PROGRESS

(Fathead version from the Boundless release)

Lyrics by Jeremy Dyen, Chris Mottershead and Herb Detres

(Chorus)

Some people call it progress, some a big mess

Some people call it progress, some a big mess

Some people call it progress, some a big mess

(Chris)

A big mess I guess no rest, but rest assured / I stress I'm not a guest unless pressed upon a chord /

Not vocal, not a local, coke'll get you every time / I'm Cletus the slack-jawed yokel in my mind /

Progress is distress if this mess ain't cleaned up / If it's not yo Scotty where you at? / I'm beamed up /

Spaces and spaces of time, cases and cases of wine / I'll be drinking while I'm thinking on a planet,

Without pollution, no solution, no remedy, just tempting me with good old fashioned marketing/ 

Propaganda, I can't stand ya make me think it's all good I wish it was and wonder if it even could / Could

I make it better maybe if I had some help / I hope it's not too late I guess only time will tell / I wonder,

Yes I do, I wonder, how about you? / I wonder if it's kind of late for us to buy a clue

(Chorus)

(Herb)

I would actually contest to suggest that to give one too much power could lead to nothing less / Similar

To the 6 O'clock sit-com with their own web address / As if in thirty minutes you didn't hear enough

About death / Sports and weather supplied for those who reside in conditions where above them are

Blue skies / Brought to you in part by a committee of guys in neckties who want to switch your data from progress to business, nevertheless monopolize / Governor So and So do not pass go without the correct amount of votes/ You can attain this through a public address televised before the senate and yet most importantly / Tomorrow's forecast indicates high precipitation as game 1 of the nation gets underway / Thanks for watching, have a real good night, what you've just witnessed was a Fathead broadcast.

(Chorus)

(Jeremy)

They think invention is gonna set us all free

Improvised invention to set us all free

But a lifestyle that works eludes you and me

When all the food is under lock and key

(Chorus)

