Econ 301 – Extra Credit Assignment #1
Hand in on Wednesday June 23rd 8AM. You may refer to your textbook, but you must complete the questions alone.  Complete on college ruled paper. Do not use multiple sheets of paper without stapling them together. 

Review Questions 7.1 – 7.3, 10.1, 10.2, 10.4

Workouts 7.4, 7.9, 10.2, 10.5, 10.9, 10.12
Economics in Popular Music
1) Answer any two of the following. Use mathematical examples and graphs when appropriate. The lyrics to these songs are appended to the end of the assignment. 
a. In the song “Moneytalks” by AC/DC, lead singer Brian Johnson is providing a list of financial inducements to a young lady urging her to “listen to the money.” Do you think people think about money when choosing their mates? Explain. Can you speculate as to why prostitution is illegal in most places?

b. In the song “Rock Island Line,” Johnny Cash discusses the transportation of materials through New Orleans. Why do you think they charged different prices for different types of transported goods? What do we call this practice in economics and why would firms engage in this? Why did it break down in this case?

c. In the song “Rain on the Scarecrow” by John Mellencamp, he decries the loss of the family farm. Over the last 100 years, the percentage of the population engaged in farming has declined from over one-third to less than 3 percent. Why do you think this has occurred, and what impact has this had on the overall well-being of Americans? What is the role of bankruptcy in a market economy? If banks do not foreclose on bankrupt farmers, why might this be bad for farmers in general?

d. In “My Summer Vacation,” Ice Cube describes selling drugs in St. Louis. Why were financial profits so much higher in St. Louis in the short-run than in Los Angeles? What happened to the profitability (loosely defined) of this activity in the long-run? Does the illegality of the market change anything about the incentives to enter and the required profit rates needed to stay in business?

e. In “Piece of Crap,” Neil Young sings about how everything he buys is junk. With reference to the song, under what conditions do you think consumers are more likely to be disappointed in their purchases? What market mechanisms help to alleviate these problems? Does Neil Young think these mechanisms work well (use examples from the song)?
AC/DC : Money Talks Lyrics
Tailored suits, chauffered cars

Fine hotels and big cigars

Up for grabs, up for a price

Where the red hot girls keep on dancing through the night

The claim is on you

The sights are on me

So what do you do

That's guaranteed

Hey little girl, you want it all

The furs, the diamonds, the painting on the wall

Come on, come on, love me for the money

Come on, come on, listen to the money talk

Come on, come on, love me for the money

Come on, come on, listen to the money talk

A French maid, foreign chef

A big house with king size bed

You've had enough, you ship them out

The dollar's up-down, you'd better buy the pound

The claim is on you

The sights are on me

So what do you do

That's guaranteed

Hey little girl, you broke the laws

You hustle, you deal, you steal from us all

Come on, come on, love me for the money

Come on, come on. listen to the money talk

Come on, come on, love me for the money

Come, come on, listen to the money talk

Money talks, yeah, yeah

Money talks, B.S. walks

Money talks, come on, come on

Come on, come on, love me for the money

Come on, come on, listen to the money talk

Come on, come on, love me for the money

Come on, come on, listen to the money talk

Money talks, money talk, talk, talk

Hear it talk

Yeah, yeah, yeah money talks

Johnny Cash: Rock Island Line lyrics

This here's a story

About the Rock Island Line

Well, the Rock Island Line

Runs from New Orleans going North

The train driver pulled

Up to the toll gate

The man asked him what all

They had on board

He said, I ain't got no pig iron

He said, whattaya got

He said, I got livestock

I got livesock, I got cows

I got pigs, I got chicks

I got cows, I got sheep

I got mules, I got all livestock

I got all livestock

I got all livestock

Man said, you're alright then

You go on through

So he went on through the tollgate

And as he went through

He started picking up

And a little bit of speed

Picking up a little bit of steam

As he went through, he says

Well, I fooled you, I fooled you

I got pig iron, I got pig iron

I got all pig iron, I got all pig iron

Let's move it for him now

Down the Rock Island Line

Is a mighty good road

Rock Island Line

Is the road to ride

Rock Island Line

Is a mighty good road

Well, if you ride

You got to ride it like you find it

Get your ticket at the station

On the Rock Island Line

Well, cloudy and lost

And it looks like rain

Around the curve

Come a passenger train

Yes, the Rock Island Line

Is a mighty good road

Rock Island Line

Is the road to ride

Rock Island Line

Is a mighty good road

Well, if you ride

You got to ride it like you find it

Get your ticket at the station

On the Rock Island Line

Then she goes on North and

When she crosses the

Flat land of Illinois

She picks up a little bit more speed

Oh, a, b, c, w, x, y, z

Cat's in the cupboard

But he don't see me

Down the Rock Island Line

A mighty good road

Rock Island Line

Is the road to ride

Rock Island Line

Is a mighty good road

Well, if you ride

You got to ride it like you find it

Get your ticket at the station

On the Rock Island Line

The Rock Island Line

A mighty good road

Rock Island Line

Is the road to ride

Rock Island Line

Is a mighty good road

Well, if you ride

You got to ride it like you find it

Get your ticket at the station

On the Rock Island Line
John Mellencamp: Rain On The Scarecrow Lyrics
Scarecrow on a wooden cross Blackbird in the barn

