Pass Me The Newsweek
Written By John T. Wurzer
Dear Andrew, Dear Andrew, I've been meaning to call

You see the wife and the kids got me down

And I'd like to be here but I'm nowhere at all

There's no place for me left in this town

REFRAIN

I remember the springtime in yellow

In the sun, on the walls, in our beer

I remember the greens, browns, the golds in-between rounds

Won't you pass me the Newsweek, you know my letters aren't clear
Now life in the country is a city man's job

You can't win, when you win, you were wrong

And I've been sitting in tin foil with apples that bob

But the wine don't fit into this song

REFRAIN

Now there's a beach by my bedside but the D.J.'s don't know

That I'm playing my own songs tonight

And there's a drowning young sailor in the indigo snow

Who's been painted, but won't ever turn white

REFRAIN

Can a grass blade stop sidewalks that move without eyes

Can a question be answered with, "On"

I'll see you sometime and leave home my disguise

With love and sincerely yours, "John"

By the way have you heard that she's left me

A good girl but never the best

And now I'm left here with heartaches and roses that the sun

bakes

Won't you pass me the Newsweek, I've got names for the rest

Dear Andrew, Dear Andrew, I've been meaning to call

You see the wife and the kids got me down

