We Are the Mushroom Men

Mushroom men we’re here again  
Dancing fables blowing wind 
Turnip lovers tightly knit  
Sugar blooded acid spit
	Hydro-seeded wigged out guys in	
	Torn up jeans with rusty flies  
	No one knows where we have been 
	WE ARE THE MUSHROOM MEN! 

Laughing loons in sinking sand 
Ringing rosies hand in hand
Cosmic candles when we’re lit
Oddly soldered frantic fit
	Lime green pasted lunder lads
	Some with moms and some with dads 
	Notify our next of kin
	WE ARE THE MUSHROOM MEN!

Dagger daisies growing queer 
Hazard babies know no fear
Haystack makers rolling down
Atmospheric moisture sound
	‘Lectric laden shock-doc dudes
	Wearing only tennis shoes 
	Monsters know where we have been
	WE ARE THE MUSHROOM MEN! 

[bookmark: _GoBack]Somethin’ ‘bout dirt, you know it won’t hurt,
oyster clusters in the dirt
Portobello fellows – playin’ silly cellos
Flyin’ silly - silly cybin; silly cybin in the climbin’
Creminis in the salad gettin’ pallid 
Somethin’ ‘bout dirt, you know it won’t hurt. 

Shielded shapes in stony halls
Phosphorescent mushroom walls
Bitter pieces mixed with wine
Psychedelic turpentine
           Manic blend of molten stones 
Polygraphic chatter clones   
We must take our medicine  
	WE ARE THE MUSHROOM MEN! 

I don’t know about you, but those are some fun guys right there…  
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