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Working Class Hero

By John Lennon

As soon as your born they make you feel small

By giving you no time instead of it all

Till the pain is so big you feel nothing at all

A working class hero is something to be

A working class hero is something to be

They hurt you at home and they hit you at school

They hate you if you're clever and they despise a fool

Till you're so fucking crazy you can't follow their rules

A working class hero is something to be

A working class hero is something to be

When they've tortured and scared you for twenty odd years

Then they expect you to pick a career

When you can't really function you're so full of fear

A working class hero is something to be

A working class hero is something to be

Keep you doped with religion and sex and TV

And you think you're so clever and classless and free

But you're still fucking peasents as far as I can see

A working class hero is something to be

A working class hero is something to be

There's room at the top they are telling you still

But first you must learn how to smile as you kill

If you want to be like the folks on the hill

A working class hero is something to be

A working class hero is something to be

If you want to be a hero well just follow me

If you want to be a hero well just follow me

Enjoy John Lennon: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=njG7p6CSbCU 

Earlier, in 1963, Bob Dylan made this song that sounds very much alike:

Masters Of War

Come you masters of war, you that build all the guns

You that build the death planes, you that build the big bombs

You that hide behind walls, you that hide behind desks

I just want you to know, I can see through your masks

You that never done nothin’, but build to destroy

You play with my world, like it’s your little toy

You put a gun in my hand, and you hide from my eyes

And you turn and run farther, when the fast bullets fly

Like Judas of old, you lie and deceive

A world war can be won, you want me to believe

But I see through your eyes, and I see through your brain

Like I see through the water, that runs down my drain

You fasten the triggers, for the others to fire

Then you set back and watch, when the death count gets higher

You hide in your mansion, as young people’s blood

Flows out of their bodies, and is buried in the mud

You’ve thrown the worst fear, that can ever be hurled

Fear to bring children, into the world

For threatening my baby, unborn and unnamed

You ain’t worth the blood, that runs in your veins

How much do I know, to talk out of turn

You might say that I’m young, you might say I’m unlearned

But there’s one thing I know, though I’m younger than you

Even Jesus would never, forgive what you do

Let me ask you one question, is your money that good

Will it buy you forgiveness, do you think that it could

I think you will find, when your death takes its toll

All the money you made, will never buy back your soul

And I hope that you die, and your death’ll come soon

I will follow your casket, in the pale afternoon

And I’ll watch while you’re lowered, down to your deathbed

And I’ll stand o’er your grave, ’til I’m sure that you’re dead

Enjoy Bob Dylan: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JaMz8pgua_0 

Probably the most original version of this song:

Nottamun Town

Fairport Convention

In Nottamun Town not a soul would look up,

Not a soul would look up, not a soul would look down,

Not a soul would look up, not a soul would look down,

To show me the way to fair Nottamun Town.

Met the king and the queen, and a company more

Come a-walking behind and a-riding before

Come a stark naked drummer a-beating the drum, 

With his hands on his bosom, come marching along. 

Sat down on a hard, hard cold frozen stone, 

Ten thousand stood 'round me, yet I was alone

Took my hat in my hands for to keep my head warm, 

Ten thousand got drownded that never was born. 

(repeat first verse) 

Enjoy Fairport Convention on Prostopleer.com: http://prostopleer.com/#/tracks/4557862Vnoe 

Jean Ritchie had three more verses than the ones sung by Fairport Convention:

I rode a grey horse that was called a grey mare

Grey mane and grey tail, green stripe down her back

Grey mane and grey tail, green stripe down her back

There wa'nt a hair on her but what was coal black

She stood so still she threw me to the dirt

She tore my hide and bruised my shirt

From saddle to stirrup I mounted again

And on my ten toes I rode over the plain

They laughed and they smiled, not a soul did look gay

They talked all the while, not a word did they say

I bought me a quart to drive gladness away

And to stifle the dust, for it rained the whole day


