
American Hookers Decadence is killing me, killing you, the whole Country. Oh, 
we are such easy prey. Grasp onto conformity. Buying into the T.V., lies and then 
complacency. Tapping on our little toys, all the girls and all the boys. Everybody’s 
hooked now. Everybody’s hooked. Standing by as we deploy; operations to destroy. 
Pacifiers in our ears, breed the pseudo atmosphere. Are we gonna fixate and keep on 
taking the bait. Everybody’s hooked now. Everybody’s hooked. Little bitty fishy 
swimming in the brook, won’t you come up here, try and bite my hook. Everybody, 
everybody!

The Rest of Us Sleep Every time I turn on the tele it’s a mess of the criminal 
minds or a jealous murderess. Or a creepy old man hanging out with little boys or a 
Jesus looking dude with a bunch of teenage wives. Now they got a Priest who was 
smoking crystal-meth while a bunch of crooked cops beat a person to his death. And a 
doctor who performed some unnecessary test on an unsuspecting fool who came out a 
scary mess. And the politicians lie, and the movie stars cheat, and the athletes get high, 
while the rest of us sleep. How do you expect the desire to pro-create when there’s 
terror in the skies and killers on the street. We’ve got dirty bombs; In school god 
forbid the students pray, we wouldn’t want some God to come down and save the day. 
And the politicians lie, and the movie stars cheat, and the athletes get high, while the 
rest of us sleep. And the clergymen sin, and the jet pilots drink, and the Pit Bulls 
attack, while the rest of us sleep. They can’t help it they’re insane. They can’t help it, 
not to blame. And the politicians lie, and the movie stars cheat, and the athletes get 
high, while the rest of us sleep And the clergymen sin, and the jet pilots drink, and the 
Pit Bulls attack, while the rest of us sleep. While the rest of us sleep. 

In my book Asses shakin’ all the kids are taken by the same old song. Minds are 
fading, socially decaying in a world gone wrong. But you’re number one, you’re 
number one in my book. Number one, you’re number one in my book, here take a 
look. Deejays playing flavor of the day with a familiar feel. Call them pawns to come 
and get their groove on to the songs you steal. Now you’re number one, you’re number 
one in my book. Number one, you’re number one in my book, here take a look. Radio 
Angel and the Robot Beat serving up a slice of another pop treat. Sonic super-sucker 

don’t it feel so great, this monster is not contained. Something tells me that you’re 
coming over here So quick I’m back intact, don’t want to lead you on. I try to act 
real coy, it doesn’t matter cause I’m just a little toy in the land of man hands. I want 
to breathe but I can’t see the light. I guarantee that this time will be right. Olde 
October moon is shiny in your face. It shows your needy lies and all the truth your 
hiding. And with my third eye, I read you like an open book I’d like to close upon 
your greedy little nose.

The Places We Go Giving out some taking a lot, leave it alone and that’s what 
you’ve got. I’ll tell you a soul can take any fear, make it their own, and suddenly feel 
so far away. You tell me that love it comes with a price. The places we go, they’re not 
always nice. But if we slow down, I’m hoping you’ll see, those places we go, they 
don’t have to be so far, no not so far away. We always go these places when there’s 
somewhere else that we’d rather be. From now until then, will hurt like before. 
We’ve made our amends, but left wanting more. Can’t follow the signs, they’re too 
hard to see. We’ll leave it alone, tomorrow we’ll be so far away. We always go these 
places when there’s somewhere else that we’d rather be. Why do we go these places 
when there’s somewhere else that we’d rather be? Don’t go so far away.

I Wear the Ears Place them firmly on your head. We connect things that were 
dead. Activate, frontal lobe. Disengage, anal probe. I wear the ears. V to the stars.
Place them firmly on your head, reconnect things that were dead. Activate your 
frontal lobe, disengage your anal probe. Skitter, scatter, furry friends. Liberate and 
laugh again. It’s salvation for the wise, re-invest open your eyes. Revolt now!

gonna finish your plate buying them records you just took the bait. You don’t ask 
much and much they don’t give. Your daddy wrote your song cause your brains like a 
sieve. It’s really too bad but it’s all they play, I think a deaf mute would make a better 
Deejay. Number one, you’re number one in my book.

