I.C.S. Joint Session —Dr. Brother Steven Clark Hosts Wig and Origin Lodges: July 21, 2007

Dickish

-- John Dickey, Mike Pukish

1)

Masterful Weevil of Now — 2:55

Don’t be afraid of the Sun in your Eye...
Ponies are dancing and no one knows why...
These are the days of Stephen and Bob (Oh Yeah!)

Stephen and Bob !!

He feeds on grain, and then paints the Sky
...Pauses and ponders the wonders of Pi !
Call of the Ancients, Muse of the Sow (Oh Yeah!!)

Stephen and Bob!!

Dance of the Pixies, Wake of the Mule
Festivals happen that make the Imps drool
Turning the Dung into Soil for Magical Fruit !!

Stephen and Bob !!

CHORUS —
Masterful Weevil of Now, You're the Nazz.
Masterful Weevil of Now, sign my Dick.

Stephen and Bob throw a Ball in the Woods
Weevil comes riding, declares it “No good!”
In Sadness They strangle a Mohel and Blow Up a Clown...

Stephen and Bob !!

CHORUS --
Masterful Weevil of Now, You're the Nazz.
Masterful Weevil of Now, sign my Dick.
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Stephen and Bob have the Answers.
Stephen and Bob tell us how.
Weevil of Now must control us.
Power unyielding from Sows.

2)

3)

Everybody Prolapse — 2:08

Well my neighbor down the street
Done and had him a ParTay.

He invited all the Trixx,

Long as they wasn’t boney.

| settled my attention

on a 7-foot Mynx.

But before | could hustle,

She touched my widow’s peak,

And | PROLAPSED !

Well my Baby thought fast,
Drove me to the Emergency.
...Handled all the paperwork
While | sat nervously.

All the staff came out

To see what befell me.

But Baby stood up...

Balloons fell from the ceiling...

And they PROLAPSED !! ...

Failed Alien Hybrid — 1:40

When my Daddy was the Captain
And they gave us toys for Lunch,

When the Craft would circle Earthward,

Just to get a bead on Brunch

Well the telepathic nerveways
Weren't listening for You,

But the Marinated Synapses
Ran Program 32.

And I’'m a Hybrid,
Taken from the womb.
| like Balloons.



Hawaiian Stairway —2:10 CHORUS -
Hit me with your Big Brown Laser. Hit me dead on.

Well | was standing on the beach today, Hit me with your Big Brown Laser. Hit me dead on.
Tending to my Muffin Patch. !

Looking all around about,

| saw nowhere to go. If ya touch the Countryside,
My People get off...
Then suddenly before me, People peepil peepil are Soft. ...
In a patch of purple trees,
A Hawaiian Stairway led straight up ! I'll make ya some waffles
Up | went, on my knees... If ya stay till the Morn.
It hurt. Just tell tha World ta Fuck All.

Ditty moy mow, mow. Plippy dump.
Flumpa dee dee, dee bumble-a dee dee.
Plump. Plump. Plump.

When | got to the top of the stairs,
What did | see?

Another beach right before me,
Though | just came off of one.

There were ten-thousand trees.
All the women had three legs.
All the men had but one,

And that was fine.

Ditty moy moy dow, plumpy dump.
Flumpity dee dee, dump de whump.

Brown Laser — 4:28

With the wind in may hair,
And a Fist full of Love,
I’'m driving my way out to You.

| got a six in the back
And some Dope in the glove...
I’'m hopin’ I'll never come home.

Dispense with the bathin’ --
I’'m an Ape when I’'m Hot...
...Perhaps you could roll in the Mud.

| cook like a Fucker,
So try my Soufflé.
I’'m pensive and meditate too...



