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  Dm7?   Am         Dm7?   Am  



  Dm7?   Am         C   Dm7?   E   Am

A rumpled coat with ample pockets
Dm7?                                    Am         

Unshaven face and tussled hair
Dm7?                                   Am         

The left eye dancing in its socket
Dm7?                                  Am         

The right one fixed you with a stare

C                    Dm7?       E          Am
A tired frame and bendy-shouldered
F         E                          Am
A smile that looked more like a scar
F                   E                          Am

Between his yellow fingers smouldered
F                  G                    Am

What’s left of some old cheap cigar

Dm7?            E                          Am
A beat up car with wipers broken, but
Less mileage than his worn-out shoes

Most unassuming and soft-spoken

But searching tirelessly for clues

Doctors or millionaires or dancers

His quarry never could relax

He might not always know the answers

But he would gather all the facts

We knew the ending of the story

He had to find out for himself

A stranger to all fame or glory

A dented can left on the shelf

Just one more thing – he was no hero
But to us all he was a star

We see him now in the rear-view mirror
And he just smoked his last cigar

