Lyrics for Songs from

PARTS IS PARTS

The Chordates

By Jeffrey Moran

You can never be called a chordate without three things that cannot be ignored:

A complex, dorsal, hollow nervous system, gill slits, and a notochord.

A complex, dorsal, hollow nervous system, that’s the brain and spinal cord, in fact.

Hollow means there’s space in the center; dorsal means it’s closer to the back.

Every chordate big or little has one, though some may be considered rather small.

But from a lamprey to a lizard to a lemur, it controls their actions one and all.

The gill slits are paired openings in the throat. Sometimes they’re called pharyngeal clefts.
Inside them gills develop in the fishes, as well as in aquatic forms of efts.

However, in land dwelling chordates, as they grow in egg or uterus, 

The embryonic gill slits disappear, leaving a tube of Eustachius.

The notochord’s an embryonic structure, a semi-rigid flexible tough rod. 

No insect, starfish, worm, or snail has one, but they’re in each embryonic cat and cod.

In vertebrates the back bone forms around it as they develop past the embryo.

And early in development it causes the nervous system to begin to grow.

And we’re chordates ‘cause

We’ve got dorsal, hollow nervous systems all our thoughts and movements to control.

And we had gill slits in our tiny throats years ago when we were embryos.

We share another characteristic that you should remember from before:

That defining feature of all chordates: we all had embryonic notochords.

Yes, we’re chordates! That’s right, we’re chordates! ‘Cause we had notochords!

The Sounds of Science

Words by Jeffrey Moran

Hello, dark matter, my odd friend. I’ve come to seek for you again.

In collisions, briefly, fleeting, between elements on meeting.

And the fission that supplanted yin from yang in the Big Bang

Lives in the sounds of science.

I express genes and talk to clones of sparrow-beets that gobble bones.

‘Neath the red glow of a heat lamp, I learned that cholera makes untold cramps.

And the flies and crabs made a crash into my knee on flight so nits of mites

Could touch the sounds of science.

And in the Bakelite I saw quartets of beetles, maybe more.

Beetles talking without speaking; beetles hearing without listening.

Beetles writing songs that voices never shared ‘cause no one dared


Disturb the sounds of science.

“Schools!” said I, “You do not know. Science with its answers grows.”

Hear the birds that they might teach you making charms might reach you.

But the birds sat scient for a spell, with geckos


In the wells of science.

And so the people were afraid at what evolution made.

And the genes flashed out a warning with the proteins they were forming.

And the enzymes said the words of the crawfish are written on the plant cell walls and tinamou claws.


And whispered in the sounds of science.

Parts Is Parts by Jeffrey B. Moran

Spoken: I read several years ago that researchers at Duke University School of Medicine thought that within 5 years they would be able to routine-ly transplant pig organs into humans, that is, pig heart, livers, kidneys, and so on could be used to replace failing human organs.  At the time, I thought "Hog wash!"  And I remain skeptical.  I thing you get one of those new pig hearts and you'll probably be in hog heaven before you come out of the anesthetic.  Of course, if it does come to pass eventually, it will give a whole new meaning to the phrase bringing home the bacon.  And if the surgeon botches the job, you (or your survivors) can always souieee for malpractice.  And don't forget to put that stuff on the incision to keep it from getting infected, you know, the oinkment.  And ten years from now, you'll go to parties, and everyone will be standing around talking about their new pig organs.  Boaring!  And all America will be singing . . .

My new heart used to be in a pig.

It’s not too little;  it’s not too big.

It pumps blood OK from my feet to my brains

Through all my arteries, catepillars, and veins.

None of its semilunar valves leak,



And for its rhythm, it’s got a good beat.


But I find now and then for truffles I dig.


My new heart used to be in a pig.





Chorus:

And part of me’s person and part of me’s pork Not quite the same as was brought by the stork No sausage, no ham hocks, no spareribs for me Pigs (hogs, swine) are part of my family tree. 






My new liver, it came from a hog.



Not from a horse or a sheep or a dog.


It fits just fine in my abdomen,



‘Bout halfway ‘tween my hips and my chin.


And it stores sugar, makes hormones and bile,

Just like the one I had as a child.



But sometimes I find through a barnyard I jog.

My new liver, it came from a hog.



My new kidney belonged to a swine.


And it’s all right that I don’t still have mine.


Because it does its job real well
 

Of filtering blood through glomerular cells.


And its neurotic units are just the right size


For filling my bladder clear up to my eyes.


But sometimes I oink when I want to whine.


My new kidney belonged to a swine.

Well, part is parts, and I can’t complain,


But not too much of my insides remain.


