Judgement Day

By John T. Wurzer

Last call in the devil's nightclub and you see Jesus taking a bow

You've been sleeping with the holy bible, waking up with the wheel and the plow

You order an empty shot glass to go with a half-full bottle of wine

He's singing a new song, God! Is it already closing time?

Where is the ankle that savior once gave

For the good of mankind that he thought he could save

Where is the palm that was holding the nail

He's up on the stage now, Jesus Christ! He's starting to wail.

And he says, "Do unto others, and reap what you sow,

He ain't heavy he's my brother, let's play a little bit of rock and roll

What is Caesar's give to Caesar, what's mine...you'll never take it way

It gets harder to feel ya, with each shot of tequila,

Because it's already judgement day.

He's doing an encore, although they've already shut down the bar

The man in the corner whisper's to me, "Hell, I could make him a tar!"

The girl in the red shorts throws her shirt at the sweat on his chest

While the drummer keeps pleading, "Oh God, won't you give me some rest!"

Where is that crown of thorns that he wore at the whipping post

Where is the Father, Is there a trace of the Holy Ghost

Is this the end of the line or the start of the trail?

He's up on the stage now, Jesus Christ! He's starting to wail.

And he says, "Do unto others, and reap what you sow,

He ain't heavy he's my brother, let's play a little bit of rock and roll

What is Caesar's give to Caesar, what's mine...you'll never take it way

It gets harder to feel ya, with each shot of tequila,

Because it's already judgement day.

