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half the time you're thinking, and drinking, and sinking,

into another place where there's nothing there

I stood in line for hours, of showers, and flowers, while the

powers that be said we just don't care.

I bought another six pack, a tic tac, a nick nack

Another loaf of bread and some underwear

I dressed in subtle phases, it amazes the crazes that no one

understand but Pierre the bear

He’s sitting on his pillow like a wise and weeping willow

Gazing into space with a vacant stare

He knows what you've been wondering, the thundering and

lighting are another piece of something that he just won't

share.

He perches there a grooming, while crooning, a tune in, his

ornamental voice.  Pierre the bear.

The first time that I met him, I let him, upset him self to

the point where he had no flair

I've been out on the road some, the lonesome, and wholesome,

said "Baby Come and Follow Me Down" and stare

But no one tried to do it like the way he tried to woo it

when he caught you hanging out in the dead man's chair

Bringing home the bacon, and shaking, the aching, a half an

inch away from Pierre the bear.

