
Colin Hay, Ya (Rest in peace)
These mandolins will play at your bedsideNo more black bins where you've checked in to stayYou've cashed your chips in, the dice were all loadedToo tired to swim, instead you drifted awayYa...hoo, hoo, hooYa...hoo, hoo, hooThese mandolins will play for your pleasureYou locked yourself in, then you sent us awayA good place to die, the best room in the hotelSo drink to yourself, and now you don't have to payIs it warm up in heavenCan you put your name on the doorDo they have a drink riderNow you're suffering no moreYa...hoo, hoo, hooYa...hoo, hoo, hooThese mandolins will play at your poolsideYou invite us in to while the evening awayWe'll drink some gin, and then when the hours pastWe'll take our leave, and see you next time we playYa...hoo, hoo, hooYa...hoo, hoo, hoo
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