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Shingle Bells

Rolling in the snow,
I missed the one horse sleigh.
My friend thought “Heart Attac,”k

and turned around the sleigh.
The pain from blisters sing,
making me a fright.
What hell it is to scratch and scream
my desperate plea tonight.
Oh, Shingle Bells, Shingle Bells, 

shingling all the way. 

What hell it is to scratch and burn,
my pain pills far away

A day or two ago

I chanced a little ride,
but soon sharp blades of pain

attacked my whole left side.
The horse was lean and lank.
Misfortune seemed our lot.
We got into a drifted bank.
He kicked—I itched a lot

I take twelve pills a day

to keep my spirits bright.
Instead I stumble in a haze,
become a frightful sight.
When more red spots erupt,
I burrow in the snow.
Though it may seem abrupt,
I want all friends to go.
Oh, Shingle Bells, Shingle Bells,
why won’t you take a rest.
If you could sleigh to someone else,
it truly would be best.
