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Your Gun Control#
Your gun control

Is such a brilliant idea

Take away the guns

Then all crimes disappear

You may take away the weapon

Bu the will

To kill

Is still

Here

I’ll just use

Different means

To achieve the same end

Sure

It’ll take longer

And it’ll be harder

But eventually

I will end up killing

Just the same

Suppressing the weapon 

And not the killer

Gets a hell of a lot done

You cure a symptom

Not a disease

If you really want to stop murder

Then you must change me

Your indirect approach

Is not working very well

In fact

It is not working at all

You must

Stop the killer

To stop the killing

Confiscating an inanimate object

Is utterly ridiculous

Your gun control

Is not thought control

Your gun control

Is no thought control

Just see

How many people

The gun kills

On its own

When will
The madness, absurdity

And paranoia end?

You can control my gun

But you can’t control me

You can control my gun

But you can’t control me

Your gun control 

Is not thought control

Your gun control

Is no thought control

The killing never ends

The murder never ends

The blood keeps flowing

The amount of violence

Keeps growing

With or without

A gun

I will kill

So, what you have done

Is really just a waste of time

And effort

Your gun control 

Is not thought control

Your gun control

Is no thought control

You can’t understand me

You can’t explain me

You can’t rationalize me

You don’t even know the source 

Of the problem

I was born a killer

And I live to kill

No gun law

Will change my free will

Your gun control 

Is not thought control

Your gun control

Is no thought control

Thank you

You have expanded my mind

Now I must become more creative

When I think

Of ways to kill

A law, regulation, or bill

Can take away my gun

But I still have the urge and desire

To kill

I will always kill

I will always kill

I will always kill

I will always kill

With or without a gun

Killing is fun

I will always kill

I will always kill

I will always kill

I will always kill

Barbarians

How do we come

To call ourselves civil?

How can we look in the mirror?

Why are we hypocrites?

Why don’t we care?

We are just barbarians
Every time
I look into those small eyes

I wonder how these eyes

Could be murdered

For food

Or a jacket

Or a wallet

Or for no purpose

At all

One life’s sacrifice

To satisfy another life’s hunger

Who has the right to say

Who should and

Should not live

I would rather survive

Than kill

On any day

But

I’m just like everyone else

I’m a killer too

Who made us supreme?

If we can’t respect life

Then are we really

The dominant species?

We all are living

So why do others have to die

We are greedy

We are stupid

We don’t give a damn

About suffering

We just want

Pretty things

Oh, we’re so sophisticated
It’s sick

Disgusting

Nauseating
And

Aggravating

To see them die

Is it worth a life

To have all the things we buy

Treat them like shit

They don’t feel

They aren’t alive

They’re just things

Tears flow

But we’re blind

Hedonism is important

No one’s ever kind

Murder is murder

No matter

Who is murdered

Is still a murder

Blood

I hope your jacket’s red

Disease

I hope bacteria invades your meat

Rash

I hope that leather makes you itch

You insensitive witch

Might

Might

Might

We don’t love the earth

We don’t care about its plight

All we want is

To be warm at night

Die, Die, Die
You don’t deserve to live

You’re just a meaningless nothing

Nothing

Nothing

Our selfish minds

Take precedence

To your insignificant life

We are apathetic to your suffering

Kill us

Kill us

Kill us

Look what we’ve done to you

Don’t spare me

I’m just as guilty as

The next day

But

At least

I feel sorrow

At least

I feel hurt

At least

I care

An eye

For an eye

A life for a life

If we take your life

Your right to take ours

Kill us

We’ve killed you

Many times

It’s sad and true

The human race

Is a bloody disgrace

To the earth

When we stop eating life

At that time

There will be mirth

Eat us

For your survival

Kill us

For your pleasure

Turn the tide

Destroy our pride

Don’t let us hide

Come inside

We’re equals

Cept
You’re better

You’re superior

You are supreme

Why do we murder

Such precious, harmless things

To kill a dog

Is to kill a cow

To kill a rabbit 

Is to kill a dog

To kill a cat

Is to kill a chicken

To kill a chicken

Is to kill a dog

To kill a dog 

Is to kill a rat

To kill a moose

Is to kill a goose

To kill a hen

Is to kill a dog

To kill an eagle

Is to kill a fish

To kill an animal

Is to kill a person

It’s all the same

It’s the same fucking game

Guilt

I feel guilt

Every time I eat

Guilt

I feel guilt

When I see all the severed feet

Guilt

I feel guilt

When I’m silent

Guilt

I feel guilt

When they become dormant

My heart hurts

My head aches

Whenever 

I engage in repast

I want to cry

When I think

That they die

For us

I shed a tear

Every time I eat a deer

We do not fear

Our conscience

We do not fear anything

We are heartless

And now

They are lifeless

Just because

We’re human

The so called

Dominant species

That doesn’t make us God

It’s not within our rights

To give and take lives

Slaughter

Without a second thought

Malice

Without consideration

What we did

We cannot undo

It is final

It is done

We don’t value life

We just value things

They are on this earth

Along with us

We don’t exist

We eliminate 

And eradicate

As we fit

We don’t even bother

To think a little bit

What type of being

Kills millions of the defenseless?

