The BUST   (To the tune of My Old Man’s a Dustman)

Oh Mitchell of the drug squad, asshole of the west,

he kicked my ass and stole my grass and I was not impressed.

Sitting in a smoky room, just got out of bed,

Pop a pill and smoke a joint and get out of my head.

Polish up the mirror to get faceless even more,

Flick my ash then a mighty crash

and the Drug Squad's at the door.

There's cannabis in the kitchen and hashish in the hall,

paraphanalia all over the place and posters on the wall,

There's dope plants in the greenhouse and if I remember right,

there's a torn rizla packet in the pocket of my jacket

and the mirrors all dusty white.

I think there is some acid, and I know there is some weed,

plants drying in the attic and an ounce or two of speed,

What incredibly bad timing, I'm busted now for sure,

and oh what a shame for that bag of cocaine

that's stashed under the floor.

Oh Shit, he's found the ecstacy, and my bag of whizz,

Is he lifting up the floorboards? Oh my God he is.

There's roaches in the ashtrays and in the pocket of my coat,

there's a joint I made and a mirror and a blade

and a rolled up ten pound note.

They're loading it all in the car, bags and bags of it,

and questions I must answer, I don't need all this shit.

And now he wants to strip me! Stand up and turn my back!

I don't care All he'll find there

is just my legal crack.

Oh no! He's really serious! Oh sweet Jesus Christ above!

Please not that, there is no need, not the rubber glove!

Be reasonable inspector, fuck off don't you dare!

What would be the point of keeping a joint

hidden right up there?

I think they got the bloody lot. Nothing left for me.

What a sin, not a blim, not a whiff or a sniff as far as the eye can see.

They're going to reform me,it seems I just can't win,

They're even going to take

that delicious space cake,

but they've left me my bottle of gin.

So now its down the station, and get right on the phone,

I'm not answering your questions so just leave me alone.

I'm innocent. It wasn't me. You know this is unfair.

You can't take for granted that the drugs weren't planted, 

I wasn't even there.

It was them not me who used it, those guys can't get enough.

But I'm a gin and tonic man. I never touch that stuff.

My solicitor will sort it out, it can't be all that bad.

But it's sad to tell it was "In that cell,

and mind your fingers lad."

The big cell door closed with a bang, with me on the inside,

I sat down, then paced the room, eight feet, and four feet wide.

Now I'm alone, they've gone away, I could do with a bit of hash,

so what I'll do is take the heel off my shoe

and get out my secret stash.
