“DAMN HER BLESSED SOUL”

By: Don Drury

1.
She left me with a symptom for which there is no cure.


The pain has become to o much to endure.


How is a heart of value to a thief?


When will I get some relief?

CHOURS: 
I curse her every morning when I wake.



and  I ask the Lord to bless her when I hit my knees each day.

2.
Often I awake in a pool of bitter tears.


Damn her for the memory of all those wasted years.


Damn her for the other fools she will lead astray.


Hoping  she will burn in hell for all her wicked ways.  

CHORUS:

3.
Sometimes in the evening when my conscience is ablaze.


I say a prayer to lead her through her dark & tangled maze.


I ask the Lord to help her & I ask him to forgive.


Knowing I’m not man enough to as long as I live.

CHOURS:
(TWICE)
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