The Hotel Where the Stars Go To Die
(By Eric Erdman and Bruce Greenwood)

It’s got a worn out cachet 
like Hollywood High 
an elephant graveyard 
where folks go to get fried, 
there’s a grand in the lobby 
arthritic, strings frayed 
it’ll cough up a tune 
in a tubercular way 
but mostly it just sucks it’s dentures 
and refuses to play 
and the faux spanish archways 
frame the bitter concierge 
drank away his one good gig 
at New York’s Pierre 

Come one come all pass thru take a look 
the dog eared register is an open book 
the bus stops here, there’s still time to buy 
A hotel souvenir where the stars go to die 

There on the walls 
hang the pride of this inn 
the dead the big names 
the 8 X 10’s 
Iâ€™ll slow my tour bus slows down 
out of respect 
then I’ll warm them up 
raise the hair on their necks 
and the wide-eyed soak up the last word 
some celebrity supposedly said
faces hang in the windows 
as I cook up the curse
this hotel feeds on greatness 
they arrive in a limo 
and leave in a hearse

Come one come all pass thru take a look 
the dog eared register is an open book 
the bus stops here, there’s still time to buy 
A hotel souvenir where the stars go to die 

And the young publicity whores 
know there’s a tepid retro appeal 
That draws folks in to the spin they’ve contrived 
For the six o’clock news reel
We found him in time, we feel his pain 
We can resurrect at a career 
That has been circling the drain 

folks, lets linger in the lobby 
walk the balcony and mezzanine 
parade our noble profiles 
and hope that we’ve been seen 

Come one come all pass thru take a look 
the dog eared register is an open book 
the bus stops here, there’s still time to buy 
A hotel souvenir where the stars go to die 
