Roamin’ Free

Blue birds chirp in chorus to break the dawn,

But I can’t hear them over my Detroit idle.

Baby, there’s no one home to mow the lawn

Cause I’m roamin’ free in my big truck saddle.

A Louisiana bayou today

Through a Smokey mountain pass tomorrow

I’m burin’ diesel to earn my pay

And satisfy the bank where I had to borrow.

A southern twang comes across my CB

To announce a “brake check” up ahead,

Halt that load that’s pushin’ me

Down the road to places unknown to bed.

It’s weigh stations and dot checks I deride

Coaxin’ my low rumblin’ engine up this grade,

A friendly marker flash to a brother passed by

It’s a solitary lifestyle but a choice easily made.

Can you just image sittin’ at a desk?

Day in and out the same scenery to imbibe,

Put that last nail in my coffin in jest

I’ve got the soul of a trucker and my spirit must ride.
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