Where fashion goes to die

On the dusty road that leads to town
The bent and wizened men,
Selling bottled water,
Wearing fake Lauren

In the municipal building,
Worried where the money’s gone,
Honchos sweat in ponchos
· Counterfeit Luis Vuitton

Farmers rockin’ loungewear,
Grans in Gucci thongs
· Fly someone in to tell them
That they’re wearing it all wrong!

‘Used to think that it was Moscow,
Margate or Milngavie
But this is the place
Where fashion goes to die

Instrumental break



This is Atacama
Where the wardrobe fills each day
With every style and size and hue
Tossed out and shipped away

From LA, Shanghai, Liverpool,
Primark, GAP and Sears,
Worn once then deserted
In the desert dunes round here

The flip side of the label
The far side of the town
Multicoloured mountains 
Piling up now all around

We’re wearing out our welcome
The rivers running dry
And this is the earth
Where fashion crawls to die





Rotting here for centuries 
The blouse you wore once well
Stinks like nobody’s business
But is that real Chanel?

The gravestones all have pictures
The camera doesn’t lie
This is the place
Where fashion came to die

Colin 
Notes:
First part of song imagined after reading:https://www.ecowatch.com/chile-desert-fast-fashion-2655551898.html 

Tune “upcycled”, drawing on Bob Dylan, Chris Rea, Dire Straits, JJ Cale and other esteemed users of this type of chord sequence :>)
