
M a y 1 , 2 0 0 9  

W a s h i n g t o n   S t a t e  P a t r o l 

T i t l e :  W SP  “ B a n d i t ” : 6 0 R a d i o  A s  P r o d u c e d  S c r i p t 

M S I C / S F X :  C o u n t r y  b a s e d t r u c k i n g m u s i c  u n d e r  a n d t r u c k  
S F X t h r o u g h o u t 

ANNCR: [Spoken in cadence with music]  

Not long ago I was on I-5, or, maybe it was one-oh-one, But it was head-to-toe in the granny lane and I was  

hauling about twenty-five ton. 

When a little roller skate with a bright red wrapper, tries to put the hammer down,  

He cuts me off and he hits the brakes and I nearly mow him down.  

Now you ought to give rigs one car length for every 10 miles-per-hour, We need braking room with 18 wheels  

and 600 ponies of power.  

If you cut us off or you ride our tail you’ll surely be pressing  yer luck,  

You see, Smokey is a friend of mine, and the ticket is a 124 bucks.  

Well my ride along, “the man in blue” calls ahead to mama bear, And that little red rover, he’s now pulled over,  

spending money like a millionaire,  

Now a 124 bucks ain’t no chicken feed, but in truth it could be worse,  

It’s a better price to pay than havin’ to ride home in a hearse.   

So when you find yourself on the road with trucks, be sure to give us plenty of room. Cause extra patrols are  

going on now, and you might meet a bear real soon.   

A message from the Washington State Patrol. Ten-four.  
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