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Freeze frame

“Target in window pane, so perfect!”

(Except for that small shadow on the wall


That gives away the game



That sets us back




That begs ‘Please understand that I’d do anything at all)



How it seems a simple thing




How it seems a stupid thing

How it seems a simple thing

To find out why the caged ones sing, “La la la la la la”

Cut back

You said “You’ll never know the whole truth,”

(In fact, you said you’d “Do anything at all.”


So long as facts are straight



And 8/16ths make 8 

And birds land on your plate you’d promise anything at all)




How it seems a simple thing




How it seems a simple thing

How it seems a simple thing

To find out why the caged ones sing, “La la la la la la”

Jump cut 

And in that instant find you’re shaking

(They’ll say anything ‘til you think you’ve had enough

And in that moment know

Despite the afterglow

That anyone can see that you will never have enough)



How it seems a tragic thing




How it seems a magic thing

How it seems a tragic thing

Two birds, a bush, a hand, a ring

“La la la la la la”

Alien Hive Theme 
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I will give you honey, and you will give me money

‘Cos that it was the contract states

I told you on the ‘phone, I’m coming for a drone

To come and work inside my hive

Control you with my sting

But you won’t feel a thing

Forget about the ring – here’s a harness


Don’t run too fast, don’t walk too slow


You’ll like it this way


You’ll like it this way – I know


You know there’s nothing else you need


When you’re at the end of this lead

Now that I have teased, say that you are pleased

With life inside the Mother Chord

We’ll break your earthly ties, forget your human lives

But first, I’ll welcome you aboard

(We had a lot of fun back at 51 – 

but Rozwell was a grave mistake - ‘From space to create a race of super-atomic hyper-bees!’)

Don’t run too fast, don’t walk too slow


You’ll like it this way


You’ll like it this way – I know


You know there’s nothing else you need


When you’re at the end of this lead


Have you been waiting here forever for me to tie you to a tether?


Let me do the talking; you’re only fit for walking

Don’t run so fast, don’t walk so slow


You’ll like it this way


You’ll like it this way – I know


You know there’s nothing else you need


When you’re at the end of this lead

When you’re at the end of this lead, don’t walk so slow

Head
Shatner/Woodman/Marsh
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Now I want you to see what you’ve done to me

And what I’ve done to you 

You be evil, I’ll be pure

You be fresh, I’ll be mature

I’ll diamond, you be cash

I’ll be your dot, you be my dash


You are a lucky man


I’ll be Ollie, you be Stan



In my head it all makes sense in my head



In my head this all makes sense



In my head I still love you

Now that you see what we’ve become

We can try our luck at changing places

I’ll be Nancy, you’ll be Sid

I’ll do Butch -- you shoot the kid

I’ll be rubber, you be glue

Bounce off me and stick to you


You are a lucky boy


I’ll be Paris – you be Troy



In my head it all makes sense in my head



In my head this all makes sense



In my head I still love you

I’ll be Tigger, you be Poo

You’re looking black, I’m feeling blue

I’ll be arsenic, you be lace

Let’s launch this monkey into space  



In my head it all makes sense in my head



In my head this all makes sense



In my head I still love you

Vet

Words by Igor (Michael Woodman)
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You’ve been looking pale lately.

I’ll try and put some colour back in your cheeks.

That post’s already filled but I still applied

Sneak with your phone to the bathroom.

Until I’m like gravity on your brain

I’m not weightless I’m on course to collide with you

I love what I put you through

When I’m your

Day nurse – walk with me arm in arm

Night – we can sleep free from harm

Wet nurse – when you’re feeling dry

I’ll be your vet

I’ll be your vet

I’m measured and I’m perfect

I’m plotting circles and sizing up descent

I’m not weightless I’m on course to collide.

Oh my dear

There’s nothing as quaint or queer

As a

Day nurse – walk with me arm in arm

Night – we can sleep free from harm

Wet nurse – when you’re feeling dry

I’ll be your vet

I’ll be your vet

Get etherised on my table

I bet you didn’t think I could bring this home

It saves me trying to score it on the streets

We love it, this touch of class

Cloak and dagger, in this English farce

I will never allow dogs in this house.

Ground rules – I will never suffer fools.

When I’m your

Doner – harvest what you need.

Doctor – I stole your medical history.

Student – I’ve been taught what I should do,

When I’m a vet for the animal in you.

for the animal in you.

for the animal in you.

for the animal.

Blink
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Always look before you, creep, make sure the water’s 

Nice and deep

Control the world before you sleep, make sure to take the

Risk and leap


But don’t tell me anything but lies


No don’t tell me anything but lies

Once, too many, and ten’s enough to make sure that

The tenterhooks are tough

Three blind mmmice somehow turned out slightly rough

(To Whom It May Concern: 

Wear this on your cuff)


But don’t tell me anything but lies


No don’t tell me anything but lies



Here lies the one I really wanted



These eyes hear lies with every



Blink

Five days a week to plan this crime, sex offender gets

Good, hard time

Seven nights a week to check the lime, eat the rind and

Shoot a mime


But don’t tell me anything but lies


No don’t tell me anything but lies

Razzle 

(or, Up the Wrong ‘Un).
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Don’t kiss and tell 

Then again – who would want to know?

I spend most nights staring at the ceiling

And my days drift dreaming, sometimes pleading, always needing

I really want to stop it 

But I just can’t seem quit

Razzle

(Jealous of your analyst)

Dazzled

(by his never ending list) 

Torment me with your tongue.

Can’t take the risk

Then again, no one needs to know

I seemed so much taller in the mirror!

I’m out of Daddy’s reach, so please don’t preach. I’ll shave my Peach;

I really shouldn’t be here

But I’ll stay for just one more

Razzle

(Jealous of your analyst)

Dazzled

(by his never ending list) 

Torment me with your tongue.

