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By John T. Wurzer

The bedroom is empty, and so is my beer

Her coffee is brewing, but still she’s not here

A half finished puzzle, gets thrown in the trash

My ashtray is aching, for a piece of her ash

And they tell me when you got nothing, you got nothing to lose

And it’s true I got a whole lot of nothing baby,

But still I got these Dagg gone blues.

I can’t play this guitar, I can’t play these drums

Can’t play with my fingers, they feel like they’re thumbs

I can’t live the night life, I get tired of the days

There’s no other woman, that I want to phase

And they tell me that absence makes a heart want to fuse

And I’m feeling a whole lot of absence baby,

Cause I got these Dagg gone blues.

