I got a habit to walk my way on a Saturday night						P.R. de Kruyff


I’ll be home I’ll take care.


I hold my promises, for all the domestic affairs


I got a routine, to hold your hand.


Negotiations unlimited, but one promise will stand.


I got a habit to walk my way on a Saturday night.





Fill up the gasoline, and the washing machine.


Bring home the money, sure I’m calling you honey.


Tear down the dustbin keep up the shape I’m in.


Cracking my backbone, I am not going to leave you alone.


But I got a habit to walk my way on a Saturday night.





It’s a perpetual motion, a balanced emotion.


Six days in a row, my day will follow.


Clears up my head, new energy rushes ahead.


When I walk my way on a Saturday night.





Aint gonna walk my way, on every new day,


No heads in the cloud and bound to burn out.


I’ll be home I’ll take care.


I hold my promises, for all the domestic affairs 


But I got a habit to walk my way on a Saturday night.  


 





