The Freightliner Blues

It’s a ride, built on air for the highway

That Freightliner Century that breaks.

I’m just delivering the goods my way

When the damn thing rumbles and shakes.

No blown tire this time it’s the motor

Which worked fine just a second ago,

But now I’m in deep there my pocket

Where my now flimsy wallet I show.

Please Mr. Fixit, I just finished repairing,

I’m new and I just need a break,

So don’t piss on my leg and say it’s raining

So naïve all my money you’ll take.

Sure I’ll believe you when you tell me

That something just broke a moment ago,

I’m so stupid for buying this heap you see

That I deserve this giant bill you show.

Ok, I’m on the road again driving

To places and faces yet shown

Now my trusty steed is thriving

Until that next breakdown is known.

The engine is purring and gulping

Pure diesel at a hundred dollars a pop

Oh shit, is that my exhaust stack I’m dragging

Down I-75 as a mop?

No, I just caught some trash on the roadway

It sticks to me like glue

What’s that knocking sound I hear today

I remember it the night my drive tire blew.

It’s been absent until this very moment

Just as I’m starting to believe

That I can make a load unbroken no torment

For my life-blood is beginning to bleed.

Can I hold it together for a short time

To get a little ahead in this race

Nope, my steed just began to unwind

And I’m slowing the traffic a pace.

They just don’t understand my wagon

It needs tender loving care a bit

Stop honking that horn cause I’m dragin’

My baby is trying to quit.

I talk to it nicely, but in vane,

As I slowly pull off the road

“Oh Barbara, will you call the broker

And tell him I’ll be late with this load?”

I’ll get my horse fixed in the morning

When calmer heads prevail.

Cause right now I’m wailing and storming

At the salesmen who sold me this whale.

By Eric Johnston

November 4, 2003
