Forget, Remember?
Winter comes to town, the days are getting tough

When summer comes around, I’ll feel better

I’ve come a long hard road, to tell you who I am

But like an ole run horse, I’m feeling dead-o

They say forgetting happy days is hard to do

Gypsy life was not your style, but you managed

You let me ride out front, be your pistolero

I, I took you home, you were my souvenir

Lovers for a sweet, short long while

They say forgetting happy days is hard to do

The daily grind is here again, I’m sorry dear

Do you remember the days of our sweet music

We didn’t see the world, but we sure saw a lot

We didn’t see the world, and we didn’t have to

They say forgetting happy days is hard to do

The river of memory, is floating over a bit

Darling sweetheart, I still think of you

Well my guitars, they take me thru the night

And your memory, pops up once in a while

