
You’ve been good 
Most of the year 
Santa’s presents 

make that clear 
But in my book 
of Not So Nice 
I saw your name 

once or twice 
Your stocking is gone 

It’s not in sight 
I hid it from you 
Late last night 

Follow the arrows 
They mark the way 
You might find it 

If you search all day 
Pete Noir 


