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PAGES 2+3

(SHE THINKS SHE'S) EDITH HEAD
Back in high school | knew a gir

Mot too simple and not too kind

Ve both grew up but | heard she changed
From a Mew Wawe fan to ancther kind

She thinks she's Edith Head but you might know she's not
The accent in her speech, she didn't hawe growing up

She thinks she's Edith Head or Helen Gurley Brown

Or some other cultural figure we don't know a lot about

It's been years since | moved away but at Christmas | come home
| saw her reflection in the window of a stor

whe was talking to herself. Mot too simple and not oo kind

dlked on by. It was complicated and it stuck in my mind

inks she's Edith Head but you might know she /s not
coent in her speech, she didn't have growing up

inks she's Edith Head
inks she's Edith Head nch

MAYEBE I KNOW

Maybe | know that she's bean cheating
Maybe | know that she's bean untrue
But what can | do

| hear them whispering as | walk by
“She's gonna break his haart and make him cry”
| know it's me they'ra talking about
| bet they all think I'll never find out

Maybe | know that she's bean cheating
Maybe | know that she's bean untrue
But what can | do

My friends keep telling ma that she's no good
She isn't treating you the way she shoulkd

| feel 50 badly that's all | can say

Bafor my tears fall | just walk away

Deap down inside she loves ma
Though she may run acund

| know someday she'll love me
Someday she'll settle down

fold

RAT PATROL

Moths beat on the window pane
telling me I'm not the same
Sounds of nothing, sounds of fear
speak to me when no ona's hem

Come on rat patmol
I'm on rat patral

Wildemess of mirrors shine,
floorboands creak or footsteps heand
Headlights turn into the drive

then disappear into the night
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TOEKEN BACK TO BROOELYN
The token back to Brooklyn

fell betweaen the grating

And we're just watching it sinking

The fare wient up to one hundred dollars
And we can never go home again

Bill colkectors drinking lightar fluid

And says ha'll tell our parants

Our feat start running at a furious pace
But wea can't get away

You're older than you've ever baen
And now you're even okdar

And now you're even okdar

And now you're even okdar

You're older than you've ever baen
And now you're even okdar

And nowi you're older still

Timea iz marching on
And time is still marching on

This day will soon ba at an end
And now it's even sooner

And now it's even sooner

And now it's even sooner

This day will soon ba at an end
And now it's even sooner

And now it's sconer stil

OPERATORS ARE STANDING BY
Operators ara standing by

Smoking cigarettes and drinking coffee
Bounce their shoes on the end of their feet
And wish they could go home

Operators are standing by

Pcking hokes in the ceiling tikes

Making jokes about their old boyfriends
And days gone by

Operators ara standing by
Talking about their porrayal
On the TV wihen an actress sits
with a haadsat in outer space

That's encugh talking, ladies

Operators ara standing by
Smoking cigarettes and drinking coffee
Pass around a picture of a mobius stip
And wish they could go home
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DARIK AND METRIC

Mo taxi could take you, no trains rolling by
Mo bicyclk shop, no planes in the sky

Mot a night spent in jail, parrot on my arm
Mot a man of the world, no patch on my eye

Dark and metric & my town

evary day and night

Just becauss you're floating
doesn't mean you haven't drovined

Mo spoiler, no windscoop, no magazine back
Mo hydraulic shocks, no privacy glass

Dark and metric i my town,
MNarth, East, West and South.

Just becausa you're smiling
doasn't mean you haven't drovined
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REPREHENSIELE

Each night | lie awake completely alone
A vaice is speaking

and | tremile for it's net my own

| can’t ignore it althaugh | try

The intrusive whisper fascinates me
Here's why, here’s why

The shadows gather round as the voice recites
The secret history of my immeortal soul
Indestructible

Indefensible

Reprehensible

Ten thousand years of unerasable acts

and permanent facts

The recard of my unspeakable crimes

In previgus lives, in previous times

Indelicly stains the pages of history

Indestructible
Indefensible
Reprehensible

Night after night the voice recites my misdesds
And puts me to sleep and tells me
I'won't remember & thing

When morning comes at last
| ik my eyes

Forgetting everything and thinking only of my plans.

