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Cause of  you it’s all worth while
You opened my heart with your touch
And won me with your smile
I remember that day
It seems like yesterday
There you were
Here you are
And with me you’ll stay.

You’re my other half
My better half
When things go wrong
I’ll make you strong
If  you cry those tears
I’ll dry away them all

You’re my other half
My better half
And in your eyes I realize
There’s nothing we can’t do
I’m always there with you
My other half.

And when we win
We hold the world in our palm
The Stars, the Moon and the Sun
We triumph as one
When I am with you...
My other half.

All the places I’ve been 
And all the people I’ve known
There never was someone
I could call my own.

What you hide must show
When there’s something that grows
Deep inside and is dying to explode.
Just when I was sure love had 
passed me by
There you were in my world
The truth never lies.

You’re my other half
My better half
When things go wrong
You make me strong
If  I cry those tears
You dry away them all

You’re my other half
My better half
And in your eyes I realize
There’s nothing we can’t do
I’m always there with you
My other half.

If  what you mean to me
I can mean to you
Then every dream we dream
We’ll make come true

LOVE LIFE is an off the beaten path circuitous 
journey I took to finally discover, Tom, the 
love of my life!  He is, without exception, my 

true love, my husband, my soul mate ...  
and MY OTHER HALF, our first song.

The Journey

Lyrics by Judee Wales
Music by Elliot Finkel



What inspired me to write this song in the first place was knowing 
he was the one, from the moment I saw him for the first time as 
he followed me into the Ladies restroom as a last resort to get my 
attention at the Barclay Hotel in Manhattan.

The day was truly magical! I have played it back over and over in 
my mind at least a million and one times and pinched myself as 
many times for falling into this great luck. Tom was an advertising 
agency management executive, that day in charge of a group of 
rowdy international creative directors from the advertising agency 
BBD&O. Their destination was the Farewell Pele Soccer Game at the 
New Jersey Meadowlands. I went along as hostess. 

At the game he reshuffled the tickets so I would be sitting next to 
him as the huge Trinitron screens blasted the words LOVE! LOVE! 
LOVE! through the entire stadium. I got the message.

The die had been cast. It was our destiny that day to fall in love 
at first sight. But this journey to find this exceptional human being 
of the male species was another story. And that story is the one 
I am recreating for you now... with much poetic license of course. 
Getting to this place in time where I would meet the love of my 
life was not so simple; in fact you might call it a long tough road.

For all intents and purposes, in my small hometown of Allentown, 
New Jersey, I was perceived as the good girl doing what was 
expected of me. 

With my unrelenting backstage Mother everything was a production,
whether it was dance or piano lessons, recitals, earning Girl Scout 
badges, starring in high school plays, singing in concert and church 
choir, dance bands and auditioning for college acting scholarships. 

If I had stayed as focused in my young adulthood as I was when a 
kid, everything would have turned out differently, but boys that grew 
into men always seemed to throw me off my game. 



Then she goes to her room
With four bare walls
And no one waiting there
She’s run out of  excuses
Won’t take any more abuses
She can’t sleep!
So she packs her bag to meet
The last bus down the street
To take her to the next show of  her life.

A girl waits against a lamppost
A Greyhound rolls into sight
The driver gives her the once over glance
She wraps her coat around her tight
Then leaving this hurly burly circus behind
She tugs up her collar
Sticks out her chin
Steps on and settles in
It’s gonna be a long ride ...
She closes her eyes ...

Baby’s gonna sleep tonight....
As she moves on to find the 
next show of  her life.

Like a bird on the fly
She sets her hopes high
Leaving her heartbreaks behind
Now she’s off  to find the next show of  her life.

The next show of  her life
The next show of  her life
Believe me when I tell ya’
This could be the best show of  her life
Come on boys
Ooooh yeah
Bring it home baby

The glory of  a Showgirl’s not 
the story that you think
All that glitters is fool’s gold
And ripped away in a wink.
Teetering yet on another set of  
cheap stiletto heels
Perched dizzily on the brink
Of  what she fakes and she conceals.

Town boys shower her with 
flowers and faux pearls
Connive to get her into their bed,
But “she’s not one of  those girls!”
Howling hungry autograph hounds
Nip at her heels in flight
She blows air kisses and I Love Yous ...
It’s just another night.

