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Perhapse one of them is you,

You're the woodworm in the crutch,
'he jockstrap of the state,

Read the papers day by day,

What's to be your fate,

Compulsory conscriptiomn,

Belfast battles ecall,

Like a lamb to the slaughter,
You're a brick without a wall,

A brain without a mind,

A bat without a cave,
Left,right,left,right,

Like lemmings to the grave,

Just ask yourself a question,

What are we all here for,

Is what we're getting what we want,
Another senseless war,

Goodwill to all mankind?

World leaders merely scoff,

A finger picks a mative nose,

As they tell you,"please peace off;"
The only way they'll help you,

Ia to twist and turn the knife,
The world dom't owe youn a living,
But it does owe you a life!
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