
You're Bored, We're Hot 
 
 
Summer on the Swanee. It's a hundred degrees 
And confusing for all of the whiskey and blonde chicks. 
At this lowly meridian, we space out under the trees. 
 
I'll spend most of my time down beneath my knees, 
Looking for bottles to pass all this time in the sticks. 
Summer on the Swanee.  It's a hundred degrees 
 
And I'd be naked as hell but for all of the fleas, 
Singing love songs to the forest's myriad ticks, 
To whose lowly harmony we space out under the trees. 
 
If you're as hot as I am, you're sweating seas, 
And a little distraction is what our situation predicts. 
Summer on the Swanee.  It's a hundred degrees 
 
Above zero; insects hum a humid reprise 
 And I am willing, as always, to take multiple licks, 
 A lowly harmony spacing out under the trees 
 
 As some equatorial virus turns us dead over easy. 
We’ll go out in style--tragically beautiful, completely transfixed 
 As we space out harmoniously under the trees: 
 Summer on the Swanee, one hundred degrees.  


