Mama is a crust
Here’s a story about a woman i know
The kind of one you can meet at a punk rock show

She took the road one day and never came back home

Now she lives in a truck always on the run

I saw her at a show on Saturday night

She was looking for trouble looking for a fight

Two seconds later she was puking on my shoes

She is the kind of one who like to abuse

Don’t tell her she’s a lazy bum

Don’t tell her she’s a bad bad mum

Don’t tell her she’s a living dead
Or she’s going to kick you in the head

Mama is a crust

She doesn’t care about living in the dirt

She’s going to kick your ass

Mama is a crust

So you better watch out

And stay away from her

Mama is a crust

She’s so famous across the nation
She’s got the worst bad reputation

Everywhere she goes she is out of space

Ready to spit right in your face

Don’t tell her she’s a lazy sod

Don’t say she smells like a dog

Don’t tell her she’s a living dead

Or she’s going to kick you in the head

Blacklisted at every party

She drinks too much always getting dirty

On LSD every time that she can

She used to drive the neighborhood insane

Don’t tell her she’s a living dead

Or she’s going to kick you in the head

