One more grey rainy day in Belgravia
The newsmen gathered round outside yowr door
waiting to have the rumours confirmed at last
That you had fallen asleep for evermore

Awnd now all your songs

Are so wonderful *°
Whewn we Look back

Ow Your troubled world

A Young girl taken in hand by Hollywood

Your life Your everything was shaped by men

They made You into a star to thrill the world,

But left You tnside undermined overand over again

Yet when You sang

You were wonlerful

Your voice sent ratnbows ‘
From Your troubled world
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The husbands who never'stayed to share tn your Life
Your best friend the tablets by bedside at night
The many people who stood by You through all the strife
Because You could stand upon a stage and set it alight

Continued,,.



For when You sang

You were wonderful

Your voice sent ratnbows
From Your troubled world
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For when You sang
You were wonderful
Your voice sent ratnbows
From Your troubled world

Yes, when You sang
You were wonderful
You still send ratnbows
For owr troubled worldl




