Pass Me the Bottle

Written By John T. Wurzer
Come on step up to the bar son

Take this torn leather stool

Hand me your apron

And I won't be your fool

Take a sip from Jack Daniels

Don't worry, this one's on me

And if you've got time to listen

Then you've got time to see
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So won't you pass me the bottle

Cause I could drink it down fast

And this won't be my first one

But son it won't be my last

Cause I can drink with the young folks

And, hell, I'm one of the old

And I could tell you a story

You ain't never been told

When I was a young man

I invested in pain

Made me vaults full of garbage

Dyed with chlorophyll stain

And I found me a woman

And we planted a tree

But the soap opera drugstores

Sell that willow for free
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Well the years went by slowly

And that tree never grew

It died in the front yard

But the backyard died too

And she up and she left me

'Bout two hours ago

While that chlorophyll garbage

Sits and melts in the snow
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