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College Man Blues

Well we stopped at the party, said “which way to the keg?”

Well we rolled to the party, said “which way to the keg?”

Said, “I gotta fill my cup now, kill this twitchin in my leg”

Now I’m feelin pretty good, ‘n fact I’m drunk as hell

Now I’m feelin pretty good, ‘n fact I’m drunk as hell

Let’s go find someone to take us, take us down to Taco Bell

There’s a girl over there, she looks pretty fine

There’s a girl over there, she looks pretty fine

Gonna go over an talk to her, and let her taste my wine

This party kicks ass, but there’s a knock at the door

This party kicks ass, but there’s a knock at the door

I said, “I sure hope that’s the pizza, ‘cause I am hungry for more”

Cops are at the door, so run for your life

5-0’s are at the door, so run for your life

“I’m trying to start my car,” I said, “but my gas tank’s been syphed”

The heat pulled up, said, “You boys been drinkin tonight?”

The heat pulled up, said, “You boys been drinkin tonight?”

Well I said, “No sir officer, this right here’s Coors Light”

They hauled me into jail, with them cuffs on my hands

They hauled me into jail, with them cuffs on my hands

I’m just lyin’ in the cell, ‘cause I’m too drunk to stand

I asked the police man, for a Monopoly pass

I asked the police man, for a get-outta-jail pass

I said, “I really need to go, I’ve got a two o’clock class”

—Joel Porter

A Woman

No man, he knows what to do with a woman,
No man, he knows what to do with a woman,

A strange, strange thing is a woman.

A baby boy, he was born free today,

A baby boy, he was born free today,

And he, he’ll be free ‘til a woman steals his heart away.

This woman, she’s as beautiful as can be,

This woman, she’s as beautiful as can be,

But no, you know she doesn’t know my name.

A woman, she can be your best friend,

A woman, she can be your very best friend,

But then, if friendship is love what then?

Bonnie Lynn, I wish she were more than my friend,

Bonnie Lynn, I wish she were more than my friend,

Can anyone, anybody know what’s in a woman?

I try, ever so hard each and everyday,

I try, ever so hard each and everyday,

To know, just what her feelings say.

Just friends? Heartbreak may be on its way,

Just friends? Heartbreak may be on its way,

A dangerous, dangerous thing is a woman.

Some day, some day she will be mine,

Some day, some day she will be mine,

A fine, fine thing is a woman.
—Timothy Polnaszek
I’ve Got Problems

I’m chilled to my bones, with snot froze to my face.

I’m chilled to my bones, with snot froze to my face.

It’s so cold, I think I’ll stay inside and take up space.

I ain’t got no money, got bills I can’t pay.

I ain’t got no money, got bills I can’t pay.

Need to find me a good job, to help my money to stay.

Think I’ve broken my foot.  It’s so bad I can’t walk.

Think I’ve broken my foot.  It’s so bad I can’t walk.

My foot is broken so bad, like it was smashed by a rock.

I don’t have a girl, can’t find me no love.

I don’t have a girl, can’t find me no love.

I need me a good woman, Lord, like and angel above.

My truck’s broken down, it’s at the end of its line.

My truck’s broken down, it’s at the end of its line.

Now I sit on the bus, and waste all that time.

My dog doesn’t move, I think that he’s dead.

My dog doesn’t move, I think that he’s dead.

His tail doesn’t wag when I scratch his old head.

So sick I can’t sleep, so tired I can’t eat.

So sick I can’t sleep, so tired I can’t eat.

And now I’m so hungry, can’t stay on my feet.

I need some good luck.  I need me some love.

I need some good luck.  I need me some love.

Cause what I’ve got, Lord, it ain’t good enough.
—Abe Zenker
Bad Job Blues

I gotta get to work every Friday at five

Yeah, I gotta get to work every Friday at five

I ain’t makin no money workin at this dive

I’m a hatin my manager at this work

Yes, I’m a hatin my manager at this work

Why does my boss have to be such a jerk?

I get in there and my mood turns so bad

I get in there and my mood, it turns so bad

Until I get outta there I’m gonna be sad

Customers demanding things left and right

Yeah, customers demanding things left and right

Its like these people wanna start a fight

I’m starin at the clock as the hours go by

I’m just a starin at the clock as the hours go by

Standin there  thinking about my guy

When I get outta here he wont do me wrong

Yes, when I get outta here he wont do me no wrong

But these hours, they are strechin out so long

I’ve been trudging to these tables all night

Yes, I’ve been trudging to these tables all night

But these customers, they just ain’t treatin me right

Its almost ten, I’m about ready to get out

Oh yeah, its almost ten, I’m ready to get out

I’m so happy I’m ready to shout
—Rachel Erstad
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