The world is spinning round and I'm on the top

And nothing in the world can ever make me stop

Indestructible
Indefensibla
Reprehensible
Ten thousand years of unerasable acts
and parmanent facts and anly | know
Who's responsible
Indefensible
Reprehensible me
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CERTAIN PEOPLE I COULD NAME

The few surviving samurai survey the battlefield

Count the arms the legs the heads and then divide by five
Drenched in Blood they move acrass the screen

Do | nead to point or do you see the aone | mean

The one in back, the way he acts
Is he reminding you of anyone we know
Isn’t he so like certain pecple | could name

Halfway through the 30 minutes halfway round the world
Here’s the story of a genocidal overlord

In the palace with her epaulets

Watch her litle gestures as she lights her cigaretie

Look at her you must see it too
Is she reminding you of anyone we know
Isn't she so like certain pecple | can name

Disembodied and detached a veice describes the scene
As a lizard stalks a helpless creature on TV

Music underscores the tragedy

Eyes with no exprassion watch the unsuspecting pray

Wheo iz it like, dossn't it strike you

as the very images of someona we know
ksn't it 50 like certain people

How could anybody miss the obvicus

And the uncanny and clear resemblance
ksn't it just like certain people | could name

(7
Call cut the palice 7
The counterfeit faker i3 coming after me f—

COUNTERFEIT FAKER
Call cut the undertaker

Yes | laved him like a brother
oved him ambivalenty lf-\
-

There's no way to measura

the damage he has done ﬁ

Counterfeit faker camries a grudge

Mervous, | walked through windows
I walked through plate glass doors. /]
Silent his presence mocks me
and waves me an Some mare: (/]

THEY GOT LOST

Julie at the station says they’ll be here any minute now

But she's unning out of records and her show is ending anyhow
They can hear her saying their name on the car radio

But the signal keeps fading out na matter which way they go

I heard they might be somewhere near this town
They Might Be Giants got lost driving around

John said to John °| think we make a left at the light,
There should be a big B assuming this mag is nght”

John looked over and he said “hey, no it's net,

It's a crumpled up wrapper from the fast food that we got”

I heard they might be somewhere near this town

They Might Be Giants got lost driving around

Graham said te Brian *| see somebody walking this way”

So Eric rolled down the window and said “hello, excuse me, hey
Could you tell us where we are and the best way out of here”
They could tell from his expression he had absolutely no idea

They're still driving around

..._.._—--"""
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— —
Counterfeit faker the damage has been done —-—--_-"___’l‘"
Countarfeit faker bring him on v____-‘""'-—
—
'_'_-
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ON EARTH MY NINA

Her burden of things walking out

Her burden of things walking out

On earth my Nina, on earth my Mina
God forbid a vaguer feat

Mational hell mugged me

Hey, the spamow wants a morkid armow
Here's a quarter, that's the one | wanna
Maybe I'll buy the whirlwind

that always keeps me yeaming

Her sitter's down there mouming

Her burden of things walking out

Her burden of things walking out

On earth my Nina, on earth my Mina
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LULLABYE TO NIGHTMARES

Have you ever seen a bloody head

Eag glass in hand lying up in bed

That's the time to sing this cowardly lullabye
and you cught to know why

Lullabye to nightmares, whisper low
In the night when bat wings flow
That's where all the frightmares go
When the elephants die

Would you like to try

Have you ever heard the blackbird song
Surmimer days all sumimer long
Underneath the shady tree

A shadow sitting next to me

And we stare at the sun

EDISON MUSEUM

The Edison Museumn, not open to the public
Its haunted towers riss into the clouds above it
Folks drive in from out of town

to gaze in amazement when they see it

Just outside the gate | look into the courtyard
underneath the gathering thunderstorm
Through the iron bars | see the Black Mariah
Revolving slowly on its platform

In the topmast tower a light bums dim

A cailing filament glowing within

The Edison Museumn once a bustling factory

Teday is but a darkened cobweb covered hive of indusiry
The tallest widest and most famous

haunted mansicn in New Jersey

Behind a wooden door the voice of Thomas Alva
Recites a poem on a phonograph

hosts float up the stair like silent moving pictures
The loyal phantoms of his in-house staff

A wondrous place it is, there can be no doubt

But no one ever goes in and no one ever goes aut

So when your children quarmel and nothing seems to quell them
Tedl themn that you'll take them to the Edison Mussum

The largest independently owned

and operated mauscleum




