
Hatman’s Sue 
 
I'd like to introduce to you 
a cheeky brat called Hatman's Sue. 
(She's) genuine nitroglyzerine. 
Man, that gal can make a scene. 
 
Hatman's Sue, put on a show, 
dressed in vogue from top to toe, 
blondest fair-haired ever seen: 
None the less she's bad and mean. 
 
(So) keep an eye on Hatman's Sue: 
Look out, or her prey is you. 
(She's) full of moral turpitude. 
Never met with such a rude. 
 
(interlude) 
She calls you "Ärschlein", which means "little ass", 
if you belong to "Who's who", 
but if not, oh what a mess!, 
she doesn't deign to look at you. 
 
Picture, you're in Hatman's shoes: 
What a damn bad tale of woe. 
Someone here should intervene. 
But not me, that's not my scene. 
 
(She’s got a) heart of stone in a pretty shell. 
(I) wonder if that will end well. 
But don't point at Hatman's Sue 
or she knocks the stuffing out of you! 
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