Don’t You

They’re callin from Main Street
They’re callin from the hood
They’re marching to the same beat
Better listen up good

Don’t need a war game
To save our skins

Need a new mind frame
Where everybody wins

So don’t you

(Better listen when I’'m talkin)

Don’t you

Tell me lies no more

Don’t you

Come a-pickin my pocket

To send my Johnny to another damn war

You’re makin up villains
To keep us in fear

But some of that killin’
Don’t it start right here

Brother’s in the jail house
Sister’s on the street
Daddy’s at the court house
And Mama'’s on her feet

Cryin don’t you

(Better listen when I’'m talkin)

Don’t you

Tell me lies no more

Don’t you

Come a-pickin my pocket

To send my Johnny to another damn war
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