After Dark.
I'm not an alcoholic but I like to have a drink.

It helps to blur the outlines and it helps me not to think.

Lager is the best but I'm not a lager lout,

'cos I drink other things as well, whatever is about.

Cider's cheaper that's for sure but the taste just isn't right.

Either way I'll have to have a pee late in the night.

I'll drink spirits if I must or sometimes a red wine,

even a good home brewed will do, it's not the bottom line.

But I know I have a weakness so I have a Golden Rule,

No alcohol before nine o'clock, I'm not a total fool.

I know that once I've had the one I'll only want another,

and if I start too early I'll end up blubbing for my mother, 

but after dark I must admit, the amber nectar's calling,

and I watch the minute hand creep on. Isn't it appalling?

Five to nine! Nearly time! Any minute now!

God I'm thrilled, nicely chilled, but mustn't break my vow.

Here we go, pour it slow, creamy frothy head,

a few of these then wobbly knees and toddle off to bed.

The outlines nicely blurred, and no more need to think,

I'm not an alcoholic, but I like to have a drink.
