I Nose Troubles
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My stomach was a-rumblin’

I need some butter for my bread

I didn’t have me no butter, I had to use margarine instead

I nose troubles, I nose troubles in my soul

I nose troubles, like a fat man know a jelly roll

I swear I’m down so low,

Lord, the Debbil’s at my knee

My Rolls-Royce is in the shop, and I got to drive my Mercedes

I nose troubles, I nose troubles in my soul

I nose troubles, like a fat man know a jelly roll
My guitar done got pregnant

When she give birth to that baby,

I found out I was the daddy

Of this newborn ukulele

I nose troubles, I nose troubles in my soul

I nose troubles, like a fat man know a jelly roll
My stomach was a-rumblin’

Need some butter for my bread

I didn’t have me no butter, I had to use margarine instead

I nose troubles, I nose troubles in my soul

I nose troubles, like a fat man know a jelly roll

Said I nose them troubles, like a fat man he know a jelly roll

Hmm, hmm, hmm

