Take Me Out to the Clearcut

(tune: Take Me Out to the Ballgame)

(The Raging Grannies Songbook, 1993)

 

Take me out to the clearcut! We’ll picnic on a few stumps.

I want you to know I’m a tree-farming nut

Who thinks like a chainsaw that’s tuck in a rut.

MacBloedel gets a Hip Hooray!

They make black picnic grounds pay.

So it’s one, makes you two, dear investors, thank you!

You have spruced up our day!

 

Take me out to the clearcut—the timber’s been tidied away.

It’s been sold down the stream in a businessman’s dream.

It’s swell to stand here in a landscape so clean!

So it’s off to lumbering elsewhere—I’ll lumber you and you me.

It’s the buzz of the mill that produces the thrill

Worth a million trees!

 

So take me out to the clearcut—who needs tall cedars, I say?

The air is depleted and so is the earth,

And that makes us realize what we are worth.

So let’s all get into the greenhouse—it’s warming to know we’re okay.

And if God wanted trees, she’d not make it so easy

To whack them away!

