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BIG WET RAG

(David Yazbek)
PERFORMED BY ROCKAPELLA

Everytime you have a picnic, the rain comes down
and the birdies in the trees all stop, when

you're around.

All you gotta do is show up, and spirits sag.

Why you such a drag? You big wet rag.

All | wanted was a good time, to have some fun.
All | wanted was a picnic in the summer sun.
Maybe listen to some Beach Boys, maybe play some

tag.
But you put it in the bag, you big wet rag.

And sometimes everybody's gonna want attention.
You really push the envelope, a new dimension.

Make a joke about a picnic, you ask me why.
| say in order to be funny, then you start to cry.

I've been stepping on these eggshells, but they always crack,

Everytime | make a gag, you big wet rag.

| tell you everybody sometimes wants attention.
But time with you's a bumpy drive on bad
suspension.

(Stomach clenchin', Too much tension!)

When | think about a picnic, | think of love.

When you think about a picnic, you think of bugs.
Next time someone gives a picnic, I'm going stag.
Well it rhymes with rag, you big wet rag.

| never seen your tail wag, you big wet rag.

All you ever do is nag, nag, nag, you big wet rag.
So I'm calling you a big wet rag, you big wet--

Vocal Arrangement: Sean Altman, David Yazbek
Vocal Percussion: Jeff Thacher

©1993 EMI Blackwood Music, Inc. /
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CHERRY IN YOUR TREE
(Andy Partridge)

PERFORMED BY XTC

Chorus

Cherry cherry in your tree

Jump down on the ground and make a pie with me
Cherry cherry in your tree

Jump down on the ground and make a pie with me

1 got toys like the other boys
Come down from your tree now
| can set you free now

| got toys like the other boys
For baking love with you

For baking love with you

Chorus

I'm the cook who wrote the book
Pour a little soul now

Right into the bowl now

I'm the cook who wrote the book
0n baking love with you

On baking love with you

Cherry in your tree now

Do you love just me now

I'm the chef of the treble clef
Roll into the flour now

Knead it for an hour now

Andy Partridge - vocals, guitar, percussion, claps
Colin Moulding - bass, harmony vocals, claps
Dave Gregory - good natured ghost effects

with

Brian Doherty - drums

Garo Yellin - Cello

David Yazbek - keyboards, backing vocals, claps
Sean Altman - backing vocals

Produced by David Yazbek

©1993 EMI Virgin Song Inc. O.B.O.
EMI Virgin Limited
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CHANGE MY WORLD

(Sean Altman & Billy Straus)

PERFORMED BY JOHNNY NEXDOR
& HIS NEIGHBORS

Y'gonna change my world,
Y'gonna heal my world,
Y'gonna feel my world, and make it all a little better

And every lung sings true
And every tongue speaks kind
And every soul brings good, to slice a bigger piece of mind

You suppose there's nothing much a meager man can do

Bare his hairy chest & hold his morning breath, stick his thumbs into
the screws

Curse the dusty filibusters in riot gear

While he bellows like a cranky bull to anyone who'll hear

Y'gonna change my world
Y'gonna raise that cain
‘til every fridge busts full, & every Tarzan loves a Jane

Squelch the patter of the bullies spreading pulpit cheer

Tweak the beard of any walk-the-planking baby-spanking crusty buccaneer
Rally all the pollyannas in the atmosphere

Holding hands & clicking heels and watch the evil disappear!

We'll make it disappear! We'll never never ever ever fear!

Y'gonna change my world
Y'gonna green my world
Y'gonna clean my world, and make it shine a little better

And every chord rings true
And every eye colorblind
And every soul finds good to slice a bigger peace of mind

Programming: Billy Straus & Sean Altman

Guitars, Bass, Piano: Billy Straus

Horns: Steve Gaboury

Trumpet Solo: Joe Magnarelli

Annie's Bowl-Bells & lan's Xylophone: Sean Altman

©1993 Big Sean Music (BMI)
©1993 Billy Straus Music, NYC (ASCAP)

WHY DOES THE SUN SHINE?

(THE SUN IS A MASS OF INCANDESCENT GAS)

(Hy Zaret, Lou Singer)
PERFORMED BY THEY MIGHT BE GIANTS

The sun is a mass of incandescent gas
A gigantic nuclear furnace

Where hydrogen is built into helium

At a temperature of millions of degrees

Yo hoit's hot

The sun is not

A place that we could live

But here on earth there’d be no life

Without the light it gives

We need its light, We need its heat, We need its energy

Without the sun
Without a doubt
There’d be no you and me

The sun is a mass of incandescent gas
A gigantic nuclear furnace

Where hydrogen is built into helium

At a temperature of millions of degrees

The sun is hot

Itis so hot that everything on it is a gas
Iron, copper, aluminum, and many others
The sun is large

If the sun were hollow, a million earths could fit inside
And yet the sun is only a middle sized star
The sun is far away

About 93 million miles away

And that’s why it looks so small

And even when it’s out of sight

The sun shines night and day

The sun gives heat

The sun gives light

The sun light that we see

The sun light comes from our own sons atomic energy

Scientists have found that the sun is a huge atom
smashing machine

The heat and light from the sun come from the nuclear
reactions of hydrogen, carbon, nitrogen, and helium

The sun is a mass of incandescent gas
A gigantic nuclear furnace

Where hydrogen is built into helium

At a temperature of millions of degrees

John Linnell-Accordion, saxophone, bass clarinet, vocal
John Flansburgh-Electric Guitar, vocal

and featuring

Brian Doherty-Drums, Glockenspiel

Kurt Hoffman-Clarinet, saxophone

Frank London-Trumpet

Graham Maby-Bass

Produced by They Might Be Giants

©1959 Argosy Music Corp., (ASCAP)




BUGS

(David Yazbek)
PERFORMED BY GREG LEE

There's a boy on the corner of the studio block.

