
Alan Parsons Project, Pyramania
There are pyramids in my headThere's one underneath my beadAnd my lady's getting crankyEvery possible locationHas a simple explanationAnd it isn't hanky-pankyI had readSomewhere in a book, they improve all your food and your wineIt said, that everything you grow in your garden would taste pretty fineInstead, all I ever get is a pain in the neck and aYap yap yap yap yap yap yapI've consulted all the sagesI could find in the yellow pagesBut there aren't many of themAnd the myan panoramasOn my pyramid pajamasHaven't helped my little problemI've been toldSomeone in the know can be sure that his luck is asGood as gold, money in the bank and you don't even pay for itIf you fold, a dollar bill in the shape of the pyramid that's printed on the backIt's no lieYou can keep the edge of a razor as sharp as an Eagle's eye, you can grow a hedge that is vertically straight overTen feet high, all you really need is a pyramid and just a little luckI had read, somewhere in a book, they improve all your food and wineI'd been told, someone in the know can be sure of his good luckIt's no lie, all you need is a little bit of pyramidic help
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