TAKE THAT GIRL

Listen boy, I just don’t get it,

Met her once and can’t forget it

Let her down and you’ll regret it

Now…

It’s true, yes it’s true,

I can’t tell you what to do

But if I were you I’d take her

Take her and I’d make her

Yes I’d take that girl

And make that girl my own.

As the midnight hour approaches,

You still let her take her chances,

Don’t ignore her anxious glances

Now…

Can’t you see can’t you see

What a fine thing she might be

Go to her and hold her

Love her, tease her, scold her

But take that girl

And make that girl your own.

She’ll not hide her head in sorrow

When the daylight comes tomorrow

She’ll have dreams that you can borrow

Then.

So don’t be a fool like me

Don’t pretend that you can’t see

Just go to her and get her

I don’t think that You’ll regret her

You gotta take that girl

And make that girl your own.
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