Sopranos:

Flock of Angels - sing to the tune of Rock of Ages
Flock of angels let us be

May we reach that high pitched C

May our notes be pure and clear

And also pleasing to the ear

We will strive to sing our best

An octave higher than the rest.

 

Altos long to sing our notes
But when they try they often croak

And tenors too may stretch their voice

But basses sadly have no choice

They may try but fail they must

In singing high there's only us.

 

Sopranos shine as we go near
And reach into the stratosphere

And as we soar above the rest

Crystal breaks and some go deaf

Cover ears, let babies cry

As up the scale our voices fly.

 

Sometimes it's true our tones go flat
And our consonants go splat

Ennunciate and mind the rests

Take big breaths, fill up those chests

Watch the timing, please don't rush

Soft then loud but not too much

 

Don't look down and don't look grim
To stay together, just watch Tim

Please remember you should smile

And breathing stagger all the while 

Holding on to those long notes

Try not to sound like bleating goats

 

Finally, there comes an end
Nothing helps, not even blend

Let silence ring, let voices rest

Though we did our very best

Chris would love for us to stop

Do you think this song's a flop?

