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Ballad of the Caveman Days

Back in the cave days they had no electricity and all the people were bumping their toes in the dark

And they say around and watched the campfire because they had no t.v. in the park

Back in the Caveman Days (X4)

Setting out from the cave to visit the lake the people were afraid because they knew that across the lake

Stood the mighty t-rex, he had six inch teeth and he ate all the cave men

Back in the Caveman Days(X8)

Metal Machine

Metal machine, metal machine get your money from a metal machine

(screaming)

Metal machine, metal machine give your money to a metal machine

Ox Jam

(by Fred Smith, copyright 1996 or so)

A male of the common domestic cattle

Ox Jam (X2)

Oxen rock! Oxen rock!

Oxen rock because they are so powerful

No one can dance like an ox can

They get those four legs moving and they…

Ox Jam (X4)

The term ox can also refer to the sub-family bovinae and the family bovidae and also the following (take it Mike!):

Asiastic buffaloes and African buffaloe

The genre bubalous (?) and anoa and also cincerus (?) and some more

But I’m not talking about any of those, I just mean from the genus bos

Ox Jam! (X4)

I went to an oxen party a couple nights ago

Those oxen all were dancing they were shaking up the floor

And I asked one ox what this was called, he said he didn’t know

And so asked another and he told me it was called an 

Ox Jam (X4)

Those oxen all were dancing it was an amazing sight to see

And so I said to one ox (axe?) you must teach this dance to me

He said “there’s just no way friend, you have to have four feet”

And so I had to sit and watch the 

Ox Jam (X4)

Oxen rock! Oxen rock!

Oxen rock because they are so powerful

No one can dance like an ox can

They get those four legs moving and they… 

Ox Jam (X4)

I’ve Got A Plastic Bag in My Garbage Can

I’ve got a plastic bag in my garbage can

I’ve got a plastic bag in my garbage can

I’ve got a plastic bag in my garbage can

Plastic bag… plastic bag

I’m a plastic bag in the garbage can!

I’m a plastic bag in the garbage can!

Woooooooooo!

Woooooooooo!

Woooooooooo!

I Drink Blood

Count von Count walking down Sesame Street

Elmo says to him

You’re a fucking goth!

Count von Count said

Fuck you!

I Drink Blood!

Count von Count pulls out a sword

Slices Elmo in half, red blood on Sesame Street

Red fur

Cookie Monster standing near by

Runs up

What the fuck are you doing Count?

Count von Count chops off his eyes

Red blood, blue fur

Puts them in his mouth, Cookie Monster’s eating his eyes

Asks him

You think those are good cookies?

‘Cause

I Drink Blood!

Count von Count reolizes he needs to get off the streets

Heads inside a house

Bert and Ernie live there

Bert and Ernie say Hi Count how’s it going

(let it roll)

Count von Count pulls out his sword

Slices Ernie across his face

Ernie’s like Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god!

Burt runs up, trys to save Ernie

Because, you know, I think there’s a little more to their relitionship then they’re letting on

Count von Count chops off his hands when hands when he runs to punch him

His hands fly off and hit the wall

Run down the walls

Squres them both down the middle

And their cryin’ Their cryin’ no! Their cryin’ no! Their cryin’ nooooooooo!

No! No! No!

And they both die

They both die standing in their apartment

Next to the two beds the would push together upon occasion

Count von Count holds his sword high, holds his sword proud, holds his sword high

And you know what that mother fucker said?

He said

I Drink Blood!

Outside he steps, back out onto the streets, he’s running

He’s running, covered in blood, covered in blood, covered in blood

Oscar the Grouch sees him

He says What the fuck are you doin’ man! What are you covered in blood? What’s going on!?

Count von Count

Hits him over the head with the back of his sword

Takes some fucking nails

He nails that garbage can lid down

Oscar the Grouch is screamin’ Let me out! Let me out! Let me out!

He starts stabbin’, he starts stabbin’, he starts stabbin’

Blood, flowing down streets 

Into the gutter, into the gutter, into the gutter of Seasme Street

Count von Count holds that sword high, holds that sword proud

He says, he streams

I DRINK BLOOOOOOOD!!!

I Drink Blood!

(Solo, sandwich making, screaming)

And now

He ran back out onto Seasame Street

Saw Suffeluphigus, knew that mother fucker had to die

Cut off his trunk

And he fuckin’ beat him to death with it!!!

And he’s screaming, Suffeluphigus screaming, he’s screaming

(Attempting to sound increasingly like Suffeluphigus)

No! No! N-No! No! Noooooooo!

But I always hated that Suffeluphigus guy anyway.

That guy gave me fucking night mares.

But you know who showed up, who showed next, which mother fucker showed up next?

It was Super Grover!

Super Grover!

Flew down from the sky, flew down from the heavens

He said I’m not gunna to let this go on any longer 

I’m not gunna let this go on any longer

I’m not gunna let this go on any longerrrrrr

His powers of being cute and blue and furry

Threw those out, at Count von Count.

Count von Count was blown backwards into a bulding

Grover walked up, Grover walked up, thought he had taken out Count von Count

Thought Count von Count was down for the count

But let me tell you something about Count von Count

Count von Count is never down for the count

Count von Count sprang out of the ruins, sword gleaming

Cut that motherfucker’s big red nose off

There was screaming!

Grover’s crying, Grover’s crying

Now the Count walks up, says who’s the bitch now motherfucker, who’s the bitch now?

Stabs him right through his helmet

Sound of metal grinding against metal

Pulls that sword out and says

I Drink Blood!

(Let it roll)

Count von Count’s walking down Sesame Street

He’s killed everyone in sight, he’s not going to take that shit about being called a goth

He’s not a goth

When up walks

When up walks you know who

One uzi in each hand, Big Bird

Big Bird’s watched too many of his friends die today

He’s not gunna take it, he’s not gunna take it

Big Bird levels those uzis at his former friend

Former friend Count von Count

Gunna take him out, gunna take him out

Starts fireing, Count von Count runs

Run Count von Count, Run!

Big Bird’s got a morter!

Blows up half a building

But where is Count von Count now, where is Count von Count?

Big Bird’s walking down Sesame Street

One uzi in each hand

Trying to find Count von Count

He’s blowin’ away windows

Blowin’ through doors, tryin’ to find this motherfucker

But the fucker knows how to hide, he knows where to hide, he knows how to do it

Big Bird sees a glimps of him

Sees a glimps of him on a rooftop

If only he could fly!

But that fucker can’t fly

He’s too fucking fat!

And his wings, his wings are like hands or something

I don’t know what’s going on with that shit

Count von Count jumps down through an allyway

Runs past Big Bird

Big Bird’s bleedin’, what happened, what happened, motherfucker what happened!?

Big Bird’s got kind of an odd look on his face

Motherfucker starts sliding down diagonally where he’s been cut in half

His intrails are spilling out onto Sesame Street

Sesame Street’s on fire

Sesame Street is buring

He has nothing left to live for

What does he have to die for!!

Count von Count, his sword covered in blood

He screams and he hollers and he says

I DRINK BLOOOOOOOD!!!

(Spoken)

Today’s episode of Sesame Street was brought to you by the letter

DEATH!!!

And by the number 666…

You Can’t Forget About the Bread (Because I am the Bread)

You can’t forget about the bread

Because I am the bread

You can’t forget about the bread (bread!)

Because I am the bread

You can’t forget about the bread

Because I am the bread

