Hot Hot Haut





			   I


Well I got me hot little motorcycle


A Harley Davidson, a Knuckle Head yeh


It’s slung real low, and it’s built to go


I ride to ride, I don’t ride to show


		 IV


Cops don’t bug me ‘cause they know I know better


				   I


They know that playin’ the blues, is my bread and butter


			         IV						V


There ain’t nothin’ else I would rather do


		     	        I


‘cept a playin’ guitar and a singin’ the blues





I got a hot little car parked in my garage


With a 427, that ain’t no fudgin’


It’s wide and low, and it won’t go slow


It’s a pink slip eater, and it’s rarin’ to go


Cops don’t bug me ‘cause they know I know better


They know that playin’ the blues, is my bread and butter


There ain’t nothin’ else I would rather do


‘cept a playin’ guitar and a singin’ the blues





Lead





I got a haut little woman sittin’ by my side


She says to keep her around I got to sell my rides


I said a sorry baby but no can do


I hate to say it but, goodbye to you


Cops don’t bug me ‘cause they know I know better


They know that playin’ the blues is my bread and butter


There ain’t nothin’ else I would rather do


‘cept a playin’ guitar and a singin’ the blues
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