CLEOPATRA

words and music by Danny Schmidt
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INTRO: C-F-Gmaj6-C-G-C...

ghe told me that her name wag Cleogatra when we met
And I di%n’t mind at all though she was lyFi‘ng I sus%eet
I told her I'm the emperor of 31:11 that I sur(ifey
“You can call me Alexander” - well, she sa}?d that that was grceat
Going POL?Ild, this old mobile, going ro?md
G C

It’s just as easy talking up as talking down

She told me ‘bout her boyfriend who’d proposed in middle school
And stories of her family I could tell she wished were true
It was Christmas in the Catskills and Baster on The Cape
And Mama married money and Daddy by mistake
Going round, this old mobile, going round
It’s just ag easy talking up as talking down

And I told her ‘bout the time I got arrested in the park
For drinkin’ after curfew and then for talking smart
And as they drove me to the station house, in cuffs and in conceit
I found a quarter bag of weed that’d been stuffed down in the seat
Going round, this old mobile, going round
It’s just ag easy talking up as talking down

I told her ‘bout that incident with fireworks and doves
And she told me about Somoa and lilikoi and love
And we compared our notes on marketplaces, Brownsville and Bombay
And how the story of your life, it’s always yours to trade away
Going round, this old mobile, going round
It’s just ag easy talking up as talking down
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Am C G
But when things got quiet, she got far

C G5 Am F G

And I caught a tiny glimpse of Cleopatra’s heart

Dm C G

Curled up in candlelight at home

C G5 Am F G

Her fingers smelled like cigarettes and another night alone

There comes a time in every barroom night when the light starts getting strange
And the shadows and the highlights start to cross and start to change
In the hollow of her cheekbones hid both fantasy and flight
As she kissed me on the lips and disappeared into the night
Going round, this old mobile, going round
It’s just as easy talking up as talking down

SonG MOTEs.
This song 15 in standard ﬂminj, ca,ooeJ up on the fourth fret.

This ronj’: very easy to play. I+ always sounded lke a John Prire
song fo me, with its co))ozuialirm: and its Leqv7 thamb .

There's no part of this song that is based on anything that's  ever
happened to me in my life, except the part about getting arvested
for being in the park after carfew. I was on my 2lst birﬂ.day,
in fact. The onl vindicating part of the whole incident was that, as
a 2l year old, didn't have to throw my beer info the bushes when
the cop spotlighted us. Instead, | just Kept vight on sipping it. And
that felt /)V&H‘)f 300J. The four friends with me., of which | was the
oldest, all shoved theiv half-dvank beevs in front of me, foo. So the
cop walked up and there | was JVinkinj five beers and ;mi»/kinj. And |
had a laser in my pocket ()i%erally) —= but that's a whole other ﬁ‘oyy‘
And he avvested me cause | had an w%;%andinj warvant for an anpaid
;,oeedinj ticket which | had 30Hen five year s earlier, Jm’vinj 35 MPH
in a 30 PMPH zone. And it had been on Yom Kippur, JV&vinj my!ew
home early from the synagogue, neeinﬁ the forced high Loliday services.
And | think | pever told my ,oaVe.nf,( about the ticket cause then ﬂ»ey’d
know | left sevvices early . . . and | was rever 1007 swe f we
Jews believed in hell o not . . . but | wasn't gomma visk i+.  So |
ijnoreo/ the ficket and ended up in jail on my 2lst birﬂday.
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