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DON'T PLAY THAT SONG

Words and Music by
BETTY NELSON & AHMET ERTEGUN

(YOU LIED)
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that song for me,
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let them play it,

don’t

Oh no,

— spent with you.
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please

with pain,

my heart

it fills
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you know that you lied, you know that you lied, _ lied, _
need you dar - ling I . love you.)
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VERSE 2:-

Hey Mister, don’t play it no more,

Don’t play it no more,

I can’t stand it,

Don’t play it no more, no more, no more.
I'remember on our first date,

He kissed me and he walked away.

I was only seventeen,

I never dreamed he could be so mean.

He told me . . . to Chorus



