
Oh Laura, Thunderbird motel
This is not a thank you notethis is just a few words that i wrotethey were never meant for you to hearit's just that they kept ringing in my earnow you can read me like an open bookread about the beatings that i tookabout happiness all shot to hellweekend at the thunderbird motelat the thunderbird motelWell the bitter moon is hanging lowneil diamond pours his heart out on the radioand nothing seams to go my wayexcept sad songs and cheap chardonnaythree days in the wildernesswas all it took to make my life a messmy happiness all shot to hellweekend at the thunderbird motelat the thunderbird motel
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