
Frank Sinatra, Dick Haymes, Dick Todd, and Como
I'll soon become a wreckThey're breathin' on my neckDick Haymes, Dick Todd, and ComoThey're really coming fastWho knows I may be passedBy Dick Haymes, Dick Todd, and ComoThe fact that girlies screamThey say will cause me griefBut if they ever stopI'll find that I'm back on reliefIt'll mean the end of meGood news for Tommy DAnd Dick Haymes, Dick Todd, and ComoWhy should it get their goatEach time I bend a noteDick Haymes, Dick Todd, and ComoAt my pictures, they throw rocksThey're both at Twentieth FoxNot Dick Todd, but Dick Haymes, and ComoThey say that I need weightI'm just a mass of jointsI'd like to put on weightBut where the heck can I get pointsIf at RKO I pout, they look at me and shout,&quot;Dick Haymes, Dick Todd, and Como&quot;Everytime I sing,I'm compared with Bingby Dick Haymes, Dick Todd, and ComoBing's four boys are sublimeBut they won't give me timeDick Haymes, Dick Todd, and Perry(that's the other guy's first name)I'll never sing like BingI know I don't compareI'll grant them he's got voiceIf they'll grant me, that I've got hairBut then why all this fussThere's room for all of usDick Haymes, Dick Todd, and ComoThere's just one CrosbyThere's room for all of us
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