The Quintessential Fool

By John T. Wurzer

Half a shot of tequila, half a shot of gin

Half of me is wondering, what kind of mood are you in?

You know I never intended to make you offended or to break any golden rule.

I just didn't want to be left here, looking like the quintessential fool.

You light another match babe, you light another flame

I write another love song, but it don't even know your name

You know I wasn't even trying on that rainy night when I lost all those games of pool.

I just didn't want to leave you there, looking like the quintessential fool

I smoked the fresh tobacco; I smoked the bleeding vine

I'll smoke almost anything that burns tonight

Because I know that you ain't mine.

And though we never made it love, still love was always dripping all over your stool

Making me appear to be, looking like the quintessential fool.

They tell me that I'm backwards, and hopelessly undersexed

Abused, misused, confused, in blues, Dylanized and underdressed.

They took my clothes, they bronzed my nose and then they chained me to the bottom of a swimming pool.

They were hoping I would drown there, looking like the quintessential fool.

I never wanted to love you.  It was an accident.

It must have been that time of the month, because our love just came and went.

Now I feel just like a knight in tin-foil armor trying to bluff his way through a dual.

Lying on this battlefield, looking like the quintessential fool.

