Nashville Nights

By John T. Wurzer

Baby gotta find those Nashville nights

Looking through wax museums lights

Backwards staring down a one way street

Light in my head and dead on my feet.

I've been rustled, hustled, and decorpusled

Gotta find those Nashville nights

I've been baited, rated, and educated

By a silent dog who bites

Gotta find those Nashville nights

The princess was a turning sweet sixteen

It was the happening party, a swinging scene

She was courted by earls, lords, dukes, and kings

And no one understands the song she sings

Dina in a pool hall, handing out the brews

Running to the jukebox through construction crews

Living in the city, is like camping in a van

You can not see the forest, cause the shit has hit the fan

