Round and round the roulette goes,

will it stop or will it blow.

Slipping into oblivion,

it's time to drink like the Russians and let go.

It's time to drink your worth,

and bet your all in this one barrel,

a single shot,

and you might finally get to rot.

Heave ho and we go,

drinking till the sun goes down,

drinking our fill till we frown,

this is the night that we will live.

And round and round the barrel goes,

silvery shimmer swirling within,

this is the night where we live till our fullest,

a night with no more sorrows.

