Beach, Beach, Beach
(with apologies to Brian Wilson, the Beach Boys, and everybody)

Shoobeedoobeedoowah, shoobeedooWOW, Shoobeedoowah, shoobeedooWOW,

You know I’m a musician, and I travel all around,
And I often get to thinking of the girls that I have found,

The ladies in the east, and the north and south and west,

But I wanna sing a song to the girl I love the best,

You know I’ll always love you, and I promise to be true,

So I’m sending out this message that I’m singing just for you:

Cindy and Ramona and Denise and Lindy Lou,
Mary Jane and Allison, Diane and Peggy Sue,

Barbara and Eloise and Olga and Yvette,

Zelda, Edna, Ethel, and the rest that I forget.

Shoobeedoowah, shoobeedooWOW, Shoobeedoowah, shoobeedooWOW,
You know I’m a musician, and I have a lot of fun,

And every girl I meet, I tell her she’s the only one,

But when I think of all the girls that I have loved and I have lost,

There’s a hidden price for pleasure, and I’m counting up the cost,

I make a lot of money, but I find I’m always short,

So here’s to all the ladies that I’m paying child support:

Helen, Ruth and Gwendolyn, Michelle, and Jeanne-Marie,

Jackie, Betty, Nancy, Liz, Roxanne, and Cathy-Lee,

Suzy-Q and Barbara-Ann, and Darlin’ Clementine,

Curly, Moe, and Larry, and the rest that slip my mind.

Shoobeedoowah, shoobeedooWOW, Shoobeedoowah, shoobeedooWOW,

You know I’m a musician, but I’m only human too,
And the road is awful lonely, and I get to feeling blue,

When the final show is over, and I’m in my room alone,

And the 1-900 lady doesn’t answer on the phone,

The sheep I count to fall asleep start lookin’ good to me,

Like thirty-one, and thirty-two, and maybe thirty-three…
My manager and agent try to talk some sense to me,

‘Cuz I’m really not as careful as they say I oughta be,

I’m a really hot potato, but my blood it often freezes,

By knowing that I’m really just “A Man For All Diseases”.
Shoobeedoowah, shoobeedooWOW, Shoobeedoowah, shoobeedooOUCH!
Heff Munson, Endless Summer 1991
