Texas Bud

Greasy

We’re driving in the desert

Trying to stay insane 

Looking yeah looking 

For the easy way

All the ether was used up 

The acid was bad 

The beer was a savior

But I was looking

Looking for the Texas bud

When I saw that hippie on the way

Said that he only had the peyote

Took some and fucked the ground

What we’re looking for was nowhere around

Savage Lucy we met back in Vegas

She was crazy better go back home

We got to make it down to Austin Texas

We got to get some Texas bud


Chorus

Texas Bud

(repeat)


Chorus

Yeah yeah yeah 

Uh hu 

Yeah yeah yeah

Looking for the Texas Bud

