
Queen of the Street (Scraps/The Little Match Girl)

Lyrics by Jeremy Paul & Leslie Stewart
Music by Keith Strachan
(intro)
Matchgirl:
Me home. It’s different to yours. No windows
No windows, no doors, No ceilings

No ceilings, no floors

Me home ain’t nothing like yours

(verse)

The street that’s the place for people like me

With hawkers and porters and plenty to see

Snapping off lockets and pockets to pick

Fools wearingjewels what are easy to nick

Arthur:

An’ peelers with feelers more than twenty foot long

To grab you and nab you when you’re in the wrong

Matchgirl:

They got to catch me to match me, I’m fast on my feet

I lose them, confuse them I’m Queen of the street

(chorus)

Me home. It’s different to yours

No windows

No windows, no doors

No ceilings

No ceilings, no floors

Me home ain’t nothing like yours.

(verse)

Alleys and corners that’s where I sleep

Ready for dangers from strangers what creep

Arthur:

Ain’t you afraid of being waylaid?

Matchgirl :

Nah, looking after me-self that’s part of me trade

Arthur:

You ain’t as sad as you’d have us believe
You’re more needy than greedy if me eyes don’t deceive

But I believe you’re a Queen, a Queen of the street

I’ll pretend you’re a crown – yeah!

“And I’ll have boots at me feet!”
(chorus)

Me home. It’s different to yours

No windows

No windows, no doors

No ceilings

No ceilings, no floors

Me home ain’t nothing like yours.

(Finishing verse – gradually sung altogether)

Urchins: (verses 1, 2, 3, 4, 5)
She’s the Queen

She’s the Queen of the street

In her Palace all her dreams are complete

She’ll have plenty, She’ll have so much to eat

She’ll wear soft shoes on her feet.

Matchgirl: (verses 2, 3, 4, 5)
I’m the Queen, I’m the Queen of the Street

In my palace all my dreams are complete

I’ll have plenty, I’ll have so much to eat

I’ll wear soft shoes on my feet!

Arthur: (3, 4, 5 times)

Arthur’s me name

And I’m happy by nature

Laughter’s me game

And I’m happy to meet yer

I’m happy to meet yer.

Drunken Crowd :(verses 4, 5)

Needle and pin

A pot of pigs ear

Gin and beer, that’s why we’re all here

Boozin’ and losin’ the sport of the poor

A pot full of cheer and we ask for no more