He's a wild wild river with a knee-high sock.

My Boy, he's a wild wild river. (I got my own bugs)

My Boy, got a head with a zipper. (I got my own bugs too)
Well he grab your arm like a heart attack.

Some day he wind up with hair on his back.

There's a big bug sitting right next to me.

He say yea he say no he say who the heck are we?
Got a tongue like lightening and hair of steel.

He never will bow and he never will kneel.

My Man, got a bug in his ear-o.

My Man better look in the mirror.

There's a tiny one living in the shoe with me.
Go into the kitchen with the enemy.

Gonna stomp on the box with a yelling sound.
Play the drum all night till the moon go down.
My Man, take a look in the mirror.

My Man, take a look in the river.

| got a thousand Manoulies climbing up the wall.
Make the studio room look like Mardi Gras.
Chicken in the pot stinking up the fridge.

Well | wont eat the bun and | can't eat the pig.
My Man, he's the chief of Morocco.

My Man, he's the big rocko-socko

My Man, he's a wild-life liver,

everybody gotta look in the mirror.

Clavinette, Organ, Piano, Percussion: Yazbek
Guitar & Bass: Billy Straus
Backing Vocals: Paul Gordon, Sean Altman, Yaz

©1993 EMI Blackwood Music, Inc. /
Yeidel Sounds Music (BMI)

BACK TO CHICAGO

(Sean Altman)
PERFORMED BY LYNNE THIGPEN

I've known the road, far much too long

You know a hotel's just not a home

but now I'm going back, said I'm going back
to Chicago,

I've been to Broadway, | made the rounds
I've had my taste of fame in the crowds

but now I'm going back, said I'm going back
to Chicago

Will anyone remember me?

It feels so long, it wasn't so long ago
I'm gonna stand on the corner and sing
“I'm finally home!"

I've been to Reno to Rome and Iraq,
But in my heart there's just something they lack
So now I'm going back, said I'm going back to Chicago...Windy City!

| wonder if anybody will remember me

It wasn't so long, but it was so long ago

I'm going down to the South Side and scream
"Hey, everybody I'm home!"

I've been to Lima to Chad and LA

y'know the feeling just ain't the same

So I'm going back, said I'm going back

I've got to get myself back, yes | do, maybe I'll take a plane

"cause | got to get back, said I'm going back to my home...Chicago!

Backup Vocals: Galaxy of Prawns
Guitars & Bass: Billy Straus

Hammond Organ: David Yazbek
Programming: Billy Straus & Sean Altman

©1993 Big Sean Music (BMI)

CARMEN’S SONG

(Sean Altman & David Yazbek)
PERFORMED BY GREG LEE

Nashville to Norway Bonaire to Zimbabwe Chicago to Pittsburgh to
Philly and back again Naples to Brussels Berlin to Belize indonesia

Topeka Botswana to Thailand Milan via Amsterdam Mali to Bali The
Netherlands Scotland to Pakistan New York to Omaha Luxembourg
Galveston Freeport to Minsk

Where in the world's the coliseum?

Who took the Sphinx and Cleopatra's needle?

Who got the Guggenheim museum?

| don't see’em, and where's the German soccer team?

She took the bang outta Krakatoa

She stole the keys from Beethoven's piano
Took a Little Italy and then Samoa

| got to show her, she can't stoop any lower

Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?
Boston or Burma, Bath or Oswego

We've got to find her, got to confine her
Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?

Over in Dover the cliffs are history

She bagged the checkered flag - the Indy hasn't stopped yet
Nobody tops her con artistry

She's a mystery. She never even calls her sister.

She took the lean from the Tower of Pisa

Got off the plane, her eardrums hadn't popped yet

Sailed to Paris on a bogus visa

Then just to tease her, she copped the smile from Mona Lisa

Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?
Grabbed Trinidad then hijacked Tobago
We've got to jail her, got to derail her
Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?

Greg, come on, she's nothin' but a scammer, stick that mischievous
heel in the slammer, catch the crook, no more lame excuses, lock
that lady in jail!

Nashville to Norway Bonaire to Zimbabwe Chicago to Pittsburgh to
Philly and back again Naples to Brussels Berlin to Belize Indonesia
Topeka Botswana to Thailand Milan via Amsterdam Mali to Bali The
Netherlands Scotland to Pakistan New York to Omaha Luxembourg
Galveston Freeport to Lebanon Belgium

El Salvador Poland Morocco Manhattan to

Ireland Hungary Cambodia!

Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?
Brooklyn to Chad, Brunei to Bombay go
We can't forgive her, send her up the river
Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?

Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?
There's California, where did L.A. go?

It ain't okey dokey, 'til she's in the pokey
Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?

Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?
Cleveland to Bronx, Taiwan to Saint-Tropez go
Who's gonna fool her, throw her in the cooler?
Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?

Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?

Got lotsa capers on her resume go

We're in the poorhouse, 'til she's in the big house
Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?

(Hey look! 2 bonus choruses to sing on your own!!!!)

Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?

She'll yank the stars right from the Milky Way go
We'll never spare her, we've got to snare her
Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?

Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?
She'll pluck the lilies offa your Monet go
We'll be disappointed, 'til she's in the joint, HEY!
Where in the world is Carmen Sandiego?

The Mob: Sean Altman, David Yazbek, Billy Straus,
The Freundlich Brothers

Keyboards & Programming: David Yazbek

Guitars: Billy Straus

©1993 Big Sean Music (BMI)
©1993 EMI Blackwood Music Inc. /Yeidel
Sounds Music (BMI)

All rights reserved.
Used by permission.
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