
Jonesboro 
 

You town 
You strange little town 
Growing but still stifled 

Vacant yet  buzzing 
 

Will the coming changes  
To the world we live in 

Break you 
 

Will the coming people 
Moving into your growing 

Subdivisions  
Make you 

 
Why must you boo your state flag 
When a rival team comes to town 
Why must you sentence to death 

Anyone who’s not your own 
 

Bizarre theocracy 
 

I’ve heard the tales 
Of the parks silent  

Ignorant fear 
I’ve seen your flat fields 

Year after year 
 

But I still love you  
Sick little town 

Because we are the same 
 

sick 