Then she goes to her room
With four bare walls
And no one waiting there
She tosses in confusion
Caught in her web of  disillusion
She can’t sleep!
So she runs to meet ...
Any man in the street ...
To get her through to the 
next show of  her life.

She fell for a cabbie
Who wore a crooked grin
They discovered the heat in his back seat
Sharing their lust in a bottle of  gin.
Then one night he didn’t show
He had found a cheaper fare
Sent her a bill for the short thrill
Of  a hot gone cold affair.

Lyrics and Music 
by Judee Wales

THE NEXT SHOW OF HER LIFE is a parody exploring 
secrets of false pretenses and illusions ... meaning I 

always let a man get in the way of me and my artistic 
dream. Like a Pollyanna I believed only the best could 

happen to me in my career and my LOVE LIFE.
I believed I could one day have it all. 



Time they say has a way to heal ...
A love that cuts deep
But there’s never time enough to erase
All the emptiness inside I keep.

Though there’ll come a day
I’ll look up to the sky
And find your cloud is gone
Then the only way
You’ll ever know what it’s like
Is when the one you love
Drops you cold.

And she’ll be the wrong kinda woman ...
That loves hurting you
But you’ll love her so
And it’ll take so long
For you to let her go
Let her go away.

Yeah, she’ll be the wrong kinda woman ...
All she’ll leave you with
Is yourself
A little battered
A little torn
A little better off
Because you learned ...

That if  you give your heart
To the wrong kinda woman ...
You’re gonna get burned.

Your dark cloud hangs over me ...
And follows me around
I just refuse to see
That you’re so bad for me
And there is more to lose
Than I have found.

Though, there were a few times ...
You made me believe
That we would make it somehow
Now those times are gone
I feel so alone
I need the right kinda man to hold.

But you were the wrong kinda man ...
That loved hurting me
But I loved you so
Why did it take so long
for me to let you go ...
Let you go away?

You were the wrong kinda man ...
All that you left me with
Is myself
A little battered
A little torn
A little better off
Because I learned

That if  you give your heart
To the wrong kinda man
You’re gonna get burned.

It began when their eyes met across a smoke-filled crowded bar. I 
fell hard. But even though I was hooked, my panic barometer read 
that I was terrified of one day being abandoned and hurt by him. 
My fears were justified. One night the phone rang and it was his 
wife!  She told me if I wanted him I could have him -- that the 
man of my dreams who was cheating on her was also cheating on 
me with his secretary. I crashed back to earth.

The paradox was that it took my greatest fear of being hurt and 
abandoned to fully wake me up to the fact that he was definitely 
THE WRONG KINDA MAN. I escaped from New Jersey to New York 
City and learned how to look after myself.

Flash back 
several 

decades . . .

Lyrics and Music
by Judee Wales

What a rude awakening 
awaited me! Once upon a time 
a young girl with high hopes 
from New Jersey became a 
Playboy Bunny and met a real 
charmer who moved into her 
life and stayed there for three 
whole years. 



He’ll make you die and go to Heaven
Never want to come back
But fall asleep and he’ll be gone...
Just Like THAT!

So you can look and you can touch
But you won’t possess me
I’ve got a Street Smart Heart ...
That sets me free.

He’s got a heart made of  steel
This man is super unreal
Don’t dare let yourself  feel
For this heart made of  steel.

Ho-Hoooooo oh-ooooooh....
Heart made of  Steel!
Ho-Hoooooo oh-ooooooh
Made of  Steel!
Ohhhhhhhhoooo ohhhhhhhhoooo....
Made of  Steel!
HEART ... MADE ... of  ... STEEL!!!

He walks down the street and everything stops
He brings out a new kind of  blood in a woman
But it’s not his fault.

He can’t help himself  when he sees what he wants
Girl, you better hold on to your g-string
Cause he thinks he wants to rock.

You see, he gets what he comes after
Hey Baby, you’re the one
You’re mine and mine alone
Until we see the risin’ Sun.

So if  you’re woman enough honey
Bring yourself  over here
We got a night of  shooting stars
That will knock you out of  the hemisphere!

He’s got a heart made of  steel
This man is super unreal
You’ll wish you didn’t feel
For this heart made of  steel.

