This Old Road

By John T. Wurzer

This old road is filled with life

This old road is filled with life

This old road is filled with life

This old road is still my wife

This old road is filled with beer

This old road is filled with beer

This old road is filled with beer

And you won't find any warm beer here

This old road is filled with pain

This old road is filled with pain

This old road is filled with pain

And water running down the drain

This old road is filled with fire

This old road is filled with fire

This old road is filled with fire

If I don't walk it, it don't tire

When I'm a walking this old road tonight

I wanna hold you close I wanna hold you tight

You try to get inside of me my dear

But this old road is closed I fear

This old road is calling me tonight