Fancy Dancy Anyway you slice it, it’s still bologna.  Anyway you dice it, it’s 
macaroni. Anyway you peel it, it’s still bananas. Anyway you chop it you’re still an 
addict. You’re fancy dancy and you’re feeling fine. You’re fancy dancy and you’re 
blowing my mind. You’re fancy dancy you just need some room. You’re fancy dancing, 
you’re gonna come down soon. I don’t want to be this way forever, for sure. I don’t 
want to live this way forever, there’s no cure. I don’t want to be this way forever, 
where’s the door. I don’t want to live this way forever, that’s for sure. Anyway you twist 
it, it’s still a scramble. Anyway you roll it, it’s still a gamble. Anyway you tell it, it’s still 
a secret. If you want to learn it, I’m gonna teach it. If you want to feel it I’ve got the 
body.  If you want to smoke it we came to party. If you want to push it, that’s what we 
stand for. Let’s get this moving out on the dance floor. You’re fancy dancy, and your 
feeling fine. You’re fancy dancy, and you’re blowing my mind. You’re fancy dancy, you 
just need some space. You’re fancy dancing, all over the place. I don’t want to be this 
way forever, for sure. I don’t want to live this way forever, there’s no cure. I don’t want 
to be this way forever, where’s the door. I don’t want to die this way ever, that’s for 
sure. Anyway you slice it, it’s still bologna. Anyway you dice it, it’s macaroni. Anyway 
you peel it, it’s still bananas. Anyway you chop it you’re still an addict. Anyway you 
swing it you’re still a monkey. Anyway you cut it you’re still a junkie. Anyway you peel 
it, it’s still bananas. Anyway you cut it you’re still an addict. You’re fancy dancy and 
you’re feeling fine. You’re fancy dancy and you’re blowing my mind. You’re fancy 
dancy, you just need some space. You’re fancy dancing, all over the place.

Something fuzzy Show me the way, truth, and the light. Another hard way we 
could spend tonite. The hair of the dog and the eyes of the cat, the magick potion, now 
let’s drink to that. Are we safe, are we dead, are we really living? Are we hot are we 
cold, are we really tripping? Is it me, is it you, is it something scary? Have we gone 
cuckoo? One more drink and one more dance, the last hurrah with a second chance. 

The wild have peeked and the peek have booed. Death comes quicker when you’re 
sniffing glue. Are we safe, are we dead, are we really living? Are we hot, are we cold, 
are we really tripping? Is it me, is it you, is it something scary? Have we gone cuckoo? 
Now we wait ‘til it’s over. Wait for this masquerade, to dissolve into water. Wake me up 
before I die. Let’s drive off and kiss the sky. There’s no point in standing still, one last 
chance and one last thrill. We can really get down now. We can really get down now.

Get Up Off It The time has come. 

Hot Spit Was a girl named Revelina, she was a bit obscena. She knew what she was 
doing. I think that was her ruin. Never mind her reputation that was spreading 
through the nation. Cause her soul was made of rubber and nothing could be-stain 
her, retain her, restrain her, complain her. She made a little metal, in a town called 
Desperillo. Her talent was stupendous, I hope her to befriend us. Was a guy named 
Cherry-Cola, he was kinda  rock n’rolla. They’d stroll the roll-arena, like Harold and 
Maudena. you should see us, you should see us, you should see us, you should be us. 
She’s livin’, she’s lovin’ but under the table. She’s got some ideas but they’re not always 
stable. And she said whip it, whip her good. And she said whip it, I’m whippin’ her 
good. The girl was getting restless, she’d been on every guest list. She done all she 
could swallow and that was getting hollow. The town was getting antsy, the girl was just 
too fancy. Her spit was hot as fire, but its consequence was dire. She’s livin’, she’s lovin’ 
but under the table. She’s got some ideas but they’re not always stable. 

Less Is More Step into my office, we need to talk it out. Sweat is dripping off you, I 
could lick it up. If we can’t talk it out, we could yeah. There’s a rabbit in my hat but I 
won’t give it up. You want to. Close your eyes and shut your mouth. Secret Asian man. 
Malice is as Malice does said the Indian. Flowers made of colored glass broken in my 
head. Pass the pipe I need a hit, hit me with your shit. You want to. Step into my 
office, we could fuck it out.

Shiny Monster Stand up to the plate, not really trying hard and don’t it feel just 
great, this monster is contained. I’ve kept her in her cage all day just add some water, 