So I wrap my legs around him like a long stem rose
Be his angel or his devil when I let my thorns show
Like a branding iron he burns into my mind
Eyes hypnotize and kisses taste like fine wine.

I had a message for all those 'wrong kinda men' out there 
that were beating down my door: If you give your heart to the 
wrong kinda woman you're gonna get burned!

Summers, I left the city, performed in summer stock and 
touring shows across the country and even co-founded and 
performed in a new Theatre Company, The Boston Repertory 
Theatre in residence on Cape Cod. 

A manager known as the "man with the magic hand" said 
he could wave it over me, granting my wish of having a big 
singing career by getting me booked into the right Vegas 
Rooms at the right time. 

Lyrics written by Judee Wales
Music written by Elliot Finkel

A new man came floating into 
my life on his boat called Fat 
City. I had left the Playboy 
Club only to be lured in 
by a real playboy and his 
boat.  What did I learn from 
this? Keep my feet planted 
firmly on the ground.

The next show of my life, 
one big leap to Los Angeles 
and a smaller one to Las 
Vegas taught me to only 
travel with a round trip 
ticket. L.A. showed me 
Hollywood tinsel with razor 
edges and Vegas tried to 
suck me into her secret sin 
city. I was blinded by her 
power, money and glam. 

But the people I was brushing up against in Vegas showed 
me quite clearly that this was not the place for me. I 
had no desire to be owned by any man who carried a gun 
or had a HEART MADE OF STEEL. 



(Tell me, am I a woman who still is pretty?) 

So let it keep raining in Las Vegas
There’s nothing left here to convince me 
to stay.

The new girl on the Strip
Can swallow all that shhhhhh ... 
And I won’t shed a tear
I’ve learned my lesson
Even pack a Ladie’s Wesson ...
Just to make myself  clear. 

So let it rain dogs and cats
It’s time to face the facts
Hit me with another shot and a beer ...
Then I am out the door
And I’m outta here.

It’s raining in Las Vegas
It’s raining, raining, raining, raining, raining 
In my heart
It’s raining in Las Vegas
Would I have gotten in knee deep
If  I was smart.

I’ve gotta go and live my life
And blow out of  this town
Forget about my quicksand dreams...
And get back on solid ground 

No more crying in Las Vegas
Now I am evening the score
No more hanging around
For more and more and more and more

My head is splitting
Its over, I’m quitting
Not betting on being found
I’m putting my money where my mouth is
There must be a city with panache and 
more gritty

It was RAINING IN LAS VEGAS 
and I wasn't going to hang around and drown. I 

checked out of the Presidential Suite at The Sahara that 
the "Magic Man" had arranged for me and flew back to 

New York with my ever-ready return ticket.

Music and Lyrics by 
Judee Wales and Don Rebic

I kept being drawn back to New York. Even though the 
street noises could be deafening, it was a place I could 
seek solace, a place I could find a little happiness of 

my own -- working in the theatre, T.V. and film. 

To me this was Nirvana, A quiet place, a private place, 
my very own place, THIS PLACE CALLED HAPPY.

Judee with Sylvester Stallone and Billy D. Williams



Hey there, girl in the mirror
Don’t be afraid I’m watching over you
So what if  at times
You made a mess of  your life
Well guess what, I have been there too.

Hey there, trust me I swear
I truly understand why
You long to love
And be loved in return
O.K., let’s give it one more try.

I know it’s not amusing
Playing the martyr’s part
But here is my own love letter to me
That comes straight from my heart.

Dearest Judee,
Here I am in the land of  Me
Of  inner strength and dignity
Closer than the naked eye can see...
In this quiet place
This private place
My very own place
This place called Happy.

Here I go
No I’ve already arrived
Let’s take it easy and slow this time

In this quiet place
This private place
Of  Love and Grace
This place called Happy.

I had also managed to edit out of my life any 
controlling power hungry man with a HEAD STRONG 

HEART whose mission was to devour me alive.  

Lyrics and Music by 
Judee Wales and Don Rebic

How many times have you loved me …
Love me then left me,
Left me for some sweet little thing?
Then come back and told me …
Told me you were sorry
And you’d never, ever do it again.

