All for the Best

By John T. Wurzer

Somehow it smells like an apricot brandy

Whenever I open a cold can of beer

Somehow it feels like a warm summer evening

Whenever the October wind hits my ear

Somehow it warms me like a quilt or a blanket

Whenever the icy black shadows draw near

Somehow it seems like I’m living in dreams full of fresh mountain streams when I’m shedding a tear.

It’s all for the best.

It’s all for you, babe.

It’s all for the times I couldn’t think up the rhymes to say how I feel.

It’s all for the best.

It’s all for you, babe.

I’m gonna put on these rose colored glasses, and pretend that it’s real.
Whenever you pick up that cell phone

Whenever you dance through the internet

Does it seep through your bones that nobody

Has grown, and that nobody ever forgets

When you step out on the street with nobody to meet

And no power to devour the clock

Does it tingle the tips of your fingers and lips to watch my hips, or is love just a crock?

It’s all for the best.

It’s all for you, babe.

It’s all for the times I couldn’t think up the lines to say how I feel.

It’s all for the best.

It’s all for you, babe.

I’m gonna put on these rose colored glasses, so and pretend that it’s real.

 Is there a point of confusion, diffused, disillusioned, 

At odds with the ghosts of the past

That drifts past the sun, weighs half a ton

And tempts you at first to be last

Is there a piece of the beast alive in the east?
Or at rest in a grave way out west
Does it cut off your heels, the way our love feels, without meals, or is it all for the best?

