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The littered face of a gambler

Scarred with blood from a night at the war

A toast to the host and the holy ghost

Free jellybeans at the store

Well, they told him that he was snowed in

But he strutted right out that door

And now he's too tired to save us anymore.
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Too long in the hot sun

Too many days on the rag

Too many people dying while they're raising up their flag

Give me the world in a bottle and I'll give you my heart in a bag

Lying there sunburned from too many days on the rag.

I've seen canals on my grandpa's forehead

And streams 'neath my grandma's eyes

And they flow real slow into a river of woe

Bouncing grey clouds from the skies

But then it all turns blue and they're looking for you

You spend your hours swatting flies

Watching the pumpkins eating up Jack o Lantern pies.
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Now, Baby Ben's in the attic

With hands that got no place to go

And a trace on his face that just strains to keep pace

While the toasters watch the breadlines grow

Then the circuit popped and the window dropped

Just to keep out all the August snow

Hell don't ask me, it all went by so slow.
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