I See Your Insides Mama

By John T. Wurzer

I see your insides mama and I can't see anything else

I see your insides mama and I can't see anything else

You could style your hair; you could wear perfume,

You could smell like an angel, come into my room

I'd see your insides mama because I can't see anything else

It don't matter how you look mama, that's all right with me

It don't matter how you look mama, that's all right with me

You could put on that dress; you could make up your face

You could drag your body all over the place

I'd see your insides mama because I can't see anything else

I see your outsides mama, every once in awhile, that's fine

I see your outsides mama, every once in awhile, that's fine

You could paint those eyes; you could brush your teeth

You could wax your legs, wear a Christmas wreath

I'd see your insides mama because I can't see anything else

I hear your heartbeat mama, when I'm lying in bed alone

I hear your heartbeat mama, when I'm lying in bed alone

Late at night I hear you call my name

You call it love, but I call it pain

I'd see your insides mama because I can't see anything else

