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Death Metal+
Death Metal

Death Metal

Brain Death Metal

Death Metal

Death Metal

Brain Death Metal

I don’t want to be sung to

I want to be barked at

All I ever think about

Is Death and Satan

This is reflected in my music

I am a Satanist

I am the biggest fucking dumbass in the world

I know Hell exists

But I do not mind that I am going there

In fact, I WANT to go to Hell

All the paradoxes of life

All of life’s trials and tribulations

All of life’s problems

Can be solved

With Death

I don’t want singing

I want yelling

I don’t want drumming

I want beating

I don’t want guitar playing

I want distortion

I don’t want life

I want Death

I could very well not know

What on earth these Death Metal stars

Are saying

But they print their lyrics

So I can memorize them

And I’ll tell you

They are great!

As fast as they play

As loud as they are

I can never decipher a lyric&
Only my subconscious mind can comprehend

5000 words a minute

Which is in any given Death metal song

Migraine headache

Mental disease

Brain hemorrhage

Whiplash

Broken, torn up limbs from moshing

Crushed caved in chests from boshing

Red blood shot eyes from watching

A sick twisted stomach from listening

Is it a coincidence

Or is it just me?

But every time I listen

To Slayer

I find myself reaching

For a Bayer

Sure,

Slayer’s the best

But there are many other

Wonderful Death Metal bands

Many, many others

There are a shitload

With no signs of

Fading or disappearing

I love Death Metal lyrics

Blood and pain arouse me

Even if it sickens you,

I love it!

It’s not so much the subject matter

Which make the lyrics great

But merely how the artists handle it

Does the artist use tact?

Is the artist fair?

Death Metal artists glorify Death

That is why the lyrics rule

My joy and fulfillment derived from Death Metal

Cannot be expressed by mere words

The appreciation of this art form

Is something inherent in my inner being

It is a result of my very constitution
Independent of society and environment

Dude

I like Death metal

I don’t know why!