What type of creature

Ends life?

Cannibalism

Cannibalism

Cannibalism

To eat a life

Is to eat a little part of yourself

A part of your life

A part of your soul
How can we live with ourselves

When we don’t allow

Others to live at all?

Tremendous guilt

Burdens me

And rests on my shoulders

I want to cry

Do you know why?

We are barbarians
Nothing more

We don’t know

What’s worth living for

Every time I see a plate

I think of all the hate

And what I just ate

Most of us

Won’t even hesitate

Over our poor friends’ fate

Shed a tear

For all of them

We stole life

We hate taken it away

For own selfish needs

And we’re the human race

On the Scala Naturae

We maintain the highest place

What a disgrace!

Shed a tear

For an animal

Shed a tear

For a friend

Shed a tear

For a murder

Shed a tear

Until 

All this violence ends

Dead Cow

Dead Chicken

Dead Pig

Dead Pheasant

Dead Fish

Dead Shrimp

Dead Oyster

Dead Crab

Dead Lobster

Killed Cow

Killed Chicken

Killed Pig

Killed Pheasant

Killed Fish

Killed Shrimp

Killed Oyster

Killed Crab

Killed Lobster

May all your meat be filled with blood

Ridden with bacteria and disease

I’m proud of us 

We’re barbarians

Contrived Art

All my artistic stuff

Seems contrived

I force myself to write

I force myself to write

Is this right?

Contrived art is beautiful

It’s gracious and magnificent

The faster you create

The better

Quantity

Over quality

Finished product

Over incomplete eloquence

The bottom line

Over the supreme

Look at this work of art

It seems so damn contrived

Everything is contrived

Desiring to finish

Is contriving

Nothing is art

Everything is contrived

Controlled and contrived

Tired and not believed

Disrupted and silenced

Lambasted and bombarded 

With contrived art
Hurry up
Quit-
Your time is through

You have reached the deadline

I want contrived art

The pressure is on

Finish, finish, finish

Abridge and censor

Object and slander

We don’t want a thing of beauty

We just want a thing to sell

If you’re smart

You’ll contrive your art

Soon you will find out

Carefully

Sculpting

And molding

Does not pay

The world will not wait

It wants a product

Whether it’s good or bad

Does not mean a damn

Rhyme to rhyme

Finish in the

Fastest possible time

Don’t motivate

Or hallucinate

You won’t ever get done

This is business

Who ever heard of creating just for fun?

Stale

Sick

Boring

Bland

Ordinary

Mundane

Average

Mediocre
Contrived art

Faster, faster, faster

Faster, faster, faster

Your best thoughts

Will occur

Under the most pressure

Think or die

Think or die

And do it quickly

Everything is contrived

In some little way

Nothing is ever caressed

Babied

And developed

Like it should be

Slowwwwwwwwwwwwww

Down

Change

Rearrange

Start over

Till everything is right

Nothing is worth seeing

Nothing is worth hearing

It’s all contrived

We’re all deceived

We think it’s art

We think it’s art

What the hell is it?

What the hell is it?

In five minutes

You must produce

The best work of art

Ever

Or you’ll be terminated

Okay, go to it!

Suppress

Repress

Depress

Impress

No one!

Everything sucks

Everything sucks

I have never seen any art

There is no such thing as art

Business, Business, Business

Your canvas is green

Your studio is decorated with dollar bills

Your microphone is erected on a foundation of coins

Your pin is filled with melted currency

Instead of ink

There’s not a single piece of art

Which does not stink

We just want to get done

We don’t want to think

An eloquent piece of rhetoric

Transformed into

Mere words

A brilliant composition

Readjusted

To just vibrations and sounds

A sad commentary
A gruesome story

A horrible tale

A miserable allegory

What has happened to art?

Where did it go?

Where is it?

