In My Shoes
(Words and Music by Gino Ruberto © 1996)

I found a twenty dollar bill in an old suit coat

Pissed it all away on alcohol and cigarettes

I was smiling for a while; I have no regrets

Down at the “Worn-a-Bit” the welfare mothers

Browse through children’s clothes

Seems like they’re born to lose

And it aint bad to be in my shoes.

First of the month, 

Another beggar’s banquet at the bank

Kamikaze downs another at “Stand-Up Franks”

He’s been held for ransom every time he ever drank

And “Hiawatha-Man” with Lysol can

Lies comatose and soiled

You’d swear they’re born to lose

And it aint bad to be in my shoes.

Hypocrites and sinner misfits

Steer these eerie city streets

Crippled heroes walk their beat

In sad routines with no retreat

They’re victims of a dying flame

Just trying to assign the blame…

Son-Seattle had it all from everything I read

Smells like everything I’ve ever dreamed of, but instead

Son-Seattle went and put a bullet in his head

Seems it’s a dire terrain to live with fame

When all you’ve known is pain

Seems like they’re born to lose

And it aint bad to be in my shoes.

