The Country Market Fixin’s

Ain’t no cookin’ like that at home

But over the road I’m destined to roam.

I got a stick up my craw

And I’m runnin’ it raw

And hungry enough to eat bone.

All day in the saddle I ride

Wit my crackers right chere by my side,

But by nightfall I’m cravin’

Something decent for eatin’

So to the Flyin’ J County Market I drive.

Umm, umm good that buffet I’ll be havin’

Cause I’m too starved to be waitin’

For that slow cook in the back

He might make a fine snack,

But I’m smothered with gravy and fixin’s.

3 or 4 plates ain’t enough

for this appetite worked up on the rough

truckin’s no fun

without vittles my son

and my waist lines a growin’ as such.

I’ve traveled north, south, west and east

Got my fill of fast food and wild beasts,

But although it ain’t home

I’ll continue to roam

And find the nearest County Market to feast.
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