IN THE CITY COLD AND GRAY

In the city cold and gray,

In a bar on the bad side of town

One night I sat alone,

When Rosie glided through the door

And she seemed to know the place well

She gazed around the room.

She made straight for the bar

Settling down on a stool next to me

I was tryin’ to be cool,

1st Chorus:

But her hair was red,

And her eyes were green,

I could easily imagine the

Little bit of her that

Could not be seen,

So this lonely old man,

Made a play,

For the whore in the bar

In the city cold and gray.

She leaned close to my ear

Whispering of outrageous events

Entertainments starring me,

I must admit I was intrigued

She was stylish and physically blessed

My head began to whirl

I don’t remember a thing,

I just found  myself up in her room,

My wallet in my hand

2nd Chorus:

Oh her lips were plum,

And her skin was peach,

It was swell when she held

Her charms all out

In easy reach.

Though she did me too fast, and sent me away,
That’s the love you get from whores

You meet in bars                                                         Words and Music Copyright 2004
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