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Coercion#PRIVATE 

Coercion is your middle name

Coercion is your favorite game

Coercion is just so much fun

It's the only way 

You get things done

Voluntary is not in

Your vocabulary

Force, Force, Force

Violence, Violence, Violence

They are one of the same

These are the methods you employ

You can't convince

So you force instead

You accomplish good

That's how you justify it

But evil is still evil

No matter what you call it

Your wills and ego

Are forced upon us

Your morals and ethics

are thrown at us

If your ideas are so good

Then why can't we hear

Your reasoning

I know why,

That would require thinking

But you are a brute

In the clothes of an intellectual

If your morals were that great

To embrace them, we would not hesitate

Are your arguments so weak

To back them up, you need fists?

You want me to

Behave nonviolently

You use force on me

To make sure I do

What an oxymoron, ironic contradiction

Your terrible motto:

Do as I say 

Not as I do

And I am willing to

Force you

You are rather narrow minded

So many questions

Have one answer

How to make one love

Force

How to make one obey

Force

How to make one nice

Force

How to make one do what's right

Force

See, look at me

All these questions

Have different answers

And none of them are force

You call yourself civilized

You call yourself advanced

You resemble an animal

Defensive, aggressive

Never questioning its deeds

All its goals are justified

No matter what the means

It has no conscience

No values, no ethics

Not an ounce of shame

When it initiates coercion

You do not love

You only hate

Your deeds, irredeemable

And you often, think

What you're doing is right

Oh, how deluded you are

You are unproductive

Without your friend, coercion

Because without it

You ain't got no power

And you know that

-------------------------------------------------------------------
Abolishing Government

If government was abolished

Would all the evil of the world disappear?

No, but a lot of it!

-------------------------------------------------------------------


Hard Rock Star+-
I'm a hard rock star

I play kind of fast

And kind of loud

But not too much so

I'll never advance

To the level of my metal counterparts

Musically

Or lyrically

What the hell are politics?

What is life and death?

