Sun Drop, WSOP, and you
I settle down for the night,

Driving in Traffic of hell

To get home before my time

To eat something so you don’t get mad

Before I call you,

I drink a Sun Drop 

From another Trip to OK

I let my fingers deal your number

And I talk to you for hours,

And for a few hours our worlds is ok

Each other pains fade,

And I don’t feel like a loser

And you don’t feel lost

And I don’t feel like a fuck up

And you don’t feel like a fuck up

Because of a the power of the voice

Over a phone line…

