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At the dawning of the age of Aquarius, 
my brother and I were Woodstock or bust.

The summer of ’69 was heating up. 
Their war in Vietnam was tearin’ our country apart.

I was just seventeen and feeling distressed 
about getting my number for the draft.
Then my brother found a flyer at a local coffeehouse 
for a festival of peace, music, and love,
some where in New York near a town named White Lake.
It didn’t matter; we were going; I needed a break.
So we bought a pair of tickets for the three-day show 
then tried to recruit some friends to go.

We didn’t own a car and needed a ride

cause we doubted we could get there if we had to hitch hike.
We got lucky as a friend had room for us 
in his antique Volkswagon bus,
that’d seen too many miles to warrant our trust 
and had a body that seemed less metal than rust.

As I thought it was important for the world to know,
I revealed our destination on the rear window.
Etched with my finger in the dirt and dust, 

three simple words: Woodstock or bust.

We were Woodstock or bust in search of peace and love

in a flower power, psychedelic hippy bus.
At the dawning of the age of Aquarius, 
my brother and I were Woodstock or bust.

Oh, we arrived early so we could see every band 

and were surprised to find the grounds crowded with fans.

We sat for hours as folks finished the stage, 

then went crazy when Richie Havens played. 
Ah, we sat in the sun then under moon-lit skies. 
We baked in the day then froze at night. 

We shared what we had with folks we didn’t know. 
We sang and danced and passed around the smoke.
As I look back now at the notes that I took, 
scribbled in my little brown book. 

They stir my memories of that time and place

and helped the Bethel Woods museum confirm the order of play. 
I remember Pete Townshend as he used his guitar 
to remind Abbie Hoffman who was really the star. 
I recall Jimi Hendrix was the final act 
and thinking as he shred the anthem and we were walking back
to the bus to start our long ride home 

that on that muddy field, a nation was born,
and those in attendance would never be the same. 
As citizens of Woodstock, we saw the world could change.
There were thousands like us in the rain and mud,
listening to the music we knew and loved,
who wouldn’t be deterred and couldn’t get enough

and were proud to have been Woodstock or bust.

We were Woodstock or bust in search of peace and love

in a flower power, psychedelic hippy bus.
At the dawning of the age of Aquarius, 
my brother and I were Woodstock or bust.
Had I known that we would make it, my message would have read: 
We’re the children of the age of Aquarius.
