
Muffin Man Songtext �bersetzung
Semmelmann� ��� im Sinne aller Teigwaren ���

��� im Englischen w�re es ein �Toastmann� �eigentlich flaches
Geb�ck�
im US�amerikanischen w�re es ein �Napfkuchenmann�

Der Semmelmann sitzt am Tisch im Labor
der Haushalts�Semmel�Forschungsk�che� � �
Er greift einen �berdimensionalen verchromten L�ffel
und schabt damit ein vertrautes Quantum altbackener Semmelbr��
sel zusammen und nachdem er seinen Umhang beiseite geschoben
hat�
tut er dieselben in sein Hemd� � �
Er wendet sich uns zu und spricht�

�Manche Menschen m�gen lieber Napfkuchen�
Ich mach� mir da nichts draus��

WERBUNG
inRead invented by Teads

Arrogant verdreht er die sterile Leinenspritze� eines bis oben hin
vollen Ger�tes zur Verzierung von Torten und quetscht eine
sieben Gramm schwere gr�ne Rosette �oh oh yuk yuk � � �
� � �das Ganze nochmal� � ���
und quetscht eine sieben Gramm schwere gr�ne Rosette
ziemlich oben hin auf eine massige aber strahlend sch�ne Semmel�
deren Form er selbst entworfen hat�
Sp�ter sagt er�

�Manche Menschen� � �manche Menschen m�gen ausschlie�lich
Napfkuchen� w�hrend ich dagen sage� nichts auf Gottes grauer
Erde
ist so erhaben� wie dieser Prinz unter den Nahrungsmitteln� � �
� � �die Semmel��

M�dchen� Du hast gedacht� es ist ein Mann�
aber er war eine Semmel�
Nach einer Weile wurde Dir klar�
dass er von nichts �ne Ahnung hatte�
M�dchen� Du hast gedacht� es ist ein Mann�
doch er hatte nur �ne gro�e Klappe�
Kein Laut zu h�ren in der Nacht�
w�hrend er sich die Dinger reinstopft�

ArtFus!on
muffin’ man
the same procedure as every year

#40



The muffin man is seated at the table
in the laboratory of the utility muffin
Research kitchen��� reaching for an
oversized chrome spoon he gathers an
Intimate quantity of dried muffin
remnants and brushing his scapular aside
Procceds to dump these inside of his shirt���
He turns to us and speaks�
Some people like cupcakes better�
I for one care less for them�
Arrogantly twisting the sterile canvas
snoot of a fully charged icing
Anointment utensil he poots forths
a quarter�ounce green rosette �oh ah yuk
Yuk��� let�s try that again�����
he poots forth a quarter�ounce green
rosette Near the summit of a dense but
radiant muffin of his own design�
Later he says�
Some people��� some people like cupcakes exclusively�
while myself� I say
There is naught nor ought there be nothing so exalted
on the face of god�s grey
Earth as that prince of foods��� the muffin�
Girl you thought he was a man
But he was a muffin
He hung around till you found
That he didn�t know nuthin�
Girl you thought he was a man
But he only was a�puffin�
No cries is heard in the night
As a result of him stuffin�
Bruce fowler on trombone� napoleon murphy
brock on tenor sax� and lead vocals�
Terry bozzio on drums� tom fowler on bass�
denny walley on slide� george duke
On keyboards� captain beefheart on vocals�
and soprano sax� and madness� thank
You very much for coming to the concert tonight� hope you
enjoyed it� goodnight
Austin� texas� where ever you are�
Songwriter� Frank Vincent Zappa
Songtext von Muffin Man � Kobalt Music Publishing Ltd�

Captain Beefheart: 

Run Paint Run Run

Originally appeared on Doc At The

Radar Station

Run paint run run

Run paint run run

Run paint run run

Paint hears this and he begin to

run

Electric black shadow runs ‘cross

the sun

Run paint run run

Run paint run run

Hold holes in the world

The sun goes down, we’ll be done

You hoped

And you hopped

And you hopped

And you swung

There’s my baby standing at the

gate

Waving, “Come, come.”

Paint hears this and he begin to

run

Run paint run run

You got hot paint, and you’re

havin’ fun

There’s my baby standing at the

gate

Waving, “Come, come.”

Run paint run run

Paint hears this and he begin to

run

Electric black shadow runs ‘cross

the sun

Run paint run run

Run paint run run

When the sun goes down, we’ll be

done paint done.

Run paint run run

Electric black shadow runs ‘cross

the sun

Run paint run run

You hoped

And you hopped

And you hopped

Then you won.

Run paint run run

You gold plated monkey

You’re a hot devil sun

Run paint run run

Run paint run run

You better go by and you run and

you run

You got hot paint and you swung

and you swung

Run paint run run

And you hoped

And you hopped

And you hopped

And you swung

Run paint run run

You’re a hot devil’s sun

You ‘re a mean monkey,

You stuck out your tongue

Hope you have the winning ticket

When the race is done.

Run paint run run

Run paint run run

Run paint run run

Run paint run run

(1980)

Transcribed by Nathan Jorgensen.

This song is based on an earlier

version known as Drink Paint Run

Run recorded October/November

1971 as part of the Spotlight Kid

sessions
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