4/4 Time

Vanagon




Bouncing down that dusty desert road, with a mounting sense of dread.
Trying not to watch the needle climb  as it slowly moves into the red.
With a stranger’s push made it into camp.  Here we are, but I wondered why.
But late at night the answer came  when we stared out at that starry Chaco sky.
CHORUS:
That was in the Vanagon.  It’d break down then it ran again.



Heard me laugh and it made me cuss:  life and times in the yellow bus.

Climbing west out of Gilroy,  knuckles white while I try to steer,

Accelerator flat against the floor, wishing that I had a lower gear

Anxious moments on the road,  but what stands out when I reminisce
Music that we played both day and night,  and all those friends that now I’ve come to miss.
CHORUS:
That was in my Vanagon.  It’d break down then it ran again.



Heard me laugh and it made me cuss:  life and times in the yellow bus.
It took me to some places I’m so glad I went.

And saw me through the loneliest nights I ever spent.

Driving home at 3:00 from Old Molloys;  another night of booze and rock and roll.

Hoping this old camper wouldn’t catch   the eye of the Highway Patrol

CHORUS:
Yeah that old Vanagon.  Saw many a shenanigan



Heard me laugh and it made me cuss:  life and times in the yellow



Vanagon.  Should be glad I never can again.


Deal with all that stress  and fuss,

Of life and times in the yellow bus.

Adios, yellow bus.
