THE REAL THING
Music: Rob Martin [ Lyrics: Mike Appel o 2008

Firest 50!01 1 to bcav'h/} a$ copper 1§ o é'hfcngfh

Now Somenwhere theres an alchemist, who must have gone to 5[@3% Iomgﬁqé
‘Cavse he tumed these fair two elements info a woman fit for a Icing

| know that I'm a richer man for c\/ow]ﬂf\ing yov bring

and baby, oh baby, you're The Real Thing

ve been known to Q%argazc some, take mind shuttles to the moon

'm brovgbjr back. down to earth each time that yov walke in the room

[d 20 the extra mile for you, ail ‘round Saturnt ViVléS

And Jrhovgb 've chased Some ﬂccﬁng. dreams, I'm 5{0\/”01@01 by one ﬂf\ing_
and baby, oh baby, yov're The Real T%Mg_

This common faith we Share, weaves the fabric of our ovlg
the promise echoes till, in the words “fo have and hold’
our tapestry from the cold

Til I learned to trust mucelf, | wore thi grand fagade

You alwayg anw Vighf 1Lhrov5h i, for vou | dropped my 5\13)@1

Theve are Gacred §igyug of the zodiac, there’ an cqyinox of QPring
Theres a muse that writes ﬂ’nfox%h poet’ hearts, for a fime and then
takes wing.

There$ a canopy of tars above, vet there$ one 5[@&1’@1/ Hﬂing_

and baby, oh baby, you're The Real THVlg_

veh baby, oh baby, you're The Real T%ing



