Lyric Sheet

WAR Rap

It’s the Raw Machine Rap and we’re here to say

We’re not gonna kill for oil today

Coz we looked it up, checked out the scene

Not our idea of the American dream

Bout standing in the desert with a gun in the hand

Sounds too much like another Vietnam

It’s the War Rap, HAHA

The government trap

the US troops are all over the map

It’s the war rap HA

We’re not gonna go!

It’s the war rap

Leave the brothers alone

Bush was talking on my tv set

Tried to change the channel but he wasn’t done yet

The knob got stuck I was out of luck

Had to listen to that frat boy yuck

He was talking junk about the boys over there 

Trying to keep us all safe from the terrist scare

Dying by the thousands killing em too

Trying to paint the whole world red white and blue

It’s the War Rap, HAHA

The government trap

the US troops are all over the map

It’s the war rap HA

We’re not gonna go!

It’s the war rap

Leave the Iraqis alone

A recruiter man for Uncle Sam

Giving his rap about the 4 year plan

Be All You Can Be . . . .Join the Ar-mee

Coz nothing but a soldier’s all you’ll ever be!

Coz they ain’t no jobs and your still in school . .. 

You just might drown in the labor pool

So you sign the line now your doing some time

In basic training where they whip your behind

Now they got you trained they control your brain

You’re ready to kill when they say your name

You’re just a grunt . . . on the front . . . 

It’s dark and scary so you start to jump

But there’s no escape, no getting away

When you’re cannon fodder for the CIA!

It’s the War Rap, HAHA

The government trap

the US troops are all over the map

It’s the war rap HA

We’re not gonna go!

It’s the war rap

Leave the Iraqis alone

Me and my boy was on the firing line

Bombs a dropping and bullets a flying 

One comes close he says ol’ spit

I turned and looked – home boy was hit

He lost his eyes and half his face

His blood and guts was all over the place

They pronounce him late – 3 hours late 

His waiting time was the price he paid

For Democracy in the USA

It’s hypocrisy – the American Way

It’s the War Rap, HAHA

The government trap

the US troops are all over the map

It’s the war rap HA

We’re not gonna go!

It’s the war rap

Leave the sisters alone

It’s enough to make you wonder why

The young and the poor are the ones who will die

And you know the rich are the ones who will be 

Getting richer off of world war 3

There selling the bombs, the tanks and the guns

For the government’s war games they start them for fun

Yes it’s Uncle Sam with his imperial plan

Plunder resources – Rape the Land!

Use the starving masses as a cheap labor source

And when the natives get restless – repress them with force

So corporations and the CIA

Can cart resources and profits away

It’s the War Rap, HAHA

The government trap

the US troops are all over the map

It’s the war rap HA

We’re not gonna go!

It’s the war rap

Leave the Iraqis alone

So we’re rocking the house 

And we’re turning out

We’re learning what the struggle is all about

We’re gonna hit the streets, we’re gonna set them free

From war, oppression and poverty

Coz we’re young and we’re poor

We know the score 

We’re not gonna die in a Third World War

Coz we learned to resist

We’re gonna insist

Peace is a virtue we don’t want to miss!

So if you ask us today you’re gonna here us say

We won’t give our lives for oil today!

It’s the War Rap, HAHA

The government trap

the US troops are all over the map

It’s the war rap HA

We’re not gonna go!

It’s the war rap

Leave the Iraqis alone

Cops Again

Based upon Phil Ochs Cops of the World

This version copy right Bob Witanek and R C-W 2007

Get out of the way, boys

Get out of the way

Do what we say, boys

Do what we say

Our fleets in your gulf

Launching Missiles at your cities

Our aerial bombardment

Will spare you no pity
At Abu Ghraib chambers

We’ll torture your kiddies

We’re the cops of the World Boys

We’re the cops of the World!


We’re smashing your doors boys

We’re smashing your doors

At 3 am or 4 boys 

At 3 am or 4

We’ll tie a rag on your face

And we’ll cart you away

Where we are taking you

We’ll never say

You’re lucky if you ever

See the light of day

We’re the cops of the World Boys

We’re the cops of the World!


You better stop boys

When we tell you to stop

Or you will get shot boys

Or you will get shot

Our roadblocks are everywhere

Like our snipers and tanks

Morgues overflowing

You could join their ranks

We’re bringing democracy

And you better say thanks!

Coz We’re the cops of the World Boys

We’re the cops of the World!


Infant mortality boys

Ain’t no morality

Death’s totality boys

Who’s keeping the tally?

Scientific study

A million dead they fear

Dead little children

100000 a year

Maybe we’ll leave in a few dozen years

Coz We’re the cops of the World Boys

We’re the cops of the World!


The electric goes off boys

The water turned off

We are the boss boys

You know we’re the boss

Barbed wire surrounds the towns that resist

Face scans and prints we have to insist

And if you try to evade you might just get dissed

Coz We’re the cops of the World Boys

We’re the cops of the World!


You better be loyal boys

You better be loyal

Sign over the oil boys

Sign over the oil

Their Euro is rising and our dollar is falling

Our troops are marching and our economy’s crawling

Our imperialist war is rather appalling

Coz We’re the cops of the World Boys

We’re the cops of the World!


We butchered your son, boys

We butchered your son

Lick our gun, boys

Just taste our gun

We’ll take what we want and that’s how it will be

It’s not occupation, it’s democracy

Under imperial boots you can never be free

'Cause we're the Cops of the World, boys

We're the Cops of the World

HOT WARS to the Tune of FZ's “Willie The Pimp”
Lyrics copyrighted by Bob Witanek 2006
Music the Property of Frank Zappa
Im a big man
At the Pen tuh gone
I press a button
And the world is gone
 
Got an occupation
Over there in Iraq
A launching pad
For the I Ran Attack

Thousands dead 
But that’s ok
Took a deferment 
When it was my day

Are we getting rich?  
Woil that’s for certain
Ask all my frenz
At Exxon and Haliburton

Democrats and Publicans  . . .  
That don’t matter
The war goes on 
While they pitter and patter
 
They sellin us:
 
Hot  wars
Hard Core
Thousands dead
Billions more
 
White Phosphorous
Burnt flesh
Smoking bombs
Nuke test
Pink Floyd’s Wall Revision

We don’t need no occupation

We don’t need no endless war

no more body bags stuffed with soldiers

people bring the troops back home!
Hey people – bring the troops back home 

All in all its just another colonial war

All in all its just another colonial war

Interested in becoming part of The RAW Machine?  We could use more instrumentalists, actors, dancers, promoters, organizers, etc., to make our message more successful.

Interested in recording?  R C-W is looking for musicians to assist in recording his jazz arrangement of Khachaturian violin concerto.  Needed are guitarists, a bassist and a cellist.  More recording opportunities will be available in the future for additional arrangements and compositions by Robert.

Interested in Schools Out Ensemble?  Last summer, Performing Arts Youth organized a concert in the park which featured a presentation of a nearly 20 part ensemble of Schools Out, the Alice Cooper classic.  We are considering doing so again this year depending upon continuing interest of local musicians.  We would also like to record the arrangement and plan to work better on distributing the sound across all of the instruments this year.

Those interested in the above should contact Robert in any of the following ways:

write to piano_playuh@yahoo.com , call 908-881-5275, aol sn thepianoplayuh or e-mail to http://MySpace.com/njperformingartsyouth






