
SAN  Q U EN TIN

San Quentin, y o u've b e e n  l i v i n g  h e l l  to me 
Y o u ' v e  h a u n t e d  me since n i n e t e e n  s i x t y  three.
I've seen m e n  come and go and I've see n  t h e m  die,
And long ago I s t opped a s k i n g  why.

San Qu e n t i n  I h a t e  e v e r y  inch of you.
Y o u ' v e  cut me and you' v e  s c a r r e d  me t h r o u g h  

and through.
And I'll w a l k  out a weaker, w i s e r  man.
Mr C o n g r essman, w h y  can ' t  you u n d e r s t a n d ?

San Q u e n t i n  w h a t  good do you t h i n k  you do?
Do you t h ink I'll be d i f f e r e n t  w h e n  y o u ' r e  thr o u g h ? 
You bent my hea r t  and mind, and you m a y  my soul,
And your stone walls tu r n  m y  b l o o d  a little cold.

San Quentin, m a y  you rot and b u r n  in hell.
M a y  your w a l l s  fall, and m a y  I live to tell.
M a y  all the w o r l d  forget that you e v e r  stood,
And m a y  all the w o r l d  r e gret that you d i d  no good.

NOTE: This song c a n  be giv e n  local fl a v o u r  b y  c h a n g i n g  San
Q u e n t i n  to L o n g  Bay, Maitland, P entridge, Yatala, etc. 
Mr C o n g r e s s m a n  to Mr W r a n  etc. and so on.
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