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I’ve lived my life

Trying to make the score

Had to borrow and steal

Been left begging for more

You can go buy a dime,

Or pick up an eight ball

But you can’t keep your money

No you keep climbin’ the wall.

Chorus:
If I only had a stash of bags

N’Never do wrong

Sit here by my spoon

Clean my rig all day long

The cops they all want me

The dealers want me dead

So I gotta’ lay low for a while 

In my woman’s bed

If I could make the big score

I would vanish today

And give up the criminal life

And just waste on away

I must be dreaming

I’m ready to scream

Here on my table

The stash of my dreams

(Chorus)

I’ll never hurt nobody

Never steal again

No need to lie or cheat

I’ll never have to sin

