Bastard Son

(Words and Music by Gino Ruberto ©1996)

I’m the bastard son of a factory whore

But I’m tried and true, though black and blue

Heard my bedtime stories to the smell of gin

And I fell asleep to the sounds of sin.

Runny nose and tattered clothes

Oh, I would feel so lonely

Snide attacks behind my back

You might as well have stoned me.

But I learned to drink and I learned to fight

Got a girl who loves me every night

For a bastard son, I do all right

                                                                       For a bastard son, I do all right.

All my childhood memories are ashtray gray

But I swore that I’d break out some day

Then I robbed that Texaco…cuz I was bored

And I tore away in a ragtop Ford.

Tore away from my pathetic past

Tore away my crippled fate at last

Tore away my world of broken hearts

Tore away and made a brand new start.

And I learned to drink, and I learned to fight

Got a girl who loves me every night

For a bastard son, I do all right

For a bastard son, I do all right.

And when the cycle ends

You can face yourself with pride again

Oh, I’m scarred and beaten

Yeah, but I won my war…

I won my war…

And I learned to drink, and I learned to fight

Got a girl who loves me every night

For a bastard son, I do all right

For a bastard son, I do all right.

