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Flying the coop
(Possible words for Jeremy’s first song in Act 1 Scene 1)
I’ve had a gustfull of this place!

Why can’t they hear me groan?

The choking dust and endless work,

It rots me to the bone.

And what’s beyond those hills out there?

I’ve wondered more of late.

I’d like to fly the coop for good,

I’m sure it is my fate.

Above and beyond would be my cry,

As I soared so strong and free.

The world abroad would be my home,

No end to what I’d see.

My wings are clipped, I’m shackled here,

Held firm by duty’s grip.

My life is fading, though I live…

Of life I’ll barely sip!

Repeat first verse

Such is love

(Possible words to Father’s song in Act 2 Scene 3)

Such is love : my tender heart,

Within my chest is torn.

This hollow shell is left to stare,

All troubled and forlorn.

Such is love : my dear young son,

Could end up who knows where.

Though nurtured, taught and sheltered once,

He’s now beyond my care.

Such is love : I stand alone,

Weighed down by fears and pain.
The question haunts me deep within,
Will I see my son again?

Such is love : though all else leave,

Though hope should seem but lost,

I will maintain my vigil here,

Will hope at any cost.
The High Life

(Possible words for Jeremy’s second song in Act 4 Scene 2)

Beyond my wildest hopes and dreams

High living’s mine at last!

And envious eyes will look on me,

A life lived slick and fast!

If Dad and Craig could see me now,

Their mouths would hang in awe.

For I’m a man of substance here,

No longer dull and poor.

I’m central to this city life,

My friends – they look to me,

For I’m the one who parties on,

The one they love to see.

I’m needed, wanted, loved by all,

Most everywhere I go.

I’m cutting deals and calling shots,
It’s me who runs the show!

I stink

(Possible words for Jeremy’s last song in Act 5 Scene 2)

In nothing but these rags I come,

My head is stooped in shame.

I turned my back on those I love,

There’s no-one else to blame.

Though stinking clothes that hang off me,

Speak more than words could say,

A greater stench is this foul heart,
That proudly turned away.
I stink, I stink, so don’t draw near,

Stand back now, keep away. 
For though I was a son of yours,

That was another day.
I don’t deserve your tender love,
The money’s all been spent.
It bought a life of sin and shame,
Of which I now repent.

How I’ve longed
(Possible words for Father’s last song in Act 5 Scene 2)

O, how I’ve longed for your return,

My son, my son, my son.
I’ve wept and prayed and searched for you,

And now the day has come.

My arms I open to you now,

Though much has been my pain.
For tender has your heart become,

Now back with me again.
A father’s heart is to forgive,

And this I surely do.

I’ll never turn my love away,

I’ll be forever true.
