Throwaway Children

By Sharon Rutherford

“2nd guitar: capo 2nd fret, play in G”

	A                           E

A little boy with tears in his eyes,

        D                             A

His little heart breaking as he cries,

                                        E

“Mama, why did daddy go away?

D                                 A
Is he going to come back someday?

                            E
I guess he has a new family,

        D                                A

So now he’s going to be their daddy.”

A                      E

“Oh, son, that just isn’t true!

              D                                           A

You’re part of your daddy, and he’s part of you.

                                      E

That’s the way it will always be,

 D                                                A

There are some things that you just can’t see.”

  A                                 E

Throwaway children everywhere!

  D                   A

Isn’t there anyone to care?

                                 E

A little child needs lots of sun,

D                               A

If he’s to grow up to be someone.


	  A                     E           

Little children coming home,

          D                                 A

The house is empty, they’re all alone.

                                             E

They have everything that money can buy,

         D                                A

But that doesn’t help them as they cry.

                               E

“Mama, listen, Mama, why?”

              D                                        A
”Don’t bother me know, I’ll listen by and by.”

                                          E

“Daddy, daddy, can you show me how?”

     A                              A
”Maybe later, daddy’s resting now.”

 A                          E

Mama and daddy coming home,

          D                                  A

The house is empty, they’re all alone.

                                             E

Do you know where your children are?

   D                          A
Getting high in a brand-new car.

  A                                 E

Throwaway children everywhere,

 D                    A

Isn’t there anyone to care?

                                       E
Let’s have a child, just because.

                 D                      A

That’s a good reason, everyone does.




	A                         E

A little girl cries all alone,

      D                                  A

Wondering where has her Mama gone.

                                      E

There used to be such loving hands,

  D                              A

Now there are only grownup demands.

     A                        E

“Mama, Mama, it hurts so much,

D                      A

I don’t understand this touch.

                                            E

I must be bad ‘cause you went away,

          D                   A  

 And left me to be hurt this way.”

  A                           E

Now little girl it’s not so bad,

 D                               A

Just forget, it won’t seem so sad.

                                   E

Mama has to go and find herself,

           D                      A

You’ll be just fine up on this shelf.

 A                            E

Little babies everywhere,

 D                    A

Isn’t there anyone to care?

                                     E

Lying safe in Mother’s womb,

   D                     A

From the cradle to the tomb.

                                  E

A little life that will never be,

     D                          A

Little eyes that will never see,

                            E

Tiny hands, reaching out,

     D                        A

Is this what Life is all about?


	    A                  E

Little children all in rows,

          D                         A

“Are you my Mama?” No one knows.

                                E

Off to the daycare, off to school,

  D                               A

What a price to be a high-class fool!

                                 E

“Who am I? Where do I belong?

  D                     

Mama, what is a lullaby song?”

  A                           E

Runaway daddies everywhere,

   D                                        A

Looking for something that isn’t there.

                              E

A little child in tattered jeans,

    D                                 A

Never knowing what security means.

    A                              E  

Throwaway children everywhere,

  D                   A

Isn’t there anyone to care?

                                            E

Look into their eyes, see a lost soul there,

 D                                       A

No one to protect them, it isn’t fair.

  A                                     E

Throwaway children, everywhere,

                           A

Growing up unable to care.

                                  A

Trusting (and) believing no one,

   D                                    A

Throwaway children, do you know one?

    E                                   D               A
Throwaway children, do you know one?




