
Starship, Be young you
The tongues of some men are made of metalThe tongues of some men are made of oilBut the keeper of those men never rolledTheir tongues for anybodys free ride but his ownNow the oily tongues are thirsty for black gold.But the old men are going to bedTheyll be sleeping through the futureAnd the children red with fireThey got to move away the old mans rusty beds.Now the tongue, the tongue of a masterThat should be laughter - with dancing legsLike a flying wheel for the weak and sad manSome tongues of man are made of silenceAnd your eyes will listen.
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