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VERSE 1

 G3                           F                                 G3
Crazy thoughts are running through my head
                                               F                       G3                                               
Another sleepless night without you in my bed
F                              G3
Get Dressed take a couple of shots 
 C                               G3
Whiskey it just ain't enough
F                   C                        G3
In my truck full tank hit the throttle
 F                         C                                          G3
Still gotta empty heart at the bottom of the bottle

CHORUS

 G3
I'm tired of lonely nights
                  F
Drive you out of my mind 
         C                                    G3
Four wheels tail lights leave you behind
                                               F         
You ain't my wife your just some low life 
 C                                      G                                       
Stab me in the back and turn the knife
F                                              C                 G3                                        
I stopped thinkin bout your head on his pillow
F                                  C                       G3
Somewhere between Austin and Amarillo



VERSE 2
 G3          F                         G3
This time no doubt in my mind
                              F                         G3                          
Had it with your double talk and lies
F                     G3
Turn around pack my stuff
 C                 G3
Movin out I had enough
       F                         C                  G3
Get in my truck full tank hit the throttle
 F                                 C                                          G3
Don't need no empty heart at the bottom of the bottle

CHORUS

 G3
I'm tired of lonely nights
                  F
Drive you out of my mind 
         C                                    G3
Four wheels tail lights leave you behind
                                               F         
You ain't my wife your just some low life 
 C                                      G                                       
Stab me in the back and turn the knife
F                                              C                 G3                                        
I stopped thinkin bout your head on his pillow
F                                  C                       G3
Somewhere between Austin and Amarillo

REPEAT CHORUS 


