Tandem Fever

Yep, I’m here for another load

This shipper for sure must know

How to distribute that weight bestowed

In my rust bucket trailer - my foe.

You see it’s trying to take my under

Cause I’m on near my last dollar, no shit!

I’ll be forced to give in, surrender

Cause my tandems won’t slide, they quit!

I juice ‘em with gallons of WD 40

Hoping that metal to metal will glide

But all I get for my effort, oh lordy

Are pulled muscles cause that sob won’t slide!

It seems a small reason to call it a day

And I’d really rather work than sit,

But that weigh master down the road will say

“You’re axles are over, Mister, so park it.”

I’m praying to the tandem god above

To release that stupid pin the next try

I need to run this load for money not love

You don’t want to see a grown man cry.

I know, Mr. Shipper, you’re not worried

About my problems with this trailer from hell,

But if you’ll just load me evenly, not hurried

There’d be no need to slide - that would be swell.

All right, I know I must be able to slide them

And I’d hate to give up my ride in the saddle

Cause I’ve got to be able to ride ‘em

It’s my grown up horsy I straddle.
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