Just send a text, it’s more romantic than phone sex

You can’t squeeze a goat out of a python

And my clock is ticking, gears start sticking, picture flicking

You’re really ought to stop me

But you just don’t have the nerve

Razzle

(Jealous of your analyst)

Dazzled

(By his never ending list) 

Torment me with your tongue.

Torment me 

Because I love you

You love me.

I love you

You love me

I love me: botox, electrolysis, paralysis.

Soul Patch
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So, who’s in the cage now?

Passion turned into a silk-pursed sow

All these things that I wanted

My ocean’s gone shallow

Everything’s gone from my here and now


Find me a soul mate, then make me a peon


Grow me a soul patch and light me in neon


Tattoo me and pierce me until what’s unique’s gone


And make me a copy of a copy


Of a picture of someone else

So cut me some slack now

And expect something more of me somehow

Help me cut out what is tragic

And if in the meantime

You can come up with a plan or sign


To set loose my anger, my hurt and frustration


To cure me of thinking nothing’s worth elation


To toss me a lifeline if I sink on occasion


To block out the copy of a copy


Of a picture of someone else

Repeat first verse


Find me a soul mate, then make me a peon


Grow me a soul patch and light me in neon


Tattoo me and pierce me until what’s unique’s gone


And make me a copy of a copy


Of a picture of someone else

Catnip
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Caught me again

Out in the rain

Light of the moon

Be morning soon


But I’m caught in a trap


Caught in a kitty nap

Saw you again

My pretty friend

L8r 2nite

If u get it right


But I’m caught in a trap


Caught in a kitty nap

Caught in a trap


Caught in a kitty nap



I’ve got too much time to sit here and remind you



That you’re the one for me

Never again

In so much pain

Seeing my life

Go right down the drain


But I’m caught in a trap


Caught in a kitty nap

‘Cos that’s where I spend my time dreaming about you

Argyle Gargoyle Grrl
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Be my argyle gargoyle grrl

Artesque and grotesque in a smiling tartan

Paintbrush in hand or laptop click-clicking

I see you and my heart starts ticking


Be my argyle gargoyle grrl


Be my argyle gargoyle grrl

They might not see you as pretty

I think you’re The Cat’s Meow

I want you to show me how you do what you do

There’s something deeper here with you


Be my argyle gargoyle grrl


Be my argyle gargoyle grrl


And maybe you won’t shriek or lurk menacingly


Or pull faces embarrassingly


Or ward off evil spirits by your presence alone


If only I could spend some time with you at home

So be my argyle gargoyle grrl

Rubenesque and impressive and oh-so-suggestive

Briefcase in hand or chisel snick-snacking

Do not send me packing


Just be my argyle gargoyle grrl


To be my argyle gargoyle grrl

School Disco
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This time last night caught me in headlights

On my knees

This time he’ll see there’s much more to me

Than cotton socks and pony tails

School neckties and painted nails


‘Cos he’s got plenty of time


For hanging around school discos

Plenty of time

Hanging around school discos


He’s got no time left for me

This time she’ll probably say, ‘There’s no bloody way I’m going to

Let you go tonight!’

Send my feelings reeling floor to ceiling

In my cotton socks and pony tails

School neckties and painted nails


So I spend all of my time


Hanging around school discos


All of my time


Hanging around school discos


He’s got no time left for me

If I see him tonight I’ll start a catfight

With that big-boned bimbo blonde

This time he’ll see there’s much more to me

Than cotton socks and pony tails

Stanley knives and bars in jails


So I spend no more time


Hanging around school discos


He’s got no time left for me

Flashlight
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Sunday

I caught him with my flashlight

He took me to a hotel

I was walking like a Dutch girl

Questions

Whilst I was seeking answers

That spun my head in circles

Like supermarket vodka


As darkness falls and my flashlight starts to fade


I know I’ll have to lie down in this bed that I have made



Uh-huh



One sip, one bite, one tempting taste 



Before a meal that I never even ordered

Later

He powders conversation

In three inches of foundation

Determined to transform me

Feeds me advice and tips on Scrabble™

More incoherent babble

(I drank him underneath the table)


Slide down the serpent’s back, climb ladders in my way


Your dizzy heights intrigue me but


Your snakes scare me away



Uh-huh



One sip, one bite, one tempting taste 



Before a meal that I never even ordered




His clients humour him




But he’s sharpening his game




The more he drank, the more his tongue grew loose




And soon




He started to outline his plan to dominate this world





He said:




‘It’s Swedish furniture that holds the key to Europe.’
Soap sweets

Always chewing Parma Violets™

For a while they kept him quiet

But didn’t make his mouth much cleaner

Pasta girl who looked just like his sister

He was prettier than she were

(He acted like he hadn’t seen her)


I dropped my flashlight when I saw that it was you

To make sure that I wouldn’t see the things that we would do

They Call Me A Tramp Because I Made A Sucker Out Of A Millionaire
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He’s a pony

But he’s your best friend

He needs you now to make amends for the screw-ups that he’s had in life

You’ll grow handles as his trophy wife


Does England really love you?

Raise its hands in prayer above you?

If you had three wheels would they love you more?

‘Cos He’s a phoney

He’s your Mockney Man

A Holy Friar with a Peter Pan

And he’ll beg the tabloids, on his knees

For a single glimpse of your raspberries


Ghost-written sex positions


Sold to right-wing sex physicians


If you could only read you’d lose your plot
He’s a phoney

Time for show and tell

Never had a bow around his bell

He’ll be Jack again at the academy

With a Desmond for a film degree

Does England really love you?

Raise its hands in prayer above you?

If you had three wheels would they love you more?

