Fungus Rex
I. Prologue

(All) Fungus, fungus
Fungus, fungus
Fungus, fungus (J – growing here among us)
Fungus, fungus (H – secretly humongous)
Fungus, fungus (B – silent song it sung us)
Fungus, fungus (M – like a bell it rung us)
Fungus, fungus (J – convicted us and hung us)
Fungus, fungus (H – picked us up and… flung us?)
(J) wha-???

II. We Rule the Under

(J) Filaments and tendrils
Germinating pressure
Invading as one
Penetrating as one
Snaking through the substrate
Decaying vegetation
Detritus is our plunder
We rule the under

No marking of the years
Two thousand are as one
No celestial gears
No regard for the sun
They come and they go
We feed, we grow

(all) We rule the under!
We rule the under!
We rule the under!
(chainsaw/bass solo)

(J) Below the darkened trees
The past, reduced to slime
Perpetually at peace
We gather all of time
You come and you go
We feed, we grow

(all) We rule the under!
We rule the under!
We rule the under!

III. The Fools

(B) Into the wild I trample
Where undergrowth is ample
I must collect a sample
Find! Mine!

(H) Why must you nose around
In my people’s sacred place
Disrupt this holy ground
At risk of losing face
No! Go!

(H) You’re sure to have remorse
	(B) I’m not just here to have fun
(H) If you trod the cursed path
	(B) My research waits for no one
(H) I beg you change your course
	(B) I got my trusty shotgun
(H) Or you’ll awake the under’s wrath
(H+B) Go! Woah!

(J) FOOLS!! TOOLS!!
Mere apes who think they make the rules!
FRIGHT!! FLIGHT!!
Temporal creatures of the light!

(Synth solo)

(J) GRUNT, RUNT!!
Circling ‘round, in vain you hunt!
BLAZE!! HAZE!!
We will survive your end of days!

IV. Epoch (instrumental)

V. Snake Free State

How can a man
Raise up his own kin peacefully?
Where can a man
Defend his land with dignity?
No more this man
Will prostrate to the Company
Here's where this man
Will stake his claim for living free!

(chorus-all)
SNAKE - FREE - STATE!
  (Joe: Independent ‘til the end!)
SNAKE - FREE - STATE!
  (Buf: Guns! We have all the guns!)
SNAKE - FREE - STATE!
   (Hack, shrieking maniacally: Constitution! Constitution!)
SNAKE - FREE - STATE!

We are the few
Who stand ready to give our lives
We must protect
Our pastor and his forty wives
We say fuck you
To all the freaks in Washington
We know what’s true
It’s one for all and all for one, in
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   (Hack: No longer famous for potatoes!)
SNAKE – FREE – STATE!
   (Joe: We sow the land with BLOOOOOOD!)
SNAKE – FREE – STATE!
   (Buf: GUNS. GUNS. GUNS. GUNS)
SNAKE – FREE – STATE!

(Triangle solo)

SNAKE – FREE – STATE!
   (Joe: Sister-wives will breed a legion)
SNAKE – FREE – STATE!
   (Manuel: Dey built a wall to keep mee out!)
SNAKE – FREE – STATE!
   (Hack: Constitution! Chainsaw!)
SNAKE – FREE – STATE!

 (repeat chorus w/o interjections)
VI. Craters of the Moon

The order went out from Geneva today, UT 0900.
“All of the livestock of the Snake Rogue State are found to be in violation by the World Climate Control Commission.” North America Compliance Unit has full authority to advance on the Rogue State compound and terminate all unauthorized animals, down to every last goat.

But it won’t stop there. We intercepted a directive to the Washington forces to bomb our pasture land, our rangeland, our homeland…
They said “Make it like the Craters of the Moon!”
Make it like the Craters of the Moon!
Make it like the Craters of the Moon!

VII. Outflanked

OUTFLANKED!
By the coalition regiments
They swarm
From south and east and north of us
Outflanked, we huddle in the battlements
Tonight just might
Determine our survival

OUTMANNED!
By the infantry imperial
They won’t
Give us a proper burial
Outmanned, morale is now funereal
Tonight our fight 
Could be the final battle

OUTGUNNED!
By the weapons of the overlords
Hellfire
Will rip our bunkers into shards
Outgunned, a terror too extreme for words
Tonight, goodnight
To our gentle sheep and cattle

The last resort is never best
We’ve never been so hard-pressed
Survivors fleeing to the west

OUTFLANKED!
Evacuate the compound
My child, you must not make a single sound
Don’t look as they plow our home into the ground
Tonight, our flight
Determines our survival

Our goal, the mountains to the west of us
Refuge and cover for what’s left of us
We’ll keep the memory of the best of us
Tonight just might
Turn into a tomorrow

(Chainsaw solo)

The shit you learned in Webelos
Will come in handy now
We might be up here for awhile…

VIII. Friend or Foe

C1:	On we must go
	Thru wind and snow
	Long as we know
	Friend or Foe.

The mountains we sight
Their shadows invite
Us into the shade of their vale.
The produce and game
Of a wood without name
Will sustain us thru winter’s harsh gale.

We spy a young boar
With his nose to the floor
As he sniffs out a mushroom so sweet,
Then a slug to his brain
Makes him drop with no pain
Ne’er a moment to savor his treat.

(Repeat C1)

High spirits, a toast
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Garnished with the fresh mushrooms he found.
Merry we sing and shout,
And forget to look out
To make sure no more feds are around.

One lays down his gun,
But another one runs
With a yelp, he’s become paranoid!
Some stick to their work,
But still more go berserk – 
Our union of purpose destroyed.

C2:	Deeper we go
	Into madness’ dark glow
	With no way to know
	Friend or Foe.
	(x2)

Interlude:

(sweetly, innocently)
Are you my friend?
Aw you my fwiend?

(enraged, echoing)
NO!! (NO!!)
FOE!! (FOE!!)

(repeat several times, interpolated with the Fungus’ “FOOLS! TOOLS!” and “FRIGHT! FLIGHT!” from part 3)

