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Deserted, neglected, hell I may even be elected

As the saddest one in my cell

Read a western, read the Bible, anything to pass the time

I’m disgustingly sober but the roaches don’t seem to mind

Alabama you’re super, except for your troopers

They’re sonsofbitches, ‘specially one

They can lock me up, but they won’t break me down

Jailer, let me out, I wanta see the sun

Destination Florala

Gonna see some friends

One last time ‘fore we all start back to school

Talk about the past and future

Drink a few cold beers

Lord I’m sorry but I guess I broke the rules

They said 65, and off the road twice

Hell the Blue Squeak’s seen it’s better days

I know they’re lyin’, but there ain’t know use in tryin’

Just one more debt to society I gotta pay

And Alabama you’re super, except for your troopers

They’re sonsofbitches, ‘specially one, ‘specially one

They can lock me up, but they won’t break me down

Jailer, let me out, I wanta see the sun

I said, Tommy, come on back, I wanta see the sun.

