
Venice, Da second week of deer camp
Its the second week of deer campI got a swollen headI'm lying with the dust ballsUnderneath my bedAn icy breeze is blowing inThrough the tongue and grooveMy pants are frozen to the floorAnd i'm too sick to moveI didn't drink too manyOnly thirty cans of beerIt must have been that last shotThat put me under hereChorus:It's the second week of deer campAnd all the guys are hereWe drink play cards and shoot the bullBut never shoot no deerThe only time we leave the campIs when we go for beerThe second week of deer campIs the greatest time of yearI remember playing pokerThat weasel musta wonHe's wearing my new swampersAnd sleeping with my gunHe's snoring like a chain sawThe camp smells like a dumpSomeone's dirty underwearIs hanging on the pumpMukkus in the wood boxEeners passed out on the stoveHis flannel shirt is smokingI wonder if he knowsChorusVitos crawling through the doorI think he got frostbiteHe passed out in the outhouseAnd he's been there since last nightThen goofus stumbles through the doorHe says he got a buckHe was coming from the waysideAnd he killed it with his truckThen muusti cracks a beer and saysIts time to celebrateGoofus got the first buckSince 1968Chorus
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