
Ure Midge, Wastelands
The Boy Is Listening to Those Records From the PastHe Wants to Make Them LastFor They Make Him Feel AliveThey Are the Voices of the Faces On the WallHe Listens to Them AllHangs On Every Little Tale They TellKnows Them All and Their Life StoriesShares Their Pain and Shares Their GloriesOne Day He Even Cut Their Names Upon His SkinThey Mean That Much to HimFor Them He'd Take the TestHis Bedroom Window Opens to the Evening AirThe Fox Is in His LairThe Volume of His System Is Full OnBut the Neighbours Moan and the Parents CallThis Angry Noise Is the Muzak of the WastelandsWastelands, the Wastelands, WastelandsThe Boy Is Dressing in the Fashion of the DayThe Kids All Dress That WayYou Can Tell Them AnywhereThe Boy Looks Out and Sees His Friedns Are Waiting ThereIn the Cold Electric GlareOf Those Lamps That Make You Think That Night Is DayThey Drag Their Lusts Into Your SightWith Shouts and Screams They Meet the NightThey Block Your Way in Twos and FoursIn Uniforms From City StoresThey're Closing In, Who Knows the ScoreIt Won't Be Long BeforeA Martyr's Blood Is Nourishing the WastelandsWastelandsYes It Won't Be Long BeforeA Martyr's Blood Is Nourishing the WastelandsWastelands, the Wastelands, Wastelands, Oh WastelandsWastelandsYes It Won't Be Long Before a Martyr's Blood Is NourishingThe WastelandsA Martyr's Blood Is Nourishing the WastelandsWastelands, Oh Wastelands
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