They’ve put in a lung, a vowel, and a spleen,


A new pancreas, and a couple of genes.


All these new parts added years to my life,

I’ve far outlived my kids and my wife.

I wanted to return the favor some how.

So last week I gave my heart to a sow.

Last chorus:
Now, we share the slop and we wallow in mud.

She’s my Petunia, I’m her stud.

And part of me’s person and part of me’s pork Not quite the same as was brought by the stork No sausage, no ham hocks, no spareribs for me Piglets are part of my family tree.
I always like to dedicate this song to my good friend, Dr Frankenswine . . .

Take Another Piece of My Heart 
by Jeffrey Moran

I thought we were doing fine, didn’t know something was wrong.

I gave you everything I had, I thought our love was going strong.

I know you were cheating, making me a fool.

You only wanted to use my heart for a tool

For making someone else grow jealous over you.

And I was blind, I couldn’t tell my heart that it was true.

Evry time I see you now go walking out the door

You take some of my heart, ‘till I don’t want it any more.

Chorus:
     So just take it!  
Take another little piece of my heart, now, baby, I say

Break it!  
Break another little piece of my heart and just throw it away.

You took my sinoatrial node where my heart beat originates,

And every time I see you now, my heart just fibrillates.

You went on and took my atrioventricular node

Leaving my Purkinje fibers in a depolarized mode.

My PQRST waves are backwards, up-side-down,

And multiple foci for a myogenic heart beat now are found.

You left my whole system for electrical conduction

Without a single decent syncytial gap junction.

Chorus:


You took my bicuspid and tricuspid valves with you.

And my aortic and pulmonary semi-lunar valves, too.

In fact you took every valve from my heart, you know,

That ensured that circulation of my blood had 
one-way flow.

Chorus:

So just take it all since it doesn’t work right anyway.

Just go ahead and take both my ventricles away.

And don’t forget those papillary muscles, it’s okay,

As long as you also take my chordae tendinae.

Take the septum that divides my ventricles in two

And add it to the endocardium I gave to you.

I’d rather that you take my atria and all their parts.

Just leave an empty mediastinum where used to be 
my heart.

Chorus:

The Solution Resolution

By Jeffrey Moran

Chorus:  If you really want to go into solution

               So your molecules have mass confusion,

               You’ve got to be prepared to do diffusion.


It’s the solution resolution.

Now, repeat after me:

First get down (get down!); 

Swim around (swim around!);

Move about (move about!);

And spread out (spread out!).

A solution is something that’s homogenous.

If you don’t understand, here’s what I meaneous:

If you look at a solution with your eyes,

It’s everywhere the same. That’s no surprise!

But there’s more than one type of substance there:

The solvent and the solute, I do declare.

The solvent does dissolving, that’s dissolution,

In the solution resolution.

Chorus:

The solute is the stuff that gets dissolved,

And you can be pretty sure entropy’s involved

In order to get maximum confusion

In the solution resolution.

Chorus:

Water for life is the choice solvent

If staying alive is your intent.

‘Cause water is a polar molecule,

That’s why it’s good as a solvent tool.

Now, polar means there’s a distribution of charge

That attracts solute molecules, small and large,

That are also polar in their charge distribution.

Yeah, it’s the solution resolution.

Chorus:
Fifty Ways to Love Your Liver

Words by Jeffrey Moran

This organ’s not inside your head, she said to me.

It’s in the abdomen, anatomically.

I’d like to help you understand, hepatically.

There must be fifty ways to love your liver.

It’s really not where food that has been chewed

Is digested into tiny molecules.

But it makes bile which into the gut is spewed.

There must be fifty ways to love your liver.

Fifty ways to love your liver.

Chorus:

Just lay off the smack, Jack.

Eat some more bran, Stan.

Make the right choice, Royce.

Just listen to me.

Cut out the brew, Sue.

Don’t want to be yellow, fellow.

Eat your protein, Gene,

And let your liver be.

She said, hepatitis pains your liver so.

It usually comes from viruses, you know,

In contaminated food and used hypos.

There must be fifty ways to love your liver.

She said, remember how cirrhosis makes you bawl.

It comes from drinking too much alcohol.

And I realized that though she had a lot of gall,

There must be fifty ways to love your liver.

Fifty ways to love your liver.

Chorus:

The Tapeworm Song
By Jeffrey Moran

We’re poor little worms that have gone astray,

Hidden away from the light of day.

Not able to come out and play,

For Laws of Nature we must obey.

We live as endoparasites,

Much worse off than ticks and mites,

Just slightly better than trilobites.

A plague on our cursed cesstode genotypes.

