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Long Tall Bottle of Beer

by John T. Wurzer – Capo 3 – Strum E – Finger pick no capo G – 136 BPM
Long tall bottle of beer

Ringing in my ear

Driving me to places that I've been too many times

Boxcars full of hobos, gypsies and some wine
Wine upon an altar in a church without a soul 

Chalices of secrets pouring moonbeams down a hole
Holding on forever to a love that turned to gray

From the brightly colored robes that it wore just yesterday

Holding onto special dreams that wilt now from the heat

and thirst for cooler waters to douse them and repeat

The cycle of life, or the cycle of tears, 
or the cycle of cycles that washes your clothing, 
your dishes, your dark bedroom wishes and your long tall bottles of beer.

Long tall bottle of beer

Isn't here

When I need it most and I head for the void
And I proudly boast that I’m not paranoid
I never call out her name in the dark of the night
Like I did on that night when the whole world was right
Right when she knew she was the woman for me
And this costly adventure would never be free
And I knew what to do when she asked me to see
What it was that she saw in a vagabond like me
It’s the cycle of life, the cycle of tears, 
the cycle of cycles that washes your clothing, your dishes, 
and your dark bedroom wishes and your long tall bottles of beer.
Long tall bottle of beer

Made her shed a tear

Swimming in its solitude and soaking up its song

Solitude that lasted just a couple years too long

Longer than its will to live and love inside this place

Inside a dream caught in between itself and another space

A space that left her all alone, in prison but still free

A face that found its freedom on the road to leaving me

Leaving me to ponder all the love that dried to dust

On a barren desert mountain full of nothing it could trust

Not the cycle of life, or the cycle of tears, 
or the cycle of cycles that wash your clothing, 
your dishes, your dark bedroom wishes and your long tall bottles of beer.

Hey!  Get me a cold one.

I wanna drink ‘till I blink and my lips start turning blue
I’ll play you an old one
Catch your eye with a sigh and a cheap alibi, like I do

Don’t every leave, hey we’re not through
