Night Crew
I was a little too tall
Could’ve used a few pounds
Rubber boots, apron, hardly reknown
Down at the fish plant with da blue ass flies
And fish all around sitting way up high
Boxed up firm and high

Out past the forklifts where the fish got heavy
Out in the back seat of my 90 chevy
Sneakin naps without any clues
Workin with the night crew
Tryin to sleep off a hard day on the booze
Workin with the night crew
In the summertime
In the sweet summertime

We weren’t hard workers, oh no, far from it
We weren’t  searchin for some pie in the sky summit
I was just young and horney and bored
found me a tighty to come aboad
And we’d sneek away every chance we could
To the backroom, to the alley or the trusty woods
I’d screw her, she’d screw me
But neither one cared
We were gettin our share
Workin with the night crew
Tryin to jerk on her lower back tattoo
Workin with the night crew
And it was summertime
Mmm sweet, summertime summertime

And oh the hummers
She felt the lightning





And gagged like thunder
gagged like thunder

I dreamed last night about her screams of thunder
Where’s she at I sat and wondered
Started humming a song from 1962
It’ll be funny tell’n the night crew
About how she loves to screw
Coffee break with the night crew
With morning closing in 

Workin with the night crew...Night crew... Night crew... Night crew... Night crew... Night crew... Night crew
