Meanwhile, Back at the Ranch
It was 1968

Or, maybe it was ‘69

My memory is a little cloudy

About those times

LBJ was in the White House

Tricky Dick was planning his crimes
Meanwhile, back at the ranch,

Things were going down

The band was in the practice house

Playing the blues

Dopey was on the telephone

Selling stuff for people to abuse

Otis was on the radio

Fa, fa, fa, fa, fa, fa

Meanwhile, back at the ranch,

Things were going down

Suddenly, we saw headlights 

Coming up the drive

Swarming like bees to a hive

500 lbs of T

Was sitting in the double wide

Meanwhile, back at the ranch,

Things were going down

Bobby and Martin

Were laid to rest in the sacred ground

Elvis left Hollywood for Vegas,

Heaven bound

History was spinning

Like some mysterious Twilight Zone merry-go-round

Meanwhile, back at the ranch,

Things were going down

It was 1968

Or, maybe it was ‘69

