Vocals

He Vas My Boyfriend
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Mel Brooks
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Love  comes when you least sus - pect it Love dan-ces in on a
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whim [ thought may-be [ could di rect it but I ne-ver ex - pec - ted
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a guy like him
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He was a bul-ly and a brute he vas as cra-zy as a coot still I did-n't give a hoot
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He vas my boy - friend. With ev-'ry ~ wo-man he would flit he al - ways
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treat - ed me like dirt but 1 was hap-py to be hurt He vas my boy - friend.
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I vas as pure as a vir - gin  mea-dow Ly - ing with Vic-tor in the
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2 He Vas My Boyfriend
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gloam Then he turned to me that charm-er whi-pered "Let's play far-mer" and plowed me 'till the cows came
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home! He was a mon-ster and a beast his mid - night
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bang-ings ne - ver ceased it did - n't faze me in the least He vas my boy - friend. _
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But ve ne-ver wed e-ven so If 1 men-tioned wed-lock he'd put me in a head-lock
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When I asked to be his wife, he stabbed me with the Kkit-chen knife Ach, where did the good times
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go? If he had an an-gy fit I was the first thing that he'd hit But I
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did-n't give a shit He was my boy friend!




