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Andrew’s Room

  

He’s got a racecar bed

Helicopter flies around his head

Matchboxes comin’ out the ying-yang

He’s got Thomas the wooden train

  

He’s got Lilo’s Stitch

He’s got a Stuka dive-bomber

He’s got Noah’s ark

He’s got a dog without the bark
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(CHORUS)

Come on up to Andrew’s room

There’s a lot to do

Come on up to Andrew’s room

Lots of fun for me and you

  

(repeat 1st verse)

  

Three Stooges on the wall

His Rescue Rangers are on call

Army men all around

His keyboards make a beautiful sound

  

(CHORUS)

(repeat 1st verse)

  

(CHORUS)
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