PROGRESS

(original/Blivit version)

lyrics by Jeremy Dyen

(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

Man on the moon and not enough food

Man on the moon and not enough food

Pardon me, friend, I don't mean to be rude

Where is the prozac to get me in the mood?

(Chorus)

Cloud in the sky won't make us less dry

Cloud in the sky won't make us less dry

Take my breathe away, put a tear in my eye

That's the price when mother is monopolized

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)