Maybe, it’s the masochism on the brain

Or the sedation of the central nervous system
Or the assault on the limbs

Maybe, it’s the intense vibrations of the inner ear

My music doesn’t make me

Want to think

My music makes me

Want to kill

Loud and fast

Not accessible and melodic

Repetitious and Boring

Not spontaneous and free flowing

Vulgar and offensive

Not emotionally intensive

Die everyone

Blood

Pain

Misery

Suffering

Agony

I want Death

I want everyone and everything dead

Except Death metal

May it live forever

And ever

I am destructive

And unproductive
I am a colossal waste

Of the earth’s resources

Don’t mess with a Death Metal Fan

Don’t ostracize or persecute one

Doing so may result in death

Death is all death metal fans think about

Hey, let’s mosh

Broken bones are fun, by gosh

Look at my cuts and bruises, Josh

When I smack the floor

You’ll hear a plosh

Stage diving

Drunk driving

No high fiving

Jammin beats are jiving

Death metal fans cannot rhyme

So they cannot compose poetry

Ringing in the ears &
Numbness in the fingers
Pounding in the head

Nausea in the stomach

Emptiness in the soul

Geez, Death Metal concerts are so much fun

Death, Death, Death

Death, Death, Death

Death Death, Death, Death, Death

Death, Death, Death, Death, Death

Death, Death, Death, Death

Death Metal is full of death

Full of killing

Full of bloody murder

Full of killing

It’s killing my brain cells

It’s killing me

Look at me

Death Metal is my favorite type of music

Even if the music itself is okay

They still say I’m a dumbass

A moron

An imbecile

For listening

Hey, right out there

Are auditions for a Death Metal band
They call themselves Death to All

Yell yourself hoarse

Play guitars so fast, your fingers bleed

Beat drums so erratically sparks result

Then you may be allowed to be a member of this fine band

Death to All doesn’t want

Harmony or melody &
They’ll refine any into noise

No Christian love

Just Satanic hate

No beautiful poetry

Just rotting lyrics

Is it any wonder

Death Metal’s so obscure

The skull on my t-shirt

Signifies my coolness

And my compulsive obsession

With Death

Death Metal

Music about death
Ohh—I want to hear some

I do not care 

If you think I’m dumb
Ode to Mickey
Once there was a fine young man

In my college algebra class

He came once or twice

The entire semester
He was bad student

But not a court jester

He did not talk to anyone

Except when the teacher inquired

To which more often than not

His reply was a grunt or a shrug

A correct answer

He would rarely supply

The teacher picked on him

She condemned and criticized him

She tried to be nice

But there was no reaching Mickey

He was lazy

He was anti-social

And he took up space

But he blessed us with his presence

Once or twice

He always lugged along

A detachable face cd player

Which I am sure rap music

Was played on

He always had tight braided hair

He sat at the table

Not in a desk

By the far well

All by himself

He had no friends

Or acquaintances
In the class

So he just sat there and rotted

He got by doing

As little as possible

I do not think

Mickey was dumb

But rather unmotivated

Mickey’s time spent in algebra

Was not spent productively

He did have a girlfriend

This I do know

Because I once sighted them

Kissing in the corridors

While Mickey was grasping onto a folder

Mickey was quite the scholar

I wish I could have seen

His quarterly report card

How many A’s and how many F’s

Did it contain?
I do wonder

Once he told the teacher

“He already had a semester of Algebra

And he wanted a semester

Of Precalculus instead”
His attendance at the year’s start

Was not bad

It was not until later

Which hic lack of concern

For his education became sad

A couple of times

He snapped at the teacher

He wasn’t too eager 

To learn

It was plain for all to see

Mickey wasn’t ordinary

He wasn’t good enough to be mediocre
His claim to fame

Was his unscholarly attitude

He was indeed

The worst student in the class

Mickey had a mother

And a father

He was born

Are they proud?

He dressed pretty spiffy

In bad ass hip hop clothes

I’m sure he put a lot of effort

Into this wardrobe
He should have put half the effort

Into College Algebra

I heard

“He had to get shots

So he finally withdrew from school”
No one in algebra

Thought twice about him

Or even once

Until I brought him up one fine day

I asked the teacher what happened to he

And I told the class I miss him

And he misses me

So kinda like Gordon Korman’s “Don’t Care High”:

With profound rhetoric, I praised Mickey

Like Mickey has never been praised before

I went on and on about

How great a friend he was

What he did for the human race

And his marvelous qualities

And all his wonderful accomplishments

Hey, he did pass Accelerated Geometry, after all

I suggested the idea

That we erect a shrine to honor this humanitarian

This was met

With chuckles and ahhs

I kept on praising Mickey

I declared

He was one of God’s special people

Soon many became fed up

And many became annoyed

No one cared about dear Mickey

Someone even inquired

If I was under the influence

Of mind altering chemicals

I called many ungrateful

Unappreciative and jealous

Why did no one want to exalt Mickey?

We must exalt Mickey

For all Mickey has done for us

I desired

That all of my classmates

Recall what they remember most about Mickey

And many did

It was wonderful

Soon Mickey became

My only and primary topic of conversation

I was laughing so hard

I could not do my work at time

I laughed so hard

That I cried

Even later

When I engaged in the glorious activity

Of jogging

I still was laughing
I was laughing so hard

That I could not run

And I was coughing

To praise a man like Mickey
Really was tricky

It was even more difficult than

Finding a needle in a haystack

One student said

He had a tattoo

But many, like the teacher said they
Did not recall sighting it

Some even said

“He was Mickey Mouse”
But Mickey is a pretty cool name

For a man

However, a mouse

Would have done better in Algebra

Than Mickey did

Mickey was getting an F

When he left

This was no dark secret

However, did he have 1 percent

Or did he have 3?

What was Mickey like?

Was he wild and crazy?

Or just not socially inclined?
Did he have a good family life?

Was he apathetic towards everything

Or just the subject of algebra?

What went on in that mind of Mickey’s

I wish I could know

What would happen

If Mickey came back?

I kept playing this joke so long

Of it, many have tired

And we all know

That I really am demented

I thought it was hilarious

Even if others thought it was dumb

But at least a few students were laughing

Mickey, a student, a humanitarian

A scholar of Mathematics

He always took time out for the little people

Hey, he always had time for himself

The teacher remarked,

“He didn’t do anything for himself

Much less for the rest of us”

And it was true

I made Mickey a legend

Where is Mickey’s life leading?

What career will he have?

When he gets older?

Hey, he had an honors class

At least one

Let’s congratulate him for that

It was utterly ironic

The day I did not mention Mickey

Everyone spoke of he

The teacher was thinking

Of me

And the disease

I infected the rest of the class with

What would Mickey think of all of this?

