ROCK N ROLL LISA

When I saw her, being Lisa, she was dancing in her wonderful red dress.
…To that rock-n-roll music

That seemed to go all night.

I went out to the party, to the songs

Of the nightingale

…Singing at full pelt.

No need for the blue waterproof.

In the morning

I could see the sun arriving

Over the hill

…Way down by the riverside.

Maybe time for breakfast.

What do you think, Lisa?

Let’s sit in the sun with a cup of tea

…To the sounds of be – bop – bop
(