We contrived it all

All of it

Into nothingness

Everything

Has become nothing

Contrive your art

Contrive your art

Contrive you art

Watch Your Idiot Box#
Watch your idiot box

Watch it everyday

Do nothing

Sit there

And watch it

You’ll become an idiot

Watching the idiot box

You are an idiot

When you watch the idiot box

Drunks as role models

Slobs as idols

Fools as heroes

Simpletons as friends

Block out knowledge

Watch the idiot box

Support your heart attack

Watch the idiot box

How very simple
How so naive
Watch the idiot box

Little one

Turn it on

Switch channels

Belch

Burp

Usurp your brain power

Every hour

Every hour

Watching the same old shit

The crap

Your force yourself

To watch

Cause there’s nothing better on

To not to think

Or to not think

That is the question

Don’t bother with productivity

Creativity

Or objectivity

Watch the idiot box

Instead

Look at you

You are rotting

Collecting dust

Like a rickety antique chair

Suicide of the mind

Murder of the heart

Death of the soul

But……

You’re laughing

Aren’t you?

You’re having fun

You are enjoying yourself

You think

Well….

Aren’t you?

You’re so fat

You’re lazy
You’re stupid

All you do is watch the set

That is all you do

Boo

To you

When you laugh at this crap

They are really laughing at you

How easily

They duped you

How simple you really are

Now we have remote controls=
Now not only

Are you not thinking

You’re also not moving

Exactly what they wanted

You’re a worthless pile of shit

They wanted that, I will add

Look at you

You’re a pathetic slob

Nintendo requires

Too much intellectual stimulation

You stay informed

Watching the news every night

They tell you what you want to hear

And you listen

You absorb it all

Your eyes are crossed

Your stomach needs pumping
Your veins are exploding

And you heart is attacking

You’re no good

You’re a rotten piece of trash

You just sit there

You don’t move at all

You’re 

Expressionless

Emotionless

Mindless

How does this box entertain you?

How does it stimulate you?

How does it excite you?

How does it arouse you?

How does it motivate you?

You are still watching

You are still viewing

You are dying

But I’m not crying

I’m laughing

You’re brainwashed

A simple drone

In the mindless and apathetic herd

Too bad

So sad

You merely take up space

No productive deeds

Or constructive acts

You are wasting our resources

Rot, rot, rot, rot

You may as well smoke pot

Dull your senses

Avoid common sense

Spend your cents

On nonsense

Look at you

Oh, you can’t

You’d have to get up

And walk over

To that mirror

Oh, that’s too far

That’s way too hard

Thank God=
They invented the remote control

Oh, how dreadful

The primitive past

Must have been

People actually had to get up

Out of their chair

To change the channel

Oh, Lord

Imagine that

Why do you watch these shows?

Why don’t you do anything else?

You can’t

You’re a lazy derelict
Who will have

A cardiac arrest
In the near future

Ha ha

Dumbass

Even donkeys

Engage in more intellectually

Stimulating activities

Than you

But after all…

That’s not saying much

Oh, my

A perfect little robot

Who always obeys

And never questions

Or thinks

Uh,

It appears

That someone wants you to be this way

It’s too late

You’re up too late

Every night

Watching all that garbage

You sleep little

And think even less

You will be fired

And never rehired

Unless the position

Is one of TV viewing

You don’t need drugs

You don’t need poison
You don’t need masochism

You’ve got a TV set

They are all laughing

Ridiculing and cheering

They look through the boob tube

At you

They’ve silenced

Your ego

They’ve squelched

Your rebellion
They’ve decimated

Your brain

They got you

Exactly where

You’re no threat

You’re just meaningless wretch

Who’s never
Witty, urbane, or clever

Everlasting dormancy

Eternal silence

Everything has stopped

Nothing is going on anymore

Someone’s happy

They’re very happy

You think you’re happy

Everything’s okay

You are unaware

You don’t know a damn thing

You’re a moron

Who only watches

And never does

Passive

Not active

Not effective

Or productive

Not cunning

Not intelligent enough

To be ruthless

Are you a person?

Are you alive?

I sure couldn’t tell

We will point the finger at you

We will mock, scoff at, and ridicule you

You are the scapegoat

That’s what you get

You disgusting animal

Ha ha

You can’t insult me

Half as good as I insult you

You can’t think too quick

Or employ creativity

I can taunt you and tease you

Aggravate and displease you

Annoy and irritate you

But what can you do back

Are you mad at me?

Would you like to smash my face?

Well…

Uh…

You would have to get up first

Wouldn’t you?

And you won’t

Or you can’t

Who cares?

I will piss you off

The idiot

And his idiot box

Will live and die together

What a wonderful life
------------

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

# A number of Libertarians who have espoused Libertarian philosophy influenced the arguments in this poem.

- Jello Biafra influenced some of the ideas here.

# Society for the Eradication of Television and White Dot Rhetoric influenced most of the ideas in this poem.

= I recall Mad Magazine doing a feature about this aspect of remote controls discussed in this paragraph
