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Stoned Dog Express

Two cool dudes,

Inan old Dodgetruck.
Picked meupthat night,
| wasdown onmy luck.

My tired feet sore,
Fromwa king nowhere.
Thedrizzlingrain,
Dripping downmy long hair.

Junkinall corners,

Just find Sitting room.
Gasneedleon empty,
It srunning onfumes.

A bottle of mad dog,
Two jointsof good bud.
Our visonisfading,

Our eyesfull of blood.

Blank instrument panel,
Theleast of our gripes.
Rain pouring down,
Thewiperswon’t wipe.

But we' regonnaget there,
Ifitkillsusal.
Providingtheengine,
Don't putt to astall.

So look out you suckers,
We recomin’ thru.

The stoned dog express,
Inlane number two.