Where is Mickey now?

A sick twisted joke

Or a sad plight?

You tell me.

But I do believe

There is part of Mickey

In all of us

The Day Jack Died

The day Jack died

All of his friends and family bitterly cried

How could this happen?

It is not fair!

It is not right!

The funeral was held

Many attended
People from all walks of life

Came to pay their respects to Jack

It was sad

The mourning was terrible

He was given the grandest, most eloquent eulogy

From his closest friend

Who said he would stick by Jack

Right to the end

He got a first class obituary

A sparkling urn

A prime plot

Jack would have been glad

Tissues were passed

Everyone embraced

There was a prayer

Jack was gone

The service concluded

Rather painlessly

Everyone slowly made their way

They all had a terrible loss

Jack died on this day

Everyone was bitter

But they had to move on

After all

Death is a part of life

Everyone gradually got back into their routine

Everything else just seemed more important

Than Jack’s early demise

Soon Jack was forgotten

He became a fading memory
But at least

Jack had his day

Jack made a good choice

By ending his life

He was honored for a day

But forgotten and dead forever

Everyone has their day

But they have only one

And they have an eternity to rot

Decaying with the rodents

Hey, at least the reaction was nice

One citizen

In one billion

We appreciate the dead

Peanut Gallery
Welcome to the Peanut Gallery

Welcome inside

This is where the hecklers and jecklers reside

If you’ve come to watch the show

This is the section where you should not go

It is laden with the bored, lazy, and mean

Who are always throwing shit at the screen

They do not pay attention

They only laugh and screw around

Frankly, they just piss the other patrons off

The Peanut Gallery

The cheapest seats in the house

Only the worthless

Sit in the Peanut Gallery

They distract

The avoid moviegoers

They attract

Too much attention

They just cause trouble

Quiet in the Peanut Gallery

Is often shouted

However, it is doubted

If they will ever abide

By the rules

In the Peanut Gallery

Is where the misfits are

All the other patrons are sick and tired of they

It is not fun to see a show

When you know

You’ll be constantly distracted

The elite and spiffy

Get expensive high quality seats

But only trash

Sit in the peanut gallery

From the screen

It is so far away

To get a seat in the Peanut Gallery

One must pay only a little

So it should not belittle you

When you discover

What the Peanut Gallery is like

Quiet in the Peanut Gallery

Quiet in the Peanut Gallery

One more disturbance

And a bouncer will escort you out

Why do they come?

Why do they come?

They merely have nothing better to do

They always screw around

They always good off

They making going to the show

No fun

When will they be happy?

When will they be done?

When everyone is miserable

And all the seats are empty.

But then, of course

They will have no attention

Focused on them

And no audience

All they want is 

Attention
Like the psychologists say
The city’s most troublesome youth

Do not hang out in alleys

Smoking cigarettes

Or in the streets

Drinking beer

But in the Peanut Gallery

Running Amok

Every single day

The Peanut Gallery is filled

With those who do not come to watch

Thank the Peanut Gallery

Welcome to the Peanut Gallery
Welcome inside

This is where

The goof offs hide

The warnings are frequent

The threats are not idle

But nothing will work

In quieting them

Instead of doing something productive

Instead of wisely investing their time

Instead of helping humanity

These clowns come to the theater

Invest in the cheapest seats

And run amok

Welcome to the Peanut Gallery

Welcome inside

This is where

Immaturity and shenanigans do not hide

Quiet in the Peanut Gallery

Quiet in the Peanut Gallery

Quiet in the Peanut Gallery

Quiet in the Peanut Gallery

You are ruining the show for everyone

You got your negative attention

So leave

Welcome to the Peanut Gallery

Welcome inside

This is where

Anything obnoxious or annoying is tried

The Peanut Gallery is always a mess

Those who reside there never impress

With the addition of the Peanut Gallery

The overall intelligence and maturity

Of cinema connoisseurs sure does regress

Welcome to the Peanut Gallery

Welcome inside

This is where

Sophistication and tact sure does not reside

Like the psychologists note
They acting on their natural psychological urge

For attention
They can never earn it for a positive reason

So they always degrade themselves

And put themselves in a negative light
Welcome to the Peanut Gallery

Welcome inside

This is the section

That is much too wide

Why do the managers, operators, and owners
Put up with such rotten behavior
Since surely it causes a loss of business

