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Mizzer Waddlemeister 
By Jerry Haugen 

Verse 1 
(G) Mizzer Waddlemeister came (C) strolling in the rain, 
(G) Hand-me-down blanket, (D) leaky windowpane. 
(G) Mama said, “Boy, keep your (C) chin up—keep your eyes on the (G) prize,” 
(Em) So he learned to make a (C) ladder out of (D) low, hard times. (G) 
 
Verse 2 
(G) He stacked up night shifts, (C) pennies in a jar, 
(G) Secondhand textbooks, (D) borrowed old guitar. 
(G) He paid for college one (C) worn-out shoe at a (G) time, 

(Em) Learned words like “interest,” learned the (C) weight of  over(D)time.” (G) 
 
Chorus 
(C) Oh, Mizzer Waddlemeister, (G) in his midnight mind, 
(C) Sees a giant vault where the (G) gold coins shine. 
(Em) Sittin’ on a mountain with a (C) grin so (G) wide— 

(D) “Someday, someday I’ll be satis(G)fied.” 
 
Verse 3 
(G) Then it’s coffee and carpet and (C) fluorescent light, 
(G) A tie like a leash and the (D) same old night. 
(G) Thirty-five years of “per my (C) last email,” 

(Em) Chasin’ little numbers in a (C) paper (D) trail. (G) 
 
5) Chorus (repeat) 
(C) Oh, Mizzer Waddlemeister, (G) in his midnight mind, 
(C) Sees a giant vault where the (G) gold coins shine. 
(Em) Sittin’ on a mountain with a (C) grin so (G) wide— 

(D) “Someday, someday I’ll be satis(G)fied.” 
 
Verse 4 
(G) He retired on a handshake and a (C) watch that ticked, 
(G) Meager little pension—(D) felt a little tricked. 

(G) He bought a brand-new (C) banjo in a storefront (G) glow, 
(Em) But the tunes felt thin where the (C) bright lights (D) low. (G) 
(G) He stared at the ceiling and he (C) heard it plain: 
(Em) “Is this all there is for all that (D) strain?” (G) 
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Verse 5 
(G) So he lit a new match from the (C) embers of the old, 
(G) Found a tiny office, (D) found a crew that’s bold. 

(G) A startup in a broom closet, (C) big plans on a (G) board, 
(Em) Every “no” just sharpened every (C) “yes” they (D) swore. (G) 
 
Chorus (lift) 
(C) Oh, Mizzer Waddlemeister, (G) now the daylights shine, 
(C) Sees a bigger vault where the (G) gold coins climb. 

(Em) Sittin’ on a mountain with a (C) grin so (G) wide— 
(D) “Someday, someday I’ll be satis(G)fied!” 
 
Verse 6 
(G) The little company thundered into (C) something tall, 
(G) New hires comin’ weekly, (D) names down the hall. 

(G) He rose up to vice (C) president, laugh lines in his (G) face— 
(Em) And the dream got closer at a (C) breakneck (D) pace. (G) 
 
Verse 7 
(G) And there it is—his vault—(C) doors a mile high, 

(G) Coins like a river under (D) chandelier sky. 
(G) He belly-flopped laughing in a (C) glittering (G) sea, 
(Em) “Look at all this fortune—(C) stored for (D) me!” (G) 
 
Bridge 
(Em) But gold don’t high-five you when the (C) deadline’s tight, 

(G) Gold doesn’t stay late to make the (D) demo right. 
(Em) Gold won’t bring courage when the (C) market turns cold— 
(G) It was hands and hearts that (D) made him bold. (G) 
 
Final Chorus 
(C) Oh, Mizzer Waddlemeister, (G) hear the whole world sing: 

(C) Not the coins in the vault—(G) no, that ain’t the thing. 
(Em) It’s the smart, bright people, it’s the (C) work they (G) made— 
(D) That’s the real treasure piled up and dis(G)played. 
 

Verse 8 
(G) So he retired again with a (C) lighter load, 

(G) Gave back scholarships down that (D) same hard road. 
(G) Built clinics and classrooms, (C) let the good times (G) roll— 
(Em) Turned a dream of money into (C) wealth of (D) soul. (G) 
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Outro 
(G) Mizzer Waddlemeister, (C) sittin’ easy now, 

(G) Not on gold coins—(D) on the promise of a vow: 
(G) “May the ladders I climbed be in (C) every (G) hand— 
(Em) That’s the richest life… the (C) richest (D) land.” (G) 

 
 


