Singer-Songwriter
When I was young I wasn’t much to look at, I’ll admit,
And when it came to groups and games, I didn’t seem to fit,
But then an old man told me, with his lantern burning bright:
“Be a singer-songwriter!  That will put you right.”
And so I studied music, and I read a lot of verse,
And noticed that my social life had gone from bad to worse,
But teachers told me practice was the way to reach my ends,
For a singer-songwriter never has to worry about friends.
A singer-songwriter never has to worry about friends,
For entertainment’s something on which everyone depends,
You simply start a roundelay, and everyone attends,
For a singer-songwriter never has to worry about friends.
I worked upon my singing as the teachers said I should,
Until the day they told me that I sounded pretty good,
My poetry and composition skills soon came along,
And pretty soon I found that I could write a pleasant song.
I went out in the sunshine and I chanced upon a girl,
So I decided I would give my new-found skills a whirl,
I said “I have a brand-new song I’d like for you to hear.”
She said she had a date to go and drink a case of beer.
I journeyed farther on, another listener to find,
And soon I found another singer-writer of my kind,
I said “I have a song here that I think is pretty fine.”
He said “I’ll give a listen if you sit through ten of mine.”
A singer-songwriter never has to worry about friends,
For entertainment’s something on which everyone depends,
You sing a soulful ballad, and everyone attends,
For a singer-songwriter never has to worry about friends.
I tried to find an audience in near and distant lands,
But everyone I met was busy making other plans.
The spring turned into summer, and the summer turned to fall,
And then I found my old advisor propped against a wall,
I told him that my social life was now completely dead,
And he replied “I knew it!  It’s exactly as I said!”
“A social life’s a bother, people taking up your time,
Or asking for a favor, or asking for a dime,
But once the word gets out, your every obligation ends,
For a singer-songwriter never has to worry about friends.”
“A singer-songwriter never has to worry about friends,
For no-one comes for counsel, or borrows, begs, or lends,
You sing a bit, and then you’re free to go and have a ball,
And never worry about your friends: you won’t have none at all!”
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