion they could do it right 

Bomb all day, burn all night 

Until there's not a living thing upright in El Salvador 

They'll continue training troops in the USA 

And watch the nuns that got away 

And teach the military bands to play South of the Border" 

And kill the people to set them free 

Who put this price on their liberty? 

Don't you think it's time to leave El Salvador?

Two Tribes (Annihilation)

(Gill/Johnson/O'Toole)

Ladies and gentlemen, let me present

FRANKIE GOES TO HOLLYWOOD

Possibly the most important thing

This side of the world.

Oh yeah, well ard!

You may pronounce us guilty a thousand times over, but the Goddess of the Eternal Court of History will smile and tear to tatters the brief of the state prosecutor and the sentence of this court, for She acquits us

Let's go

*When two tribes go to war

A point is all you can score

When two tribes go to war

A point is all you can score

Cowboy No. 1

A born-again poor man's son

On the air America

I modelled shirts by Van Heusen-yeah

You know

*(Repeat)

Working on the black gas

Switch off your shield

Switch off and feel

I'm working on loving-yeah

Giving you back the good times

Ship it out-out

I'm working for the black gas

*(Repeat)

We got two tribes

We got the bomb

We got the bomb-yeah

Sock it to me biscuits-now

Are we living in a land

Where sex and horror are the new Gods?

Yeah

When two tribes go to war

A point is all you can score

Russians 

Sting

In Europe and America, there's a growing feeling of hysteria 

Conditioned to respond to all the threats 

In the rhetorical speeches of the Soviets 

Mr. Krushchev said we will bury you 

I don't subscribe to this point of view 

It would be such an ignorant thing to do 

If the Russains love their children too 

How can I save my little boy from Oppenheimer's deadly toy 

There is no monopoly of common sense 

On either side of the political fence 

We share the same biology 

Regardless of ideology 

Believe me when I say to you 

I hope the Russians love their children too 

There is no historical precedent 

To put words in the mouth of the president 

There's no such thing as a winnable war 

It's a lie we don't believe anymore 

Mr. Reagan says we will protect you 

I don't subscribe to this point of view 

Believe me when I say to you 

I hope the Russians love their children too 

We share the same biology 

Regardless of ideology 

What might save us me and you 

Is that the Russians love their children too 