Simply, it is too difficult to get them to leave

And every projectionist, alley boy, popcorn man

Gets gloriously happy when they get relieved

Those who sit in the Peanut Gallery

Have no life

Some even stay and sleep over night

Asking them to leave will do no good

So it is frivolous and pointless to do
They will always be there

No matter what anyone does

They want your attention

And they are getting it

Maybe if we ignore them

They will stop and go away

Welcome to the Peanut Gallery

Welcome inside

This where

Rowdiness and idiocy is implied

Ignore the Peanut Gallery

Please, at least, try

If you want them to stop

Doing what they are doing

However, some like I

Think the best part of going to the movies

Is the Peanut gallery itself

It is millions times more entertaining

Than the show could ever be

Why do you think I visit the cinema?
Surely, not to view non artistic, second rate corporate films

I come to be entertained by the comedians above

Watching the Peanut Gallery

Is always worth the price of admission

Movies suck

And the theaters will never get good ones

So I come to watch the Peanut Gallery

This is my fun

Welcome to the Peanut Gallery

Welcome inside

Thinking
Thinking drives me nuts

Thinking makes me insane

Thinking is the cause of my madness

Thinking is the parasite which infects me

Thinking is destroying me

I don’t want to think

I want to feel

Look at History

Look at History

And all the brainwashed fools

Those who lived their lives

Abiding by false dogma or ideology

Wasted time

Deadened lost minds

Then they died

Is history progressive

Or is it regressive?

No one has a mind of their own

Everyone was bound and tied mentally

I someone or something

Everyone claimed to have the answer, like the sages say
Everyone claimed to know the truth, like the sages say
Everyone was sheep

Flocking behind a shepherd
But there is only one truth

Who possess it?

There is just a short time

To discover the secret

Sift through the madness

And the skewed, muddled lies

Then find the answer

Before you die

Choose a philosophy

Choose right now

Ponder the meaning

But never experience it

Who is genuine?

Who just wants to enslave your mind?

Who just want to imprison you inside yourself?

One may be sure

One may be positive

But no one is 100% certain 

Until they die

The only way to discover the truth

Is to die

Is to die

Look at those thoughtless drones

Who have sold their souls

To the imaginary and supernatural

All so they would not be superficial

What exists and what does not?

Fuck Bigotry
Fuck Racism

Fuck Sexism

Fuck generalizations

Fuck all the bigotry shit

History and society

Is invading me

With so much insanity

The superficiality

Is sickening me

I use to be blind

I use to not judge

But our damn culture has initiated something

Something so repulsive and horrendous

Go to hell, society

No bigotry garbage should be here

Damn you society

Make it disappear

Only in an irrational society

Could such an open minded person

Like me

Be infected with such and awful disease

Because

No matter

How hard I try

Or what I think or do

Bigotry will reside

Deep inside

It is implanted

It is ingrained

It is ordained

Culture planted the seed or ignorance

And now it germinates inside me

It is so hard to fight it

Thank you society

Thank you so fucking much

I want to vomit

When I realize

Environment produces so many shallow morons

I will resist society

I will resist such bullshit

I will angrily imply

That bigotry should die

Fuck society

Fuck society

Fuck all its evil

Blind me like a child

Fuck Racism

Fuck Sexism

Fuck Bigotry

Fuck Society

When such things enslave me

I don’t care about my inheritance

My only concern is competence
Our society is not rational
It is so primitive

Why was bigotry inherited to me?

I almost want to destroy myself

Thank you, Society

You’ve torn us apart

Now through intensive personality conflicts

Bu through color lines

Fuck you

I want to purge

Suck fucking idiocy

Which resides inside you and me

Thanks to society

We’re all bigots inside

Why does the very concept of bigotry

Need to exist?

If it did not

We’d be better off

Thinking isn’t always good

It is often bad

I may appear 

Loving and compassionate on the surface

And I honestly try damn hard to be

But this evil monster

Is still killing my soul

Even if you try

Even if you love

Even if you can’t hate

You can’t help

Thinking a bigot thought

Fuck Bigotry

Like it or not

It is inherent in us all

Such vulgar circumstances

Make me want to puke

Fuck Bigotry
---------
+ The Dead Kennedys self-denigrating first person song style influenced the style of this poem

& Mad Magazine may have inspired these ideas

