Sweating Out the In-laws
(Words and Music by Gino Ruberto ©1993)

On that cold December morning, as the

Chimneys choked their smoke into the sunrise

I shivered at the bus stop

With my whiskers white with frost

And she was sitting with her hands

Stuffed in her pockets looking lost

With a runny nose in three degrees

The Daily News between her knees

I told her I’d spring for the ride

If I could bum her classifieds

“I’d like to read the personals, you see…”

Next thing you know,

I’m sweating out the in-laws

Sugarcoating the bitter pill

“I never did drink, never did smoke

Never did bongs, never did wrong! No siree!

Ward Cleaver’s got nothin’ on me!”

The hacking loom of diesel fumes

Hung heavy like impending doom around me

Just talking ‘bout the weather

Wondering whether I could weather

Yet another lover tethered to my freedom like a net

Idealize, and then regret

The consequence of love is debt

Where logic is assaulted

And your common sense is halted

Now I’m thinking with my brains inside my Hanes…

Next thing you know,

I’m sweating out the in-laws

Polishing my tarnished past

“I never told lies, never womanized

Never told dirty jokes, never sold smoke! 

No siree! Ward Cleaver’s got nothin’ on me!”

Sha-la-la-la-la-la baby!

Light another one for me!

Sha-la-la-la-la, I’m feelin’ free and easy

Sha-la-la-la-la-la baby!

Light another one for me!

Sha-la-la-la-la, I’m feelin’ free and easy now.

Next thing you know,

I’m sweating out the in-laws

Camouflaging my outlaw days

“I never stole cars, never fought in bars

Never talked tough, or been handcuffed

No siree! Ward Cleaver’s got nothin’ on me!”

Sha-la-la-la-la-la baby!

Light another one for me!

Sha-la-la-la-la, I’m feelin’ free and easy

Sha-la-la-la-la-la baby!

Light another one for me!

Sha-la-la-la-la, I’m feelin’ free and easy now.

