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I Can’t Help but Love You 

Debbie Newcomb 

 

We tried it for a while, 

but I still saw your smile 

when you left me. 

Still, with all the good we shared, 

I know that once you cared, 

and I can't help but love you. 

 

I see you around town, 

on another man's arm. 

Babe, I'm so far down, 

missing out on your charm, 

but even with your perfidy 

I can't help but love you. 

 

The problem was change: 

you too much and me too little. 

I never thought that would estrange 

people as close as we are; 

so I'll see you tonight at the bar. 

I can't help but love you. 

 

Tonight I'll make my move 

and no one will intrude. 

My .45 will stop your change 

and your breath. 

Then I can catch up to where you 

left 

off. 




