Wasted

Think I’m gonna get wasted
Wasted, what the hell
Make the world more appealing
But you can never tell
Maybe I should be wiser
Recognise the sign
Blame it all on Tequila
Blame it on the vodka, blame the wine

Really don’t need a reason
Anything will do
I’m wholly committed
Bar mitzvahs or voodoo
Need no sermon
I’m living out the dream
Seizing the moment
 Least that’s how it seems
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[bookmark: _Hlk48939099] It’s plain to see we won’t agree
What’s good for you will never be good for me

         Think I’ll just have another
A Chaser for the road
 Don’t need no excuses
Then I’ll be headed for the door
              You can all stand there
And watch it start to turn
Into that tailspin
 The way it’s always done

It’s plain to see we won’t agree
What’s good for you will never be good for me

Think I’m gonna get blasted
All the way up to the moon
Start talking in Techno
Or fluent baboon
They won’t understand 
A word I say 
But then again
They’ve never anyway


 























