Cool Hatted Man  (Featherstone/Roberts)

I’m a cool hatted man

All the way from New York to Xian

It goes with me on the bus, tube, train and tram

I’m a jet-setting, go-getting cool hatted kind of man.

I’m a harp playing man

I play my harp in a rock and roll band

I can’t really sing but my best friend kind of can

I’m a dues paying, blues playing cool hatted kind of man

When I start to play I may take some requests

I’ll play all day never taking a rest

But two things to remember, don’t ask about my cough

And don’t ever ask me to take my hat off!

I’m a cool hatted man

In the shade of the caves of Afghanistan

It saved my life in a brush with the Taliban

I’m a risk-taking, hip-shaking cool hatted kind of man

Take my hat and you’ll take my soul

Don’t want to go back in the devil’s hole

You can already see that it’s taken it’s toll

I’ve got no hair and I’m on the dole

I never take off my hat, not even when I sleep

Even though it makes my girlfriend weep,

I always remember what my Grandmammy said

To live a long life leave your hat on your head

Some think it’s comical

Like wearing a monicle

Others say it’s topical

But I don’t give a follicle