How many times did I believe you...
Believe you when you promised
Never to hurt or make me cry?
Then just when it seems all right
You turn around another night
And you do it all over again.

Well, you’ve got a head strong heart
Some day it’s gonna drag you down
And you’ll lose your head strong heart
To someone who’s play-in around.

Yeah, you’ve got a head strong heart
Nothing I can say can make you 
change
When you love a head strong heart
It can only bring you pain.

I just can’t take anymore...
Of  your self  righteous ways
If  only I could be as bad.
Then maybe we could make it
Maybe we might get along
If  you missed the best lovin’ you ever 
had...

Well, you’ve got a headstrong heart
Some day it’s gonna drag you down
And you’ll lose your head strong hear
To someone who’s playin’ around

Yeah, you’ve got a head strong heart
Nothing I say can make you change
When you love a head strong heart
It can only bring you pain.

Yeah, you’ve got a head strong heart
Nothing I do can make you change
When you’ve got a head strong heart
And you’ve got a head strong heart...
It can only bring you pain.

Lyrics by Judee Wales
Music by Elliot Finkel



It’s so hard to understand
Why fate has turned and dealt out this hand
But the child inside of  you ...
Is this child inside of  me.

I know it’s gonna hurt for quite a little while
But I’ll do what I can to make you smile
Cause this child inside of  me ...
Is this child inside of  you.

Sometimes we lose our way and all track of  time
And life seems to have no reason or rhyme
You can’t look back, hold your head up high ...
And you will find a way to get by.

Sometimes it’s hard to forgive and not forget
Someone who hurt you and whose life wouldn’t let
Him love this child inside of  you...
And this child inside of  me.

There was no place in my life for any of this. I was 
then in the middle of finding my true artist's self. I 

accomplished this through an extraordinary friend who 
became my Acting Coach and Life Coach. She gets who I 

am and shows me how to embrace and love 
THE CHILD INSIDE OF ME. 

Music and Lyrics by 
Judee Wales

Please find it in your-
self  to not pass blame
I promise the Sun will come after the rain
You can’t look back, hold your head up 
high
And keep looking up to the sky ...

I am your best friend
And your Mother too
And I always will be ...
P.S. I love you.



There’s a new sensation deep inside 
my thighs
It’s a good, good, good vibration
Just enjoy the ride
Nothing comes between me and my 
love machine
The only intervention is the thrill of  his 
engine
That never treats me mean
It’s the Savage Dawn.

Riding high, riding low
Riding higher than high,
Till we burst into a million fall-
ing stars from the sky
Melt the speedometer
Feel the fever rise ...
It’s the Savage Dawn.

It’s a New Day...
It’s A New Life...
It’s A New Kinda LOVE ...
It’s the Savage Dawn!

There’s a new day coming called the 
Savage Dawn
They roll across the desert, 500 strong
My heart starts to pound
When I hear those cc’s
It’s more than chrome and leather
That’s got me weak in the knees.

I hear the new day coming called the 
Savage Dawn
Adonis comes on wheels with his des-
ert song
My body starts to tremble
I know where I belong
Give my skirt a hike, hop on the back of  
that bike
I’m pealin’ out of  town tonight ...
Till the savage dawn.

Riding high, riding low
Riding higher than high till we burst
Into a million falling stars in the sky
Break the speedometer
Feel the fever rise
It’s the Savage Dawn.

The last lines of this song perfectly 
describe her deep understanding.  
I am your best friend and your 

mother too and I always will be ... 
P.S., I love you. Thank you Susan 

Batson for coming into my life and 
believing in me. 

I am now connecting to and 
accepting myself -- both the light 
and the dark sides -- and how 

I have to pass through a spiritual 
gate from one side to the other 

when I am in the process of 
creating. This, I know, is normal 
for me. Going through the acting 

process of becoming someone else is 
my true joy. 

I dedicate the song SAVAGE DAWN 
to courageously waking up all those 
idiosyncratic characters that live 
inside of me. Dates with men were 
becoming predictable and boring, 
but I still had more than enough 

thrill-seeking energy in me for one 
more huge joy ride. It didn't matter 
who the guy was really, just so he 
would let me throw myself to the 

wind and set myself free. 

