
Damian Michael, Bitter wine
We Met Some Time Ago, When We Were Almost YoungIt Never Crossed My Mind to Ask, Where Did You Come From?I Didn't Have Much Money, So I Stole You a RoseYou Were Dressed Like An Orphan, in Salvation Army ClothesOnce You Were My Inspiration, But, That River's Run DryWhat Was Once Holy Water, Tastes Like Bitter WineI Know I Wasn't Funny, But You Laughed At All My JokesWhen I Was Chaking On the Words to SayYou Shoved Your Finger Down My ThroatThe First Night I Said I Loved You, You Told Me to Go to HellYou Were Giving He Head, On That CreekyOld Bed At the Ol'duvol MotelOnce You Were My Inspiration, But, That River's Run DryWhat Was Once Holy Water, Tastes Like Bitter WineOnce You Were My Inspiration, But, That River's Run DryWhat Was Once Holy Water, Tastes Like Bitter WineI Would Drink of Your River, It Would Always Get Me HighWhat Was Once My Salvation, Now Tastes Like Bitter WineI Never Thought I'd Love Ya, no - I'd Rather Go BlindI Thought I Saw the Future, But the Fortune Teller LiedI Guess She LiedJust Like Everything, Even Good Love Has to DieAin't no Sympathy When It Waves Goodbye, no One Even CriedWe Were One of a KindI Would Drink of Your River, It Would Always Get Me HighWhat Was Once My Salvation, Now Tastes Like Bitter WineI Never Thought I'd Love Ya, no - I'd Rather Go BlindI Thought I Saw the Future, But the Fortune Teller LiedI Guess She Lied
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