I lost my reindeer,

While playing banjo,

Up in Seattle, when they flew away, 

For I forgot to tie them down,

When…  I had to walk around,

To do a check of,

My old Christmas sleigh.

I want them back, in time for Christmas,

Or my poor bunions, 

Won’t take the strain,

Trying to deliver,

A hundred zillion packages,

From Cape Canaveral, clear to Spo-kane.

--------------

Now I can see, 

They’re coming my way

And in the lead,

Just as I thought,

Is that cra-zy,

Wise guy,

Wack-y Rudolph,

Wearing some earplugs ,

That he must have bought.