Music and Lyrics by 
Judee Wales



You are my Star
I was the Earth
You are my Ocean
I your stream
When I circle round your Sun
Are we ever what we seem?
If  you run dry
I am the rain
There was so much there to fill
That’s how our lives should be
That’s how I love you still.

You taught me how
To use my wings
You watched me change and grow
Now I’m free to steal the sky
Nothing to keep me down below.
Your spark caught fire
And like a moth
I was captured by your flame
That’s how our love should be
In my heart you will remain.

You are the midnight Sun, a shadow 
burning bright.
Even thought you’ll soon be gone
And disappear from sight
I’ll always hold you close
The memory of  tonight
Your embrace of  me
This thrill Eternally
That’s how our Love will be ...
That’s How I Love You Still.

We last left off in the Ladies room of the Barclay Hotel. 
Tom moved fast from that day on. In no time at all 
we found ourselves on our first dinner date where I 
proceeded to tell him every sordid detail about my 
life. If he was going to run away from me I wanted 
it to happen now and be over fast! But he stayed. He 

listened so carefully and attentively I thought he must 
be a saint. He treated me with complete respect. Nothing 

shook him. No matter what challenges then and now 
have been thrown at us over the years, he still keeps 

saying, "I love you more. THAT'S HOW I LOVE YOU STILL." 

End of flashback . . .

Music And Lyrics by
 Judee Wales and 

Stephanie Salzman
He turned out to be a 
screen-writer with a 

motorcycle. So I split town 
with him to the Hamptons 
and embraced the Savage 

Dawn for my last big 
hurrah. In those three days 
I finally learned from my 
mistakes. I then emptied 
myself of all concerns 
and made peace with 

myself. I was ready for 
whatever or whoever 

was waiting for me around 
the next corner.



Now with the pain
The meaning is crystal clear
While reaching for tomorrow
We were smiling through our tears.
The promises …
We knew we couldn’t keep
But here is one each starry night
I’ll bring you while you sleep.

In dreams we’ll meet…
A lullaby I’ll sing
Then I’ll kiss you on your eyes
And by the morning I’ll take wing

Now, you must live your live
The way that it must be
And I will find a little bit more of  me.
A bit more of  me …

Because you gave me
An open hand love
An open hand love
Mmmmmm
You gave me
An open hand love
Mmmmmm
An open hand love.

Good-bye my love …
For now you’re on your own
No matter where you wander
You’ll never be alone.

I’ll think of  you …
And surely you will hear
How thankful that you taught me
How to live without you near.

The promises I knew we couldn’t keep
But here is one each starry night
I’ll bring you while you sleep.
In dreams we’ll meet
A lullaby I’ll sing
I’ll kiss you on your eyes
And by the morning I’ll take wing.

Our love was pure
Indulging from the start
Behind closed doors
We loved together heart to heart.

Because of the 
assorted previous loves 
that marched through 
my life and lessons 

they taught me, I now 
know the secret of an 
"open hand love". It's 
about being able to 

identify the real thing 
when you see it and 

not letting it slip away 
from you. So thank 
you guys out there 

that educated me to a 
better understanding 

of myself and prepared 
me for the man I was 
waiting for -- Tom, 

"the love of my life", 
the man who opened 

my door and my heart 
and is here to stay.

He gives me the benefit 
of the doubt with 

everything I say and 
do, believes in me, 

treats me with an open 
heart and AN OPEN 

HAND LOVE.  
Lyrics and Music by

 Judee Wales



Now hold me in your arms.
And love me till the end of  time.
I will give you all of  me.
With a love that isn’t blind.

Then you touch me
And I’m born again
I feel like I can live forever
You touch me
And I’m a child again
No one has ever been this clever
You touch me, and I am wild again

No one has made me feel
No one’s ever made me feel
No one’s ever made me feel like this 
before…

Now we are lifting, climbing, soaring, 
flying
We can touch the sky
Beyond fear we will fall
Knowing this love we share
Is part of  this all

Here you are; here am I
The way it will be
In this new life
Touching the sky

You touch me so gently
We take off  on our own free flight
And find ourselves
In the magic tonight.

Last night was the first time
And here we are all over again
The need’s so bad
For all the dreams we have
How can we ever let them end.

