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Oh give me that whiskey, that weird tasting whisky,

the stuff,  we all brewed by ourselves.

Been drinking since morning, be drunk ‘til tomorrow

when I’ll get up and drink it again.

So pass me the bottle friend, it’s my turn to drink.  

Pass me the bottle, friend, it’s my turn to drink.

Let’s call up some honeys and throw them a party, 

one they’ll never forget.

We may get arrested, some of our heads busted,

if the whiskey doesn’t do us in instead.

So pass me the bottle friend, it’s my turn to drink.

Pass me the bottle, friend, it’s my turn to drink.

The stereo’ll be blasting, there’ll be beer bottles smashing.

If the cops come, we’ll head for the hills.

We know they don’t like us but that doesn’t frighten us.

We just hope they don’t find and wreck our still.

So pass me the bottle friend, it’s my turn to drink.

Pass me the bottle friend, it’s my turn to drink.

