
Procol Harum, Monsieur r monde
The Bell On My Door Rang This MorningFrom the Kitchen I Called Who's That ThereThrough the Letter Box Came a Grappling HookWhich Grappled Me Right Out of My ChairStretched Out On the Floor I Lay HelplessOf My Limbs I Had Lost All CommandWhen Into My Ear in Stilling FearSaid a Voice &quot;I Am Monsieur R. Monde&quot;Monsieur R. Monde You Are NotThat's An Incredible Thing to SayWhy I Personally Attended His FuneralWhich Was Twelve Months to This Very DayA Rat Flew Down From the CeilingAlighted Upon My Right EarSaid If Monsieur R. Monde Is Safe Under the SodThen Why Are You Shaking With FearMy Name Is Not Scrooge I Said FaintlyAnd From Ghosts I Have Nothing to FearBut If You Are R. Monde Returned From the DeadThen What Are You Wanting HereFrom Nowhere I Heard a Mad CackleFrom Nowhere a Voice to Me Cried&quot;Stop Calling Me Monsieur R. Monde, You FoolMy Name's Jeckyll and You're Mr. Hyde&quot;

Procol Harum - Monsieur r monde w Teksciory.pl

http://teksciory.interia.pl/procol-harum-monsieur-r-monde-tekst-piosenki,t,512924.html