We squirm about in an animal’s guts

Attached to intestinal walls of such

By a scolex equipped with suckers and hooks,

Not able to dress up in a tux.

We’ve no system to digest

The food our host for us has blessed.

So we absorb some and leave the rest.

For after all, we are just guests.

A long flat ribbon of proglottids are we, 

Living hermaphroditically,

But cross-fertilizing romantically,

Producing ripe eggs like a factory.

We’re poor little worms, long and flat,

Deep inside a dog or a cat. 

And millions of eggs come out in the scat.

And we don’t see anything wrong with that.

As eggs in the grass for awhile we lay

Waiting for a cow to eat us in hay.

In its gut our shells are digested away,

But hexacanths emerge okay.

And then through the wall of the gut we bore

To the bloodstream which bears us to the meat we adore

Where we embed as bladderworms for

We can’t possibly do anymore.

Have pity on us, oh, poor little worms,

With nothing to do but make eggs and sperm.

Don’t treat us like some common germ.

Can’t help it if we’re not echinoderms.
For endoparasites are we,

Doomed as such to obscurity.

Much worse off than a louse or a flea.

Oh, poor little tapeworms are we.

Migration

By Jeffrey Moran

It’s early in September near Edmonton, Alberta.

I feel a chill down in my hollow bones.

The South suddenly has attraction

Because of the interaction

‘Tween prolactin and corticosterone.

There’s serious changes in the weather,

Gotta check my long pointy wings and feathers,

Getting ready for three thousand mile migration.

I’ve got to fatten up some more,

Put some energy in store.

I think it’s time for a tropical vacation.

Oh, mighty north wind, so cold and strong.

It’s time to tell this summer place “so long”.

The days are getting shorter, 

The nights are getting colder.

There’s changes going on inside of me.

It’s time to migrate, so I’m putting on some weight.
This fat’s gotta last ‘til I get across  the sea.

Oh, mighty north wind, up in the sky.

I feel the need to get on your back and fly.

The first week of April on the coast of Venezuela,

There’s signs from my pituitary gland.

And I feel some memories stirred,

So I’ll get my plump little woman bird,

And we’ll strike out fast for some prairies of a northern land.

What’s gonna guide us on our way,

I know that’s hard for me to say,

But we’ll check magnetic fields, sun, moon, and stars.

And as we fly along

We’ll stop sometimes and sing our song,

While we look for the Mississippi River and other land marks.

Oh, gentle south breeze, so warm and soft.

Something’s telling me to be aloft.

I’m getting restless urges 

From some hormonal surges.

I hear it’s getting warmer way up north.

It’s been really nice in this tropic paradise,

But I can’t ignore the call of Nature’s course.

Oh, gentle south breeze, up in the sky,

I feel the need to get on your back and fly.

Oh, mighty north wind;

Oh, gentle south breeze;

Up in the sky, up in the sky:

Well, I feel the need to get on your back and fly.

The Evolution Revolution

By Jeffrey Moran

Chorus:

If you got the genes, then you got the means

To mutate and change your traits.

Unless you want to stay a bacteri-a

Or be a fungi for eterni-tie.

It’s the evolution revolution

And it’s gonna change your career.

No more a wriggly, squiggly worm.

You’re getting out of here.

Yeah, your descendants will be new creatures some day if the right genes do combine.

And if they wake up and have six legs,

A lot of insects are doing fine.

It’s DNA, that’s what I say,

That mutates now and then.

You exceed your ration of radation,

And when you count to ten

Some genes are missing a base or two,

And much to your dismay,

When the ‘somes get together to mitose,

They replicate that way.

(And you end up a couple of enzymes short of a full cell, if you know what I mean: the spiral staircase isn’t going all the way to the end of the chromosome; you aren’t playing with a full tank of phosphates; some of the purines and pyrimidines don’t have partners to take to the next metaphase dance; there’ll be some amino acids on the outside looking in; there’ll be some lonely codons standing around wondering where everyone else went . . )

Chorus:

It’s hard to state when a gene mutates

What the results will be.

In fact in could even be good 

For the fortunate mutatee.

A new variation of enzymation

Could make you top dog,

Growing eyes where your ears should be,

Or maybe breathing smog.

It’s the evolution revolution 

When your DNA does change.

You get a protein with a different amine

When the bases rearrange.

And that might be an advantage

When it comes to being alive.

More of that gene will appear

If more of your offspring do survive.

(And you end up with more grandkids than you can count, and they start eating you out of house and home; then some of them got to seek out some new territory and they’re a marrying strangers, and pretty soon you got folks showing up at the annual species reunion with names you don’t recognize .  )
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