
And now we taste those memories
When hearts were gay and songs were sung
Where happiness was just a pile of leaves
When we were free, when we were young

DADDY'S SHOES ALL BUTaNE

I'm going to get a whipping
I k now it through and through
I haven'tanyexcuseatall
For the crazy things I do

I'm the toughest guy around
And gosh' I'm only five
I can beat up any fellow
Or any man alive

Yesterday I took Dad's shoes
Oh! This is hard to tell
But I took his lovely, lovely boots
And dropped them down the well

I can punch like the devil
Endure the greatest pain
But now I better run like hell
(For here comes Mary Jane)'

INJUSTICE REMEMBER

My wife is the dumbest 'woman
I think I've ever found
Now she's suing for divorce
Without a single ground

We gathered up a pile of leaves
The little girl, the little boy
We leaped with laughter ringing clear
Those happy days, that boundless joy

I'm really very innocent
But still she has to holler
Just because she washed that shirt
With lipstick on the collar


