Oceanlab, The Bastard Son Of Dean Friedman

Well | Heard a Lovely Rumor,

That Bette Midler Had a Tumor,

So Gleefully | Went to Tell My Friends.

But They Said It Was a Lie,

That She Wasn't Going to Die,

&quot;And By the Way, Have We Got News For You!&quot;
And They Told Me That the Man

That | Had Always Billed As &quot;Dad&quot;,
Hadn't Met My &quot;Mumé&quot; When | Was Born.
And They Reckon That | Am,

But | Hope to God I'm Not,

The Bastard Son of Dean Friedman,

The Bastard Son of Dean Friedman.

And My School-work Fell Behind

With This Bombshell On My Mind.

Me Art Teacher Said He Understood.

But He Could Only Sympathise

With the Sadness in My Eyes,

Even Though He'd Shown My His Magerite!

And in the &quot;Corridors of Fear&quot;

| Would Shed a Lovely Tear,

As Ridicule Flew At Me From Both Sides.

And They Mocked Me in My Mocks,

And Embroidered in My Socks,

The Bastard Son of Dean Friedman,

The Bastard Son of Dean Friedman.

And You Can Thank Your Lucky Stars That You're Not
The Bastard Son of Dean Friedman,

The Bastard Son of Dean Friedman.
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