Drive Away

(Words and Music by Gino Ruberto © 1986)

I’m a blond vagabond

In a suit from the Salvation Army

But I’ll strut, rude and wise through the lies,

And despise what surrounds me

I can’t sink to lick their sores

Like patronizing sidewalk whores

I’m young, and I still have

A trickle of hope in these veins.

Yeah, a cop on the beat

Busts a bum on the street for surviving

Says, “This here shopping cart’s

From the mall Mega-Mart, no denying!”

Thinks he lives a righteous life

He starves his dog and beats his wife

Then hauls those away who commit

Crimes he does every day.

I could drive away,

I could drive away

I could drive away

From the wrath of this city

Drive away

Drive away.

You look down on the bums

In the low income slums

Like you’re someone

But I judge who you are

Far above what you own

And you’re no one

You’ve got money, this is true

But I don’t want to be like you

If honesty paid, man

I’d blow you away any day.

I could drive away,

I could drive away

I could drive away

From the wrath of this city

                                                       Drive away

                                                       Drive away.

