
Tom Waits, In the neighborhood
Well the eggs chase the baconRound the fryin' panAnd the whinin' dog pidgeonsBy the steeple bell ropeAnd the dogs tipped the garbage pailsOver last nightAnd there's always construction workBothering youIn the neighborhoodIn the neighborhoodIn the neighborhoodFriday's a funeralAnd saturday's a brideSey's got a pistol on the register sideAnd the goddamn delivery trucksThey make too much noiseAnd we don't get our butterDelivered no moreIn the neighborhoodIn the neighborhoodIn the neighborhoodWell big mambo's kickingHisAnd the kids can't get ice cream'cause the market burned downAnd the newspaper sleeping bagsBlow down the laneAnd that goddamn flatbed'sGot me pinned in againIn the neighborhoodIn the neighborhoodIn the neighborhoodThere's a couple filipino girlsGigglin' by the churchAnd the windoe is bustedAnd the landlord ain't homeAnd butch joined the armyYea that's where he's beenAnd the jackhammer's diggin'Up the sidewalks againIn the neighborhoodIn the neighborhoodIn the neighborhood
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