It’s A Fine Life (Oliver) 1:10
Words and Music by Lionel Bart
Small pleasures, small pleasures, who would deny us these? 

Gin toddies, large measures, no skimping if you please. 

I rough it, I love it, life is a game of chance. 

I’ll never tire of it, leading a merry dance.

If you don’t mind having to like or lump it, 

It’s a fine life, it’s a fine life. 

Tho’ there’s no tea sipping and eating crumpet, 

It’s a fine life, it’s a fine life. 

Not for me the happy home, happy husband, happy wife. 

Tho’ it sometimes touches me, 


For the likes as such as me. 

Mine’s a fine, fine life.

