
The Glare

(G/D)                        (Cmaj7)   (G/D)      (Bm)
Now I know that the times are a'changin',

              (Em)             (Am)  (F#m)       (D)

There's a fear in this great northern air.

      (C)                              (G)              (Em)
But, Rudy, I'm here to tell ya, we've got no land to sell ya,

              (C)                        (G)                 (D)

You ought to know by now your own burdens you must bear.

(G/D)                        (Cmaj7)         (G/D)              (Bm)

This land where they buried my grand-dad, 

        (Em)                           (Am)(F#m) (D)

Is the same land where we buried his son.

          (C)                                                  (G)                  (Em)

And though these men are gone, their quiet eyes live on, 

            (C)              (D)                   (G)

Saying we and our homeland are one.

Minnesota, oh, you know I love you, 

You're more to me than only my homeland.

Oh, and nothing can fill my eyes like your dark and dancing skies, 

When I look at you I see how small I am.

And though I know this land is hard and wild and rugged, 

There's nothing quite so fine as virgin snow.

And this water cold and clear, down the road a hundred years,

Ought to be as clean as a hundred years ago.


             (D)                           (Am)                   (C)                   (G)     (F) (C) (G)

Can't you hear the roar of the thunder, can't you see the northern skies?

                           (D)           (Am)               (C)               (D) (C) (Em) (Am)(Em)        (Am)


Have you never had a campfire bring water to your eyes?                      Oh, oh, oh, oh,


                (Em)          (Bm)                   (C)                   (G)


Can't you see the devastation our own greed will leave behind?



       (C)                  (D)                   (G)       (G/D)


Or has the glare of gold and silver left you blind?

I have listened to the wings of unseen migrants,

And stumbled onto signs of how the strong survive.

And on walks through midnight air, I have found a peace out there,

That all the gold in old St. Paul could never buy.

And to anyone who would make a run for the money,

And leave us all a trail of misery behind,

When you heard on the evening news that old St. Helen blew,

Did the though of how small you are ever cross your mind?


