‘twas the night before harvest
‘cause all in the room
The colas were sticky
The flowers in bloom

They came to help trim
Grow season done
Fan leaves for the pile
Hours of fun

[bookmark: _GoBack]The heads were all puffy eyed	
All locked on the couch
Looking for anything
To cure cotton mouth

Old head had his gloves
And shrpened his shears
So many other harvests
In so many years

When all of a sudden
My walkie did crack
“Yo, the fuzz,”
“DEA in front and in back!”

The door broke open
Clatter, clank, and crash
And in through the window
Feds, looking for my stash

I swallowed the roach
My bag down my pants
Hoping they don’t find
My room full of plants









More rapid than beagles,
More feds came in.
I was dumfounded,
Didn’t know where to begin.

When an angry looking man
Got all up in my face
Then took a step back 
And sprayed me with mace.

I denied everything.
I didn’t have the keys.
I rented to a stranger.
He’s not on the lease.

‘of a sudden he did it,
He broke down the door
There was my secret
I could deny it no more.

“You butthole, how could you,”
“Don’t you have kids?”
“These are my family,”
“I can’t believe what you did!”

The man stood back a bit
And saw what he had done
“I was gonna harvest a pound,”
“But now I have none.”

And all of a sudden
Came a tear in his eye
“What have I done?”
Said that short little guy.








“I’ll take care of this.” He said
And sent everyone home.
“It’s just you and me now,
We  are all alone.”

“I’ll go wake up the heads,
All stoned on the couch.”
Just a little bit of Kool-Aid
And no more cotton mouth.

Like a flash came the bong
It passed all around.
The heads were all groovy,
The cop on the ground.

We have only one choice.
All you heads unite.
Get out the camera,
It’s gonna be blackmail tonight.

We took him in the garden
Minus his shirt and pants.
Dark shades and a joint
And hugging the plants.

Then tossed him on the couch
And we got back to work
My door now broken
That asshole, that jerk

Up woke the cop
Dazed and confused
Saw his state of undress
And was highly amused








“’yall got nothing to worry ‘bout,
“I’m the cop on record.”
“Now dab me out,”
“I wanna get peckered”

Santa is real
We found out that night
He came in through the chimney
And saw we were tight.

From inside his bag
Came grams all around
Crystalline and pure
No terpenes found

“This is the shit!” Santa said
“Above the topmost shelves.”
“If you want only the best,”
“Go straight to the elves.”

Before Santa left
He left two more gifts
A box full of seeds
And foliar mist.

Every color of the rainbow
You’ll see in those flowers
Trichomes like golf balls
Like magical powers.

Cure some for next year
And I’ll be back around
I can always tell kids
They couldn’t be found.







































