Stuck in Iraq   

Music, lyrics, and arrangement by Kevin Marvelle 

Sitting with some buddies, we were all drinking beer

and watching the game, it was that time of year.

We were talking ‘bout nothing just fooling around

when this soldier stood up and brought us all down.  He said:

“Even soldiers from the blue states bleed red.

There are many more injured than dead. 

We shouldn’t still be there, but can’t turn our backs.

We won the damn war, but we’re stuck in Iraq!” 

Now it was less a mistake than a crime. To undo what we did will take time. 

They’ll never forget us; they’ll hate even more 

and we thought their freedom was worth waging this war.  He said:

CHORUS   

I ask: Should our boys go to foreign soil to fight for rich guys who profit from oil?

These times are troubled bad stuff’s going down. 

Seems evil is winning the Lord’s letting us down.  He said:

CHORUS

Ah, the game wasn’t fun any more.

While we all kept watching, no one knew the score.

We just sat there in silence drinking warm beer,

praying for peace while holding back tears.  We knew:

Soldiers from all states bleed red. 

There were many more injured than dead. 

They didn’t find the weapons that launched our attack. 

Still our soldiers were dying in this war in Iraq.

Still our soldiers were dying in this damn war in Iraq.

