Wasted Youth?

This ain’t no sweet tea an jasmine joint

This ain’t some Brit chick talking shit about 

God as my witness

This is real country

With shitkicker boots and thick tongue

Moonshine so smooth going down like rainwater

And blowin up your belly like that firecracker you didn’t throw fast enough

This is satellite dishes in front of trailers in a bucket full of cement cause

Time warner don’t give two shits about roadrunner in the boonies.

This is playing with sticks in the woods for guns and saving the world on my

Swingset

NO I was Chewbacca last time I wanna be Han Solo

NO Luke’s a pussy I wanna be Han Solo!

It’s my damn swingset anyway and I’m gonna be Han Solo

And then your best friend whoops your ass and you’re fuckin Chewbacca

Again

But it’s alright cause he’s your cousin and mama will whoop his ass later

This is sittin on the front porch watchin the rain come

Every day in august about 6:30

Don’t worry honey, that’s just God bowling.

And if it rains when the sun shines it’s cause the devil’s beating his wife

And what dumbass married the devil anyway?

And the mix of rain smell and honeysuckle and leftover gravy smells

Like 

Heaven

This is football Friday night and minibottles of jim beam

Under your letter jacket and poured into the coke

Sittin in front of the marchin band DRUNK as hell 

Raising Cain

And promising God you’d never drink again if 

He’d make sure Mama didn’t smell it where you puked in

The driveway coming home.

Kenny Chesney ain’t got shit on me,

Cause when I go back, 

They can’t show those scenes on CMT

