Paroles du Mashup

SOPRANO | ALTO
Can we pretend that airplanes
In the night sky
Are like shooting stars 7

T could really use a wish right now (wish right now, wish right now)
Can we pretend that airplanes
In the night sky
Are like shooting stars ~
T could really use a wish right now (wish right now, wish right now)

I can't believe the news today
Oh I can't close my eyes and make it go away
How long, how long must we sing this song?
How long? HOowW 1000000Ng......cccceveiuiuinrieinincncieiecececeennnnes
‘cause Tonight ) ' Can we pretend that airplanes
We can be as one Tonight In the night sky
Are like shooting stars
I could really use a wish right now (wish right now, wish right now)
Broken bottles under children's feet
Bodies strewn across the dead end street
But I won't heed the battle call
It puts my back up, puts my back up against the wall
Sunday, bloody Sunday 1 Sunday, bloody Sunday —
Sunday, bloody Sunday | Sunday, bloody Sunday |
Sunday, bloody Sunday @ | ceiieeceeeceienee. Sunday, bloody Sunday
Oh let’s go! (attente de 4 mesures) Oh let’s go! (attente de 4 mesures)
And the battle's just begun
There's many lost, but tell me who has won?
The trenches dug within our hearts
And mother's children, brothers, sisters torn apart
Sunday, bloody Sunday 1 Sunday, bloody Sunday —
Sunday, bloody Sunday | Sunday, bloody Sunday |
How long, how long must we sing this song? How long, how long must we sing this song?
How long? How looooong How long? How looooong
'Cause tonight ) ' Can we pretend that airplanes
We can be as one Tonight, In the night sky
7 ~ Are like shooting stars ~
Tonight, Tonight. x2 I could really use a wish right now (wish right now, wish right now)
Sunday, bloody Sunday —
Sunday, bloody Sunday |

Une pupille noire ¢ entourée de blanc. ¢ Le visage fatigué braqué sur un lieutenant. ¢

L'ordre sera donné dans quelques instants, deuxiéme assaut de la journée et Marcel attend.

O Il a placé au bout de son fusil une baionnette pour lutter contr’ une mitraillette de calibre 12ze-7te ¢

Pres de sa tranchée, placée a 20 ou 30te metres, ¢ la guerre des bouchers, nous sommes en 1917te.

0 Tant de journées qu'il est la ¢ a voir tomber les ames, ¢ tant de journées déja passées sur le chemin des dames.
O Marcel sent ¢ que la fin a sonnée, ¢ au fond de sa tranchée ses mains se sont mises a trembler. ¢

L'odeur ¢ de la mort ¢ se fait sentir, ¢ il n'y aura pas de corps a corps il sent qu'il va bientét mourir e

¢ Comment un homme peut-il accepter d'aller au combat ¢ et quand il sent au fond de lui qu'il ne reviendra pas.
L'homme ¢ est-il un animal, ¢ comme a cette époque le mal ¢ est déja caporal.

¢ La main du lieutenant doucement vers le ciel s'est levée. La suite, 0 I'avenir est un long passé.

Sunday, bloody Sunday @ 00| eeeeeeeeieeeee Sunday, bloody Sunday
Sunday, bloody Sunday (attente de 4 mesures) = | ceieiececececennnns Sunday, bloody Sunday (attente de 4 mesures)

And it's true we are immune
When fact is fiction and T.V. reality
And today the millions cry
We eat and drink while tomorrow they die
(The real battle just begun
To claim the victory Jesus won)

Sunday, bloody Sunday [ eeeeecnereeeen Sunday, bloody Sunday

People are people, so why should it be
You and | should get along so awfully




