Winnie Blues

Spare a thought for your Winnie Blues, now you be givin' up smokin' again.

Oh have some mercy on your Winnie Blues, now you be givin' up smokin' again.

They just been givin' you simple pleasure, and you gotta go treat 'em like it's a sin.

Well, you take 'em out' your fav'rite pocket, and you shove 'em in the drawer of shame.

Yeah, you rip 'em out' o' that there pocket, and you ram 'em right down in that drawer of shame.

And they be trapped there under the gas bills, a-cursin' all over your name.

But when the full moon come round again, you get that itchin' in your hand.

Yeah when the time of trial come round again, sure 'nuff you get that wanderin' hand.

And you go a-riflin' through them gas bills just as fast as you can.

Could be true what they been sayin', them Winnie Blues'll be the death of you.

Hell, you been sayin' it you own self now, them Winnie Blues'll be the death of you.

Best get done with them cigarettes babe, 'fore they gets done with you.
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