
Colin Hay, Lost generation
Beautiful girl, from the southlandI dont quite understand, but I know who you areLast night you told me about your sisterHow you loved and how you missed herI dont know why but you say that you like meBut sometimes yeah, you despise meYou tell me youre the lost generationSo much anger,and so much frustrationIts not your fault its the situationWhen all you want is to rest your bodyUnder the sun, in the long grassYour life has not been fun this is clearYou dont understand whyEverybody else has got every little thingYou joined a group but you dont singI know that youve got things to sayYou want tomorrow, when its still todayYou tell me youre the lost generatoinI saw you talk on Face the NationYou want the truth, you seek salvationBut you got no time, you got no patienceYour daddys a big shot in constructionYour mothers just had liposuctionYou thought that your life came with a list of instructionsAll you want is to lay your body downIts love that we seekThe future looksSometimes we feel so smallHate the ones who spoiled it allYou tell me youre the lost generationAll you want is a good occupationThen you drink too much you spit damnationStart to sound like my old poor relationsBut dont worry darling itll be alrightTheres nothing to win nobody to fightWhat seems wrong may soon be rightUnder the moon well lay our bodies downLay our bodies down in the long grass under the sunLay our bodies down down down
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