My Favorite Carpet

 

My house in the 60's had wild green shag,
It collected lot’sa dirt and became such a drag.
Hurculon was next in line and I kept it clean,
Wore like iron, kept the dog outside, boy I was mean.
Got rid of the dog cause my cut pile looked so nice,
Now I'm cool with my flooring so I've got a new device.
 

My favorite carpet is the kind that lays down loud,
It's delivered by a B-52 Stratofortress up in the cloud.
When it's put down right the Taliban is blown away,
They can't come back to abuse women the next day.
Carpet bombing goes down across the mountain pass,
Stoppin their retreat and kickin their ass.

 

The Northern Alliance watches with glee,
Soon they'll be able to take Kabul you see.
That Taliban front line is being pounded hard,
Bring in your reinforcements, it's your hidden card.
We encourage all fundamentalist to join in,
So we can wipe you all out including Osama bin.
 

Yes, the smell of cordite in the morning we agree,
Is the smell of new freedoms for the people you see.
We shall never rest while Muslim fanatics are around,
We'll bomb, cut your money off, cause you are goin down!
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