I Fail at Portraying a Subaru Outback in Drag

No time to engineer a hatchback
exit. The interior reeks of pine.
Someone named Bad Johnny rears,

then kicks up some slate off road.

No exit for your interior pining,
save remarks about the pressure
to buck off the crushed slate.
We’re fixing to feel roughed.

Enduring remarks about accumulation
range from cool to hot in the back. I
know how to ease my displeasure at

riding bitch between these johns.

The settings spike from cool to hot,
and some boss ends up blindfolded.
I’m a riding bitch now, Bad Johnny.

Good ones stay quiet when I speak.

Keep the boss in blindfold snug.
Let ‘em cradle a loose cigarette.
Good ones stay quiet when I speak.

Good ones stay quiet when I speak.



