Staying Sane at Jiffy Lube 
By John T. Wurzer – Key of C – Capo 3 play A – Capo 5 play G – 144 BPM

Mostly trying to loosen up the ink inside his pen

It keeps on getting thicker than it was when love began
Since he started to allow her kind of love inside his brain
All he’s got is sticky ink without a word to leave a stain 

And now he’s mostly trying to loosen up the ink inside his pen

Years ago the ink would flow like rivers to the page

Oblivious to all of this, this consequence of age

Obnoxious and un-tethered on a tactless road through life

Drowning in the struggle always dancing through the strife

Mostly trying to loosen up the ink inside his pen

He used to be a rolling writer, used to be a felt tipped fool

They once lead him to a pencil; they once sent him back to school

Until he found himself a Paper Mate who didn’t make him Cross

She’d click his Bic and stick around until his dreams were lost 

Meanwhile ‘neath an apple tree a bright fair maiden sat

A product of society poised to steal his hat

Burying her history beneath a pile of leaves

Watching him so deft and slim with perfume up her sleeves

Mostly trying to loosen up the ink inside his pen

He used to be a rolling writer, used to be a felt tipped fool

They once lead him to a pencil; they once sent him back to school

Until he found himself a Paper Mate who didn’t make him Cross

She’d click his Bic and stick around until his dreams were lost 

Tender as the day is long and short as life itself

She took his pen and filed away his dream world on a shelf

The pen went in the freezer, the dreams collected dust

He lost the creativity but he gained someone to trust

Now he’s mostly trying to loosen up the ink inside his pen

He used to be a rolling writer, used to be a felt tipped fool

They once lead him to a pencil; they once sent him back to school

Until he found himself a Paper Mate who didn’t make him Cross

She’d click his Bic and stick around until his dreams were lost 

Now only at the Jiffy Lube where no one can intrude

A place that’s full of cylinders and useless goopy fluid
The words are more like hammered verse than soft and gentle rain

Still all in all it’s just enough to keep him growing sane

Just mostly trying to loosen up the ink inside his pen

