Sex, TV, and Rock and Roll

By John T. Wurzer

Just give me sex TV and rock and roll

Don't need no holy bible to cure my soul

Don't need no mild women to latch onto

Sex TV Rock and Roll...

And you

When I was small, mostly from head to toe

And I began to knowing the one I know

I'd leave my eyes taped to an old scarecrow

Sex TV Rock and Roll...

And you

When I was grown, stupid, and in my prime

I used to make breakfast with a nursery rhyme

I used to beg, tremble, and watch the whole

of Sex TV Rock and Roll...

And you

But now I'm old, younger, and full of doubt

Don't think this big wig will ever figure it out

And when I die, Satan, will collect with my soul

Sex TV Rock and Roll...

And you

