A Beer, A Glass of Ice, and A Menu

By John T. Wurzer

I was looking for a question for this answer

As I sat there at the local bar and grill

Missing you was growing like a cancer

Too long without a spark, without a thrill

A beer, a glass of ice, and a menu

A notebook and a waitress and a pen

Seven hours without ordering an entree

OOPS, Looks like I drank my dinner again.

I stopped in just to read the weekly paper

Looking for some insight or some news

All about the way we used to dance here

With a stranger feeling stranger than the blues

A beer, a glass of ice, and a menu

It’s been eight long months, I can’t remember when

I last forgot exactly why I came here

OOPS, looks like I drank my dinner again.

And now it’s twenty seconds after midnight

I’m still ordering a beer and spacing out

The barmaid has the glow of lusty angels

And the mystery of fire laced with doubt

A beer, a glass of ice and a menu

And I’m thinking, What is not”, just might have been

Looking for a question to this answer

OOPS, looks like I drank my dinner again.

