
Fried Dirt - Lyrics

Trailer Park
 

Beer bellies bob in the kid’s wading pool 

Elvis is the king 

And no one graduated high school 

 

Trailer Park (3x) 

 

Lynard Skynard blasting on the 8 track 

Rebel flag a’ waving, we’ll never look back 

NASCAR and wrasselin’ are our only sports 

Grandpa sittin’ on a swing in his bermuda shorts 
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Trailer Park (3x) 

 

Jerry Springer knockin’ lookin’ for some guests 

Little baby boy wearin’ a huntin’ vest 

Taking of the tires from your trailer today 

This let’s everyone know you’re here to stay 

 

Trailer Park (3x) 

 

Crusty nosed kid in his underwear 

J.R.’s pit bull is giving everyone a scare 

Weatherman say tornado is near 

High winds and the police are what we all fear 

 

Trailer Park (3x) 

 

As the sun comes up and everyone’s still asleep 
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Empty beer cans glisten by an old rusted jeep 

As the rooster crows and you start to hear the pig 

Ernest Johnson is putting on his wig 

 

Trailer Park (3x)
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