Four hundred empty acres that used to be my farm

I grew up like my daddy did My grandpa cleared this land

When I was five I walked the fence while grandpa held my hand

Rain on the scarecrow Blood on the plow

This land fed a nation This land made me proud

And Son I'm just sorry there's no legacy for you now

Rain on the scarecrow Blood on the plow

Rain on the scarecrow Blood on the plow

The crops we grew last summer weren't enough to pay the loans

Couldn't buy the seed to plant this spring and the

Farmers Bank foreclosed

Called my old friend Schepman up to auction off the land

He said John it's just my job and I hope you understand

Hey calling it your job ol' hoss sure don't make it right

But if you want me to I'll say a prayer for your soul tonight

And grandma's on the front porch swing with a Bible in her hand

Sometimes I hear her singing "Take me to the Promised Land"

When you take away a man's dignity he can't

Work his fields and cows

There'll be blood on the scarecrow Blood on the plow

Blood on the scarecrow Blood on the plow

Well there's ninety-seven crosses planted in the courthouse yard

Ninety-seven families who lost ninety-seven farms

I think about my grandpa and my neighbors and my name

And some nights I feel like dyin' Like that scarecrow in the rain

Rain on the scarecrow Blood on the plow

This land fed a nation This land made me proud

And Son I'm just sorry they're just memories for you now

Rain on the scarecrow Blood on the plow

Rain on the scarecrow Blood on the plow

Rain on the scarecrow Blood on the plow

This land fed a nation This land made me proud

And Son I'm just sorry they're just memories for you now

Rain on the scarecrow Blood on the plow

Rain on the scarecrow Blood on the plow

Ice Cube : My Summer Vacation Lyrics
[airline attendant]

This is the final boarding call for flight 1259

departing from Los Angeles, final destination to St. Louis

Thank you

[Ice Cube]

Damn G, the spot's gettin hot

So how the fuck am I supposed to make a knot?

Police looking at niggaz through a microscope

In L.A. everybody and they momma sell dope

They trying to stop it

So what the fuck can I do to make a profit?

Catch a flight to St. Louis

That's cool, cause nobody knew us

We stepped off the plane

Four gang bangers, professional crack slangers

Rented a car at wholesale

Drove to the ghetto, and checked in a motel

Unpacked and I grab the three-eighty

Cause where we stayin, niggaz look shady

But they can't fade South Central

Cause bustin a cap is fundamental

Checkin out every block close

Seein which one will clock the most

Yeah this is the one no doubt

Bust a U Bone, and let's clear these niggaz out

Ay ay man, whassup nigga?

Yo, well this Lench Mob nigga!

[gun shots]

Now clearin em out meant casualties

Still had the L.A. mentality

Bust a cap, and out of there in a hurry

Wouldn't you know, a driveby in Missouri

Them fools got popped

Took their corner next day, set up shop

And it's better than slangin in the Valley

Triple the profit makin more than I did in Cali

Breakin off rocks like Barney Rubble

Cause them mark-ass niggaz don't want trouble

And we ain't on edge when we do work

Police don't recognize the khakis and the sweatshirts

Getting bitches and they can't stand a

Nineteen-ninety-one Tony Montana

Now the shit's like a war

of gang violence, where it was never seen before

Punks whirl when the gat bust

Four jheri curl niggaz kickin up dust

And some of them are even lookin up to us

Wearing our colors and talkin that gang fuss

Giving up much love

Dyin for a street, that they ain't even heard of

But other motherfuckers want to stand strong

So you know the phrase, once again it's on

[TV announcer]

Top of the news tonight, gangs from South Central

Los Angeles which are known for their driveby shootings

have migrated into East St. Louis

leaving three dead and two others injured

No arrests have been made

Police say this is a nationwide trend

with similar incidents occuring in Texas, Michigan, and Oklahoma

(female voice repeating in background:

"If it can happen here, it can happen anywhere")

[Ice Cube]

BOOM, my homie got shot he's a goner black

St. Louis niggaz want they corner back

Shooting in snowy weather

It's illegal business, niggaz still can't stick together

Fuckin police got the four-one-one

that L.A. ain't all, surf and sun

But we ain't thinkin, bout the boys

Feudin, like the Hatfields and McCoys

Now the shit's gettin tricky

Cause now they lookin for the colors and the khakis

Damn, the spot's gettin hot from the battle

About to pack up and start slangin in Seattle

But the NARCs, raid about six in the morning

Try to catch a nigga while he's yawnin

Put his glock to my chest as I paused

Went to jail in my motherfuckin drawers

Tryin to give me, fifty-seven years

Face'll be full of those tattooed tears

It's the same old story and the same old nigga stuck

And the public defender ain't givin a fuck

The fool must be sparkin

Talkin about a double life plea bargain

You got to deal with the Crips and Bloods by hand G

Plus the Black Guerilla family

And the white pride don't like Northside

And it's a riot if any more niggaz die

No parole or probation

Now this is a young man's summer vacation

No chance for rehabilitation

Cause look at the motherfuckin years that I'm facin

I'ma end it like this cause you know what's up

My life is fucked

Neil Young: Piece of Crap Lyrics
Tried to save the trees

Bought a platsic bag

The bottom fell out

It was a piece of crap

Saw it on the tube

Bought it on the phone
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Now you're home alone

It's a piece of crap

I tried to plug in it

I tried to turn it on

When I got it home

It was a piece of crap

Got it from a friend

On him you can depend

I found out in the end

It was a piece of crap

I'm trying to save the trees

I saw it on TV

They cut the forest down

To build a piece of crap

I went back to the store

They gave me four more

The guy told me at the door

It's a piece of crap
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