










Fortunate Son

- John Fogerty

 

Some folks are born, made to wave the flag,

Ooh, their 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.

Some folks are born, silver spoon in hand,

Lord, don't they love to help themselves, y'all?

But when the taxman comes to the door,

Lord, the house looks like a rummage sale, yeah.

It ain't me, It ain't me;

I ain't no millionaire's son, no, 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 'em, 

"How much should we give?"

Ooh, they only answer "More! More! More!,” Y'all.

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.
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I Ain't Got No Home
- Woody Guthrie 

I ain't got no home, 
I'm just a-roamin' 'round,
Just a wanderin' worker, 
and I go from town to town.
And the police make it hard, 
wherever I may go,
And I ain't got no home 
in this world anymore.
I ain't got no home in this world anymore.

My brothers and my sisters 
have traveled on this road;
It's a long and dusty road 
that a million feet have trod.
Rich man took my home, 
and he threw me from my door,
And I ain't got no home in this world anymore.
I ain't got no home in this world anymore.

Now I been workin' shares, 
and always I was poor;
Threw my crops right back 
in the banker's door…
My wife up and died upon the cabin floor;
Now I ain't got no home 
in this world anymore.
I ain't got no home in this world anymore
I just wander 'round, to see what I may see.
This wide, wicked world 
is a funny place to be:

The gamblin' man is rich, 

an' the workin' man is poor,

And I ain't got no home 

in this world anymore.

I ain't got no home in this world anymore.

I ain't got no home, 

I'm just a-roamin' 'round,

Just a wanderin' worker, 

and I go from town to town.

The police make it hard wherever I may go,

So I ain't got no home 

in this world anymore,

I ain't got no home in this world anymore,

I ain't got no home in this world anymore.
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