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Your Company Is Only In For Money

And Honest Managers Are Hard To Find

On Your Own You’ll Never Hit The Big Time  

And When You Do The Taxman Robs You Blind

Although Your Fans Wil Tear The Place To Pieces

You’ll Never Ever Get A Good Review

The Press Won’t Spill A Word On Your Next Album

And You Won’t Get The Airplay If They Do


Just Tell The Whites It’s Country And Western

Just Tell The Blacks It’s Rhythm And Blues

Just Tell The Intellectuals It’s Jazzrock

And When It Sells Just Tell Them They Can Choose


Romantic Highway Life Is Only Boring

You Never Get A Decent Meal To Eat

The Songs You Write Are Mostly Pretty Ballads

And All Your Fans Just Like A Drivin’ Beat

You Know That Drugs Are Ruining Your Body

You Know Speed Kills So You’re Just Getting Pissed

And Off The Booze You only Live On Downers

So You Will Not Regret The Chicks You Missed


Just Tell The Whites It’s Country And Western

Just Tell The Blacks It’s Rhythm And Blues

Just Tell The Intellectuals It’s Jazzrock

And When It Sells Just Tell Them...


Just Tell The Whites It’s Country And Western

Just Tell The Blacks It’s Rhythm And Blues

Just Tell The Intellectuals It’s Jazzrock

And When It Sells Just Tell Them They Can Choose


