The Naked Mannequin
On the sleazy side of winter with the morning coming on
You were waiting with expectancy for the night was hard and long

There were mild Atlantic westerly’s that blew to ease you mind

Like a lover lying close to you like the mistral on the vine

But those hands of winter caught you chasing something sour

As you were contemplating rising to the moment and the hour

And you were left without a reason with your soul left in disgrace

And you felt unjustly punished when the door slammed in your face

And now you’re standing on the outside with no way of getting in

You’re out of place you’re out of fashion you’re the Naked Mannequin

But it was all a cruel manoeuvre Nostradamus would have said

For you were born beneath the twin you should be Capricorn instead

And you gave your best to someone and they showed your weaker part

And they left you looking hopelessly a blind man in the dark

Cos it was fruitless and frustrating there were worlds between the two

And it was who tried to bridge them and it was you who never knew

And so you journeyed like Columbus from the new world back to Spain

Where the ultra-violet sunlight tanned your wisdom and your pain

And it’s been years since you discovered what it’s really all about

That it’s not what you take in that counts it’s what you’re leaving out
Because you’re standing on the outside with no way of getting in

You’re out of place you’re out of fashion you’re the Naked Mannequin

And all your friends and lovers they pass judgement on your name

They take it all too serious not knowing it’s their game

That it’s their way of being honest it’s their way of being right

It’s their daylight dose of Valium and it’s their bedtime prayer at night

So now you chase the winter northwards you leave it all behind

And you wonder will they stand by you when it’s time to drink your wine

Because you’re standing on the outside with no way of getting in

You’re out of place you’re out of fashion you’re the Naked Mannequin

And these mild Atlantic westerly’s will they blow to ease your mind

Will they warm your love and ripen it like the mistral on the vine

So now you chase the winter northwards you seek the wind and rain

And you wonder will they stand by you when it’s time to drink your wine

After all they’ve said and done by you will they drink your wine again

Because you’re standing on the outside with no way of getting in

You’re out of fashion you’re out of favour  you’re the Naked Mannequin

