I was waitin out the hurricane

before I got my dough

for the gig we played on saturday

I'd split the cash with Joe

I made it through the wind and noise

I thought we were ok

But water started risin

I knew I couldn't stay

I moved my bass up the stairs

And went down for my kit

I thought I'd gotten there fast enough

but the surge has ruined it

the front door was ripped right off

the windows blew right out

as water ran through the house

big trouble here no doubt

the levy must have broken

the neighbourhood ain't there

what the hell is happenin

the waters come up the stairs

I climb out on my roof

I couldn't bring my bass

it's floating in the second floor

my life was in this place

A sea of crap surrounds me

I don't know where to go

I'm stuck up on this roof for now

my thoughts turn to Joe

I have no more money left 

my bass was all I'd pack

then floatin by, I see this guy

guitar case on his back

I knew the case from stickers where

we played this seedy place

he wailed a crazy lick that night

a look was on his face

I knew my life was over

I didn't want to wait

and gave up holdin on to things

and pushed along my fate

