Twenty Thousand Cans of Beer

By John T. Wurzer

While the rocky road was winding from you bedroom door to mine

A piece of empty sorrow had me wondering all the time

A deafening explosion that I couldn't seem to hear

The sound of me absorbing twenty thousand cans of beer

It's strange the way the world is and its strange the way it turns

When everyone gets back what he refuses twice to earn

It never made much sense to me, but I have to shed a tear

When revelation strikes with twenty thousand cans of beer

As the inside and the outside of our bodies moved as one

The memory of your soft smile held up to my head a gun

Until, just like a goblin as he gazes toward a mirror

I was blinded in a flash by twenty thousand cans of beer

I'll probably die a lonely man, I've always been alone

They'll print my age and little else upon my marble stone

With my family gathered around the grave, my ghost will then appear

And pass out to the mourners, twenty thousand cans of beer

