
Nathan Hamilton, Outlaw's lament
I'm a saint when I'm with sinners I'm a sinner when I'm with saints They praise me for my weakness Damn sure stone me for my strengths I lay down with whores and gypsies I share wine with drunks and thieves Cut men with cold straight razors Watch them drop down on their knees But I ain?t got the devil in me I got a rusted old tobacco tin that?s filled with yellow teeth I got a torn and tattered Bible and it brings me some relief I?ve done some killing with a pistol But won?t be dying by the gun I got a blue glass bottle of poison In case there?s nowhere left to run But I ain?t got the devil in me Chorus When the high night wind is howling I can hear my momma cry For my righteous days have given in to wicked ways No peace or comfort can I find
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