Radio
Ruby was a real good looker

She wore’m bright red short and tight

Ruby worked down at ninety-eight point nine

And she played the records into the night

Ruby had no husband Ruby had no wife

So when I saw her downtown last week

I thought I’d ask her if she’s doing alright

Hey good looker (Hey good looker)

Hey good looker won’t ya get me on the radio ho

Ever since I was a boy I loved the microphone

And I always loved to hear myself talk

And if Ruby’d let me sing I’d do anything

I’ve heard her favor can be bought

So I got my hair cut and bought a tie

And tucked in my collared shirt

And I cruised on down to ninety-eighty point nine

Just to ask her when she got off work

Ruby be my salary Ruby be my jewel

If I can see myself on the record shelf I will be your fool
Ruby loves a sold out singer

So I sold my soul to her

But when I used my gift to see what I could get

What I got was never what I was looking for

Ruby left me empty

Ruby left me blue

So if you look around your hearts home town

Maybe find Ruby too

And She’ll be singing
Hey good looker (Hey good looker)

Hey good looker I can get ya on the radio ho
