
The Stooges, Eggs on plate
Oh LordI got eggs on my plateI got 'emDamn rightI got four wallsI live hereHellI live hereNow this big Jew man uptownHe told me one dayHe said hey boyYou look at that houseOn the hill?That cost a hundred thousand dollarsYou could be up thereYou know what?I'll put you on the hit paradeEverybody will know your nameIggyBut manHey SolomonWho does my name belong to then?What have I got?Four wallsWhat have I got?Four wallsI thank you LordI thank you Lord aboveThis orange carpet and the ceilingI love itI love this orange carpetAnd the ceiling above itWho left Murph the SurfOn my ceiling?IggyNow here we go boysHa ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!Four wallsFour wallsHere I goI'm looking for love againI'm looking for loveI'm runnin from friend to friendI'm lookin' for love in the wineI'm lookin' for loveIn anybody I can findThank you GodFor these four walls I loveBut are they secure?Hey God!Are you above?Then tell meWho left that fucking doorHalf open?Oh LordI got somethin'I'll tell you thatI gotBoys I got thisFour wallsThree walls, two wallsFour wallsBut they can't talkFour wallsBut theyCan't talkFour wallsBut theyCan't talkFour wallsBut if they could talkWhat would they say?They'd say heyNash the SlashWhy did you leaveYour sticker on myForty-two dollarAnd fifty cent suiteIn James Dean's head bed?
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