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So nice, being down Mexico way 
Hot spice, letting it loose on vaca 
Strollin down a narrow lane 
Taking a peak at the shops 
When I saw the thing on a shelf and it made me stop 
 
It had little tiny knobs all around the top 
And the sweet pungent smell of a barber shop 
I asked the guy what it was  
And this is what I got… 
 
Magammawammafootay, that’s how it sounded to me 
He said it nonchalant, like he really didn’t want, to sell it to me. 
When I asked him what the thing was for, and what I’d have to pay 
Magammawammafootay, was all that he’d say. 
 
That night, at Carlos and Charlie’s we drank 
Midnight, the gringos were all in the tank. 
A lady sauntered in the place  
And showed everyone what she had 
And as I got a little closer, I got mad. 
 
It was that same darn thing with the buttons all ‘round 
Only now it was making a whirring sound 
So I asked what it was 
And where it could be found 
 
Magammawammafootay, is what she whispered to me 
She said it with a smile, winking all the while 
I think she’ll sell it to me 
When I asked her what the thing was for, and what I’d have to pay  
Magammawammafootay, was all that she’d say. 
 
And now the thing is in my hands 
And your brooding look makes me think you understand 
Why some just gotta have it, or they’ll go insane  
Let’s head over to Carlos and Charlie’s, and kill our pain. 
 
With the funny little thing with the marks on the side 
And the slit in the back that can open wide 
We’ll watch it work and then I’ll watch you decide. 
 
Magammawammafootay, you’ll be hearing from me 
I’ll say it nonchalant, cuz I know you really want, to buy it from me. 
Don’t ask me what the thing is for, or what you’ll have to pay 
Magammawammafootay, is all that I’ll say. 


