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BOB COULD DANCE THE 2 STEP.  HE ALWAYS WON AT CARDS,

HE ONCE DARED THE DEVIL, HE WAS A LOCAL STAR

NOW HE IS AN OLD MAN, HIS FIRE NEARLY GONE

I GO TO SEE HIM IN THE HOME HE SAYS” WHO ARE YOU SON?”

AS I GET UP FROM THE CHAIR TO SAY GOODBYE TO HIM

HE SLAPS ME ON THE BACK AND SAYS “WHERE YOU GOIN’ JIM?”

           Chorus

           ONE SHOE ON THE LEFT FOOT A SLIPPER ON THE RIGHT

           HIS FISHING HAT AND THAT FAR AWAY LOOK IN HIS EYES

           BOB’S LEFT THE BUILDING, BOB IS MOVIN’ ON

           BOB’S LEFT THE BUILDING, BOB’S REALLY GONE

HE TOOK OFF TO THE ELKS CLUB STORMED UP TO THE BAR

DEMANDED THAT THE VALET BRING AROUND HIS CAR

BY THE TIME I GOT THERE HE HAD SETTLED DOWN

IT WAS BINGO NIGHT AND BOB HAD LAID HIS DOLLAR DOWN

QUIET AS A CHURCHMOUSE TILL THE CALLER PULLED ‘B5’

BOB YELLED BINGO WITH THAT FARAWAY LOOK IN HIS EYES

WE DROVE TO THE OLD FOLKS HOME WALKED BOB TO HIS ROOM

TOLD HIM I’D BE COMING BACK TO VISIT HIM REAL SOON

HE TURNED ON THE TV AND SET DOWN IN HIS CHAIR

STARTED TALKING TO SOMEONE BUT THERE WAS NOONE THERE

BOB STILL SEES THE WINNING SIDE EVERY NOW AND THEN

AS I HEARD A WOMAN SCREAM ‘BOB YOU NAUGHTY MAN’

