Rumor/Column
Someone started a rumor/About me, about you
Such a terrible rumor/What I wouldn’t give to make it… true
With a wink and a whisper/They’ve been linking our names 
(W/a wink…)/Someone’s playing dirty little games.

Ooo…It’s good to be in an innuendo with you
Ooo… what they’re saying you did I wish you would do.

If you’re up for a rumor/(men…)
I could tell you a rumor/Blow by… blow
Someone started a rumor… rumor

(JJ: [Sinatra] Write it down, write it down.)
You could say that it’s gossip/You could call it a lie
Funny thing about gossip…
Ooo… once it’s rollin’ it feels beyond your control
Ooo… watch your fingers and grab ahold of your soul.

(Sidney: Gotta get into JJ! Men: JJ!)
[shout] JJ!
Gotta give him the gossip/Gotta tell what you know
Gotta give him the gossip
[low] Blow by blow.

(Sidney: … Times Square that say it all)
JJ!
(Sidney: Flashin’… that way)
[low] He runs his column like a road show gangster
But it’s the column it’s the column you need
Because it happens he’s a road show gangster/60M people read
But what 60M people don’t know is how the whole system works.
… Yup! …You Bet! … JJ! … Ouch!
(Sidney: … crawl like a bug)
Just give him dirt/make it hurt
[Low] He gives your client a plug!

(Dialogue; JJ: No hatchet ever got buried deep enough)
And the presses are rollin’/(Men… )
And the presses are rollin’ loud enough to wake the dead
And the people are out there/waitin’ for the early edition [short]

(Sidney: … Live or die. Damn!)
[High] Someone started a rumor about me about you
Such a terrible JJ!
Gotta give him the gossip/Gotta tell what you know
Gotta give it to JJ!
Blow by blow by blow by blow (x2)
Blow by blow by [1234] blow!













Dirt

Feel the beat/On the street/Can you feel it?
Gonna gonna be… gonna gonna be good—feel it comin’?
Yes/Yeah/Good/Uh-huh/Hot…. hot/hot
Gimme what I’m hungry for
The one thing that’s never a bore!
Nah/Nah/… Ahhhh.

Dirt—it’s the reason I read
Dirt—it’s an animal need
I don’t pick up the paper for the sports or the news
Those ain’t the sport that I choose.

Dirt—with my bacon and eggs
They go together like a skirt/And a nice pair of… legs
Got the ink on my fingers
Got the smudge of the smear
Oh my! What dirt we got here!

Dallas is a doper/Dallas is a red
Susie’s gonna leave him flat
Dallas used to grope her/They were gonna wed
Look out… look out… Splaaaaat!

Oh, kinda makes ya feel bad
But don’t the public have a right to know?
Like our forefathers had? It’s in the Constitution!
Call a commie a commie
Give his reefer a light.
Dallas is dirt in black and white [short]

There he is/This is it
Go on over and see what the paper says
You can sit for a bit
Later on you can read it to Susie in bed.
Man—you’re already dead, don’t ya know?
Watchin’ them rise is a ball
But nothin’s as sweet as the faaaaaaaall…

Dirt. [high] Gotta hunger to know, got a hunger and a thirst
Gimme gimme some dirt/Take me down in the dirt
It’s an animal need/Give it to me in the first… amendment.

Gimme somethin’ that can get me through
Somethin’ dirty on the whole who’s who
And keep this in mind as you do
It don’t have to beeee… true
Don’t have to be…true
Don’t have to be [123] true.

