
Fields 

The Cambodian Genocide 

 

Go to the fields, children 

Go to the fields and be pure 

Go to the fields, children 

Go and endure 

 

Go to the fields, children 

Go to the fields and be saved 

Go to the fields, children 

Go and be brave 

 

Where should I go? 

My home is no home 

Where should we go? 

Our home is no home 

 

Tell us something 

It can’t be nothing 

Please, what’s coming? 

All that’s left 

Nothing 


