Shut Up Already

Now I ain’t petrified of silence,

But why say nothin’ at all

When we can talk about your neighbor,

And why he’s got just one ball?

Talk Talk Talk Talk

It keeps the mind movin’.

Talk Talk Talk Talk

It keeps the tongue groovin’.

Aww yeah.

Some people say that silence is golden.

Not me, I’d say I’m beholden

To my stereo, my records and discs

And the telephone so I can here you say

How much you loved crime and punishment

Talk Talk Talk Talk

It keeps the mind movin’.

Talk Talk Talk Talk

It keeps the tongue groovin’.

Aww yeah.

So next time your all dressed up in your zoot suit riot,

An yer wondering why I just can’t be quiet.

It’s not that I’m afraid

Or that I’m trying to get laid.

I just wanna pick your mind,

Practice the forgotten art.

Are you afraid of what I might find?

Talk Talk Talk Talk

It keeps the mind movin’.

Talk Talk Talk Talk

It keeps the tongue groovin’.

Aww yeah.

Come groove with me.
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