Peanut Butter Heartaches

Written By John T. Wurzer
I've got them peanut butter heartaches and they stick to the roof of my mouth

I'll pour another shot of whiskey, hope they dissolve and move down south

I've got them peanut butter heartaches and they stick to the roof of my mouth

I was jogging in the bathroom just trying to wash my hair

I opened up the shampoo, found those peanut butter heartaches there

And my girl she done left me, she don't want me around anywhere

I've got them peanut butter heartaches and they stick to the roof of my mouth

I'll pour another shot of whiskey, hope they dissolve and move down south

I've got them peanut butter heartaches and they stick to the roof of my mouth

Lord I'm sitting out and it's a Friday afternoon

When up comes a lady, she's gonna sing me an old time tune

But she walks right by me hits the next man pretty soon

I've got them peanut butter heartaches and they stick to the roof of my mouth

I'll pour another shot of whiskey, hope they dissolve and move down south

I've got them peanut butter heartaches and they stick to the roof of my mouth

(And any other words you happen to think up)

