Drunk

Doesn't anybody want to listen to my story

Doesn't anybody wnat to listen to my song

Donen't anybody want to fight for love and glory

Doesn't anybody want to cry the whole day long

I was drowning in a mine shaft in west virginia

I was sweating in a sweatshop in east LA

I was looking for a place that the martyrs want to bring ya

and praying that I might find me a better way....

Well I once knew a girl in redneck China

Who's father's cows were drowning in the hay

She proved that she was better than the girl from carolina

but never proved she was the girl who wanted me to stay

I once knew a girl from a violent constellation

Who asked me to observe the stars at night

And although it was an unforgettable sensation

I never caught her kissing me good-night

I finally met a girl who answered all these nightmares

With an iron cross positioned on her knee

She never asked for more than the pleasure of my light stares

But I told her, "This is not the man I'll be"

