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The Johnson boys raised such a stink,

The bartender said with a wink,

“First fight. Then fiddle.



(*)

Right there, in the middle

Of the dance floor, and then we’ll all drink!”

(*) This line originally written by Gwendolyn Brooks.

I no longer love her, that’s certain.

(*)

It isn’t my heart that is hurtin’.

She stomped on my pride

When she made me ride

Through the town wearing just a pink curtain.

(*) This line originally written by Pablo Neruda.

I wakened on my hot, hard bed.


(*)

For five nights, I’ve slept in the shed.

When she said I’m to blame…

I yelled back, “But the game…!”

I should’ve said, “Yes, Dear” instead.

(*) This line originally written by Frances Crawford.