Then you touch me
And I’m born again
I feel like I can live forever
You touch me
And I’m a child again
No one has ever been this clever
You touch me, and I am wild again

No one has made me feel
No one’s ever made me feel
No one’s ever made me feel like this 
before …
No never.

I’ve heard it said before
Just listen to your inner voice
So many times our minds play games
And leave our hearts no choice.

What I learned from the past when I was climbing Fool's Hill 
was that I had always been attracted and distracted by the 
men with the money, the looks, the power. the life style, the 
yachts and their Lear jets. Then Tom came along in his truth 
and beauty and simply swept me off my feet. He entered on 

God's cue. When I first saw those ice blue eyes at the Barclay 
that day, I knew they needed to be loved by me for eternity. I 
let him gather me up to set out on this wondrous journey with 
him. We knew we were destined to touch the sky together -- as 

the title of the final song says, TOUCH ME. TOUCH THE SKY!
Lyrics by Judee Wales

Music by Elliot Finkel, Judee Wales and Don Rebic



I dedicate this album 
LOVE LIFE to you, 

Tom and cherish our 
beautiful Love of Life 
together. The last lines 
of the first song say 
it all -- And when we 
win, we hold the world 
in our palm, the Stars, 

the Moon and the
Sun ... we triumph 

as one, when 
I am with you

MY OTHER HALF.



Judee co-starred in and co-produced, Mixed Signals with her husband Tom Wat-
son which was well received at its World Premiere at the Palm Springs Short Film 
Festival. She, was featured in the independent film Satellite directed by Jeff  Winner, 
which premiered at the Tribeca Film Festival.

Judee was a principal in Sylvester Stallone’s classic, Nighthawks and featured in 
Woody Allen’s films, Annie Hall, Manhattan, and Star Dust Memories.

Recently, she starred in an extended run of  Can An Ex-Playboy Bunny Have A 
Dream? As part of  Susan Batson’s Slices of  Lives Productions. This One-Woman 
Play , which Judee wrote, was presented in two show formats of  “Vegas” and “The 
Redheads. The Play is the inspiration for her ongoing collaboration with Susan, 
where she will be Directing Judee in the film version called Once We had Wings.

Her latest work will be seen starring in the feature film PAVILION written by Marshall 
Yaeger and Directed by Susan Batson. The story is about a dysfunctional family in a 
bucolic setting, shot on location in Litchfield, CT by Christopher Daniels. The music 
on the movie soundtrack is from her new, soon to be released album, LOVE LIFE.

As a Co-Founder of  the Boston Repertory Theatre, she worked with many actors 
including David Morse and Tom Bower.

In New Jersey her home State, she created the real BUNNY BETTS, who was 
Bunny Rachael, when Judee was employed at the Great Gorge Playboy Club. Judee, 
cut her Broadway teeth on the roles of  the singer Fanny Brice in Ann Corio’s This 
Was Burlesque and as Sally Cato in Edie Adam’s MAME.

Judee Wales is a complex artist. She acts, writes, sings, performs and produces, 
as she did with her One-Woman-show, Don’t Fret Honee...You’re Just Payin’ 
Your Dues, which played “Dangerfields” and many other clubs.

Her first Broadway producing job, the musical Street Heat at Studio 54 starred 
amongst others, Vicki Lewis, Michael De Lorenzo, Glenn Scarpelli and Tico Wells.

At Playwrights Horizons, with Bob Moss, she originated 8 new roles in 8 new 
plays.  At Lincoln Center, she appeared with a Broadway ensemble cast including 
Malachy McCourt and Amy Stiller in The Season written and directed by 
Katherine Paulsen and produced by Phyllis Bishop

At The Actors Studio, she performed in At The Bottom, where she created 
Lydia directed by Susan Batson and Yanna Kroyt Brandt. Also at The Actors 
Studio, in the musical The Roundheads and The Pointheads she replaced 
Estelle Parsons as the Madame and Mother Superior, directed by David Gordon. 
She played Dr. Beck in The Increased Difficulty Of Concentration written by 
Václav Havel and directed by Arthur Storch in The Actors Studio Free Theatre.

Contact: info@judeewales.com
You may purchase this CD 

from Judee’s website:

www.JudeeWales.com
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