SHE SURE CAN TREAT ME COLD

Jimi Hendrix died on my birthday

Same day they nabbed Patty Hearst

Things been going down for a long, long time

Now they’re going on down 

From bad to worse

Oh Lord

Have mercy on my soul, if I got one

I got a gal, a sure enough hot one,

But she sure can treat me cold

I come home of an evenin

Drunk, strained out and stoned

She’s on my case, she’s in my face, she won’t leave me alone

Oh Lord, have mercy on my soul, if I got one

I got a gal, she’s a sure enough hot one, 

But she sure can treat me cold
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