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 (Not even of a dog)

Born in California, as a share croppers son

My daddy was a farmer, worked hard all day long

He rode a beat up tractor,  to dusk from dawn

To take care of his family, he knew what must be done

Got no respect, not even of a dog...Got no respect,  time to move on

As a young man, I had to go to war

A place called Vietnam, which we don't talk about no more

But when I got back, the people were spittin' on me

While Hanoi Jane was helping out our country's enemy

Got no respect, not even of a dog...Got no respect,  time to move on

Went and got an education, earned the highest degree

Got myself a job, thought I was makin something out of me

Went and made a lot of money, thought I was breakin' free

But now I'm on the run, the IRS is chasin' me

Got no respect, not even of a dog...Got no respect,  time to move on

I ran off to the mountains, a hundred miles from anywhere

No home, no pool, no pets,  I thought I'd be safe up there

I got no phone, and I got no fridge

But I see some men a comin', I hope this ain't no Ruby Ridge.

Got no respect, not even of a dog...Got no respect,  time to move on

I took all that I learned, and tried to put it to some use

I put one and one together, tried to quit all this abuse

I started a brand new life, got some new threads and shoes

Tryin’ to get my stuff together, But I’m still singin’ the blues

Got no respect, not even of a dog...Got no respect,  time to move on
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