
Long haul  

    

-

               



Trouble Never Looked so Good   

Leaning on the jukebox looking like a prom queen, alligator boots and a double shot of Jim Beam, bleach 
blond hussy, just come in from Memphis, Lord have mercy honey can I get a witness, 
Mmm 

  

Frying like bacon in a cast iron skillet, 

 

cooler than a pitcher full of sweet Ice tea, and smoother than the hood on the general 

   

Chorus 

bright, 
Girl you oughta be a shamed, teasing me the way you do, 
Yo

 

Yeah trouble never looked so good like it does on you  

possum on a gum bush playing hard to get, oughta kn

  

(Chorus)  

it would do, 
And I have held 

  

(Chorus)   



A Bible and a Gun    

(Chorus) 
They say the King James Bible, can chase away the devil, yeah the word of God will keep him on the run, 
but for any earthly threat go with a, 38 special, 
Cause the way this world is headed now the worst is yet to come, 
and the only truth to count on is a bible and a gun  

Raised out on the rural route, way out past the blacktop, where you can leave your front door unlocked, 
ause 

  

Yeah out here in the boondocks, it don’t get too rowdy, but if your driving through Clay county, son you 

 

so go head on 

  

(Chorus)  

   

(Chorus)  

(Bridge) 

semi- , wasn’t made for deer and rabbit, and just because I’m packing doesn’t mean I ain’t a 

  

would sustain for years to come, 
knew to keep a country 

  

(Chorus)   



No Rhyme or Reason 

John Edward’s was a friend of mine, when I was just a child, I was 4 and he was 83, he’d drop by the 

 

ear (and he’d say)  

reason to it all  

  

And the

   

(Chorus)  

 

A

   

(Chorus)  

    



Like Debbie did Dallas  

could be so callous, or just how wild that girl would get  

  

texas, and a heart as cold as lone star beer  

    



Middle aged Honky  

(Chorus) 
He’s a straight white middle aged honky, a corn feed southern child 
He drinks ole Milwaukee, like it ’s going out of style, 
Go high 

 

He’s a straight white middle aged Honky honky Tonkin all night long  

just a blaring Johnny Cash, his t shirt sleeves rolled up to hold his pall mall ci

  

(Chorus)  

so bad, threw him through a plate glass window, but when he got u
a half drunk waitress just to toss him out the door   

He’s a 4 wheel lover, an 8 ball hustler a genuine American son, 

  

Chorus  

He’s a straight white mid

   



These kids Today 

hell  

 

his 

                



   
I’m a road dog honey I ain’t got nothing to lose, yes I’m a road dog mama I ain’t got nothing to lose, I do 

 
Yes I do  

    

And it goes this here 
(Guitar solo)  

      

Guitar solo  

     



A Funeral and a casserole  

We go together, just like biscuits and gravy, old dogs and baby’s, we’re like two peas in a pod, like salt 
and pepper, cowboys and leather, side by side, just like the corn on a cob  

I need you, like a poor man needs a dollar, like a thirsty man needs water, like a bullet needs a gun, a 
picker needs a grinner, the devil needs a sinner, and I need you just like a pirate needs his rum  

(Chorus) 
Right or wrong can’t have one without the other, we’ve been good for one another, as a whole, the 2 of 

may be so bold, we go together like a funeral and a casserole  

I love you, like a soldier loves his country, like a rich man loves his money, like a sailor loves the sea, kids 

  

ch

  

I’ll cling to you just like a preacher to the truth, like an old man to his youth, like a young man to his 
pride, and when we die, and they lay us down forever, we’ll be hand in hand together, over on the other 
side  

And every farmer needs a good rain 
And Every gambler needs a win 
Every hobo needs a fast train 
Every loser needs a friend   



Country like this   

Fresh out of the holler, southern tried and true, working for a dollar, son there ain’t much we can’t do, 
Grew up like my daddy did, heart as good as gold, just a podunk Alabama kid, with red dirt on my soul  

(Chorus) 
And you say country, like it ’s a bad thing, call me a redneck, like it ’s my last name, my southern draws 
mighty hard to miss, you ain’t seen country like this  

I have fought the system, since the age of 17, been In and out of prison son there ain’t much I ain’t seen, 
now I don’t look for trouble, but should it comes around, all them scars across my knuckles, didn’t come 
from backing down,  

(Chorus)  

(Bridge) 
rn to smile when you say Dixie,  

Got a long white Harley chopper, 
With Steer horns on the front 
Ain’t no way to stop her, once them horses get wound up, 

h 

  

Chorus    



   
Man i 

                          



  Where The Red Fern Grows    

           



   
Bartender pour me up a strong one, feels good to be back here again, this whole week has been a long 

   

(Chorus) but let ’s don’t talk about   

    

You see that waitress serving cold beer, another lonely divorce, and ever since I walked up in here, Shes 

ask that mariache house band, if they know any Charlie Daniels  

(Chorus)  

Guitar solo   

 

I didn’t come to socialize, don’t mind my heart that sits here breaking, or the tears that ’s in my eyes  

(Chorus) 



If you had any sense at all   

You’re sooooo relentless, yeah you think you know it all, talking to you is like talking to the wall, Now you 

   

The guy who took you, well he’s mighty well to do, and 
on you, he talks just right, but honeys he’s all wrong, and he’ll leave you soon as something younger 
comes along,  

(Chorus) if you had any sense at all girl, you’d get out of Atlanta, and you’d take that Chevy Tahoe, and 
point it back towards Alabama, 

at all   

iquor in her 

  

(Chorus)  

Some men choose he path of least resistance, some let the world push them around, some men are 
made to go the distance, some are just bound to let you down   



This old Guitar   

This old guitar I’m picking was built back in the 60s, it come down from Montana up to Nashville 

  

Got a crack across 

  

(Chorus) 
And the music that Im making i

     

Now t

  

(Chorus) 
I’

  



Saint Clair County blues 

Candy Higginbothom was as sweet as sugar cane, had a Talladega strut that made a man forget his 

     

come to understand, 

    

Guitar solo  

   

They 

    

let you fry  

Now they got 

clair county chain gang     



                          

Jum

          



The Devil and a full moon   

thumbing through the pictures on my cell phone I’m reminded, of the cause of my misfortune and the 
way it all went down  

to do  

Then some ole boy come walking up not looking too delighted, for a minute there I thought that I was 

head  

(Chorus) blame it on the devil and a full moon, seems like they get me ev

  

It was early and I didn’t feel like going home just yet, so I sat back and ordered one more round, the 

  

We’ll I don’t why they let me sit drink up all that beer, or why they let me dance up on that bar, but they 

air guitar  

(Chorus)  

Bridge 
yeah I was feeling kinda cocky, 
And talking mighty bold, I wish somebody would of stoped me, but I was on a roll,  

My buddy called me up just to ask how I was feeling said he heard about my rowdy night already, said 

old Chevy    