If I sang social commentary

Intellect would be required

And I don't have any

There's only one thing 

I sing about

And guess what that is

I'm hard core to the bone

Hard Core Porn

That is

Sex, Sex, Sex

Not the pretty, loving kind

But, the dirty, raunchy brand

Women are not people

They are just objects

For the use of horny guys like me

Whose private and brain are one

Fundamentalists have said we need to sticker my music because,

“If my art was in a different form

Access to it would be greatly restricted

Top rows of magazine racks

Covered with plastic

No one under 18”
But

I sell sex

It sells so well

And guess who's buying

I'm a pornographer

I'm a pornographer

I'm a pornographer

I'm a pornographer

I need not worry about suppression

From my major corporate label

They only suppress good taste

Don't constrain yourself

All your urges and temptations shall be acted upon

That's right

I'm an animal

Not a human

Women are my prey

Sexist shit generates big bucks

One reason why I write it

I have a one track mind

I never grew up

Forever with raging hormones

Sex all day and every day

Ignoring the world's problems

I'm sexually fulfilled

What else matters

People want to hear mid tempo guitar solos

Distort a little, and I'm hard core

Raspy voice, and drums

And we've got a hard rock band

Music is not a creation

But a capitalist commodity

Society calls, but I don't listen

I'm helping to promote

The moral deterioration of your society
So many bands

Yet they all sound the same

Writing sexual metaphors

Makes me a poet

Raunch Rock, Raunch Rock, Raunch Rock

Raunch Rock, Raunch Rock, Raunch Rock

Becoming mediocre

Is my ultimate goal

Never taking any risks

I won't play a different chord

Always trying to sound like everyone else

This creates a muddled mainstream

My only claim to fame

Is being more raunchy than the last guy

Hard Rock Music is this country's future

Heavy Metal is much too loud

Themes of death depress me

Punk is way too fast

I can't relate to the social statements

Country is so old fashioned

It just makes me saddened

I don't like the style of rap

Too much intelligent political commentary

Rhythm and blues,

Hell, you need to sing in pitch

Thrash, I can not play

I can't move my hands that fast

Alternative is not my style

Being different than the mainstream is way too hard

Hard Rock Music is this country's future

I give heavy metal such a bad name

Somehow, someone, got us confused

Their virtues are reflected on me

But even more so

My vices are reflected on them

Animal instincts

Never morals

Never ethics

Is what guides my life

I'm a role model to your children

Soon they will be acting just like me

Yes, that's right

Primitiveness is upon us

Neanderthals, not sensitive men

Equal rights is a joke

Men are the breadwinners

Bosses, superiors, you stupid bloke

1600's once again

Moving backwards

Never forward

Is where I begin

My tapes are all in discount racks

No one will ever pay full price

Maybe people are getting sick of crap
Maybe sounding different is a plus

Maybe hard rock is stale and sickening

Maybe people want imaginative music

Maybe the mainstream is not an alternative

But none of it matters

I will keep on doing

What I'm doing

Market trends meaning nothing to me

Is it because of my eccentricity

No, neither because

Of me wanting to disrupt the status quo

There's only one thing I can sing about 

And I do it so poorly

Don't expect nothing else

Just remember what I have for brains

And your expectations will be lowered, automatically

Hard Rock Music is the future of our country

------------------------------------------------------------------


Commercial Radio*+-
News, Weather, Sports

Then some songs you already heard 100 times before

News, Weather, Sports

Then some songs you already heard 100 times before

Never a break in the routine

People don't want spontaneity

They want reliability

All this repetition

Makes your job on the assembly line

Seem like a gift in comparison

If this is real rock music

God, I'd hate to see the imitations

We thrive on corporate power

Play an independent label,

You must be sick

We are virtually indistinguishable 

From the next guy

So, we hope to win you over 

By having nifty contests

We care about the listeners out there

And what they want to hear

That's why we have request shows

Where you can request

Whatever your heart desires

Just be sure

It's in the top 50

Our D.J.s are such cool people

Praising every single hit rock album

Making it ever so difficult

To know what's really great

And what stinks

We take risks

We are cutting edge

Just yesterday

We had a liberal on our show

We don't want to invent a new style

Just doing whatever we can

To keep the status quo, where it is

That's our great plan

We won't say "Shit" or "Damn"

But we'll make you think we're risqué

By making subtle sexual allusions

Stick to the playlist

Or out you go

We can't have people listening to good music

Mainly, anything

That commercial radio does not play

Catchy slogans makes a station enjoyable

When you have creative capitalist propaganda

In the clothes of advertisements

Who needs quality programming?

Polishing apples, licking boots

Is what we're all about

Mr. Capitalist, tell me what you want to hear

And I will play it right away

To hell with the listeners

They don't pay my salary, anyway

You do, sir, and I love you

Whatever sells the most records

Is automatically the best

If you're not discovered

Then you must suck

The people's music

This is the lie we're selling you

Just look at our owners

And then you'll understand

Whose music it really is

We'll show you how refined our tastes are

We'll dig up some obscure record

By god, not indie music or garage bands

But the trash your parents heard on

Commercial radio

When they were young fools 

Just like you

If it offends ANYONE

To hell with it

We won't play it

This is the environment

Which harbors such creativity

We know what bands you like

We handpick them for you

We'll shove happy music

Down your throats

The world has no problems

Just enjoy this record

And you'll be fine

Our D.J.s don't have opinions of their own

Watch corporate giants pull their strings

Cracking stale jokes

A witty remark, never!

If you like good music

Intelligent talk intrigues you

Then Commercial radio is a thing

You should not listen to

Dollars is what music is all about

Talent doesn't matter

Go to hell, Commercial radio

Radical politics, dissident thought

Indie music, No Holds Barred

Is what makes damn good radio

Consequently what you lack

You kill music careers

You help fascists get into office

You sedate the people at large

You get paid

Ratings, Ratings, Ratings

The more listeners we get

The more money we get

From our corporate pals

In the process

The more crappy we get

The more sappy our D.J.s are

The cornier we sound

Greed and music

What a great equation

And guess what the outcome is

That's right

Music which means nothing

Music with no theme

Music with no social overtones

But it has a catchy beat

Music to put you asleep

Music to send you to hell

Music, you don't want to hear

But to no one, you can yell

So, everybody

Get out you FM transmitters

We are going to jam

In more ways than one

Adjust your frequency to that of

Your local commercial radio station

Then transmit 

Full power

As many watts, as you are able

What you transmit 

Is of little importance

Anyways, whatever it is

It's sure to be better

Than Commercial radio

No one will hear them

No one will be able to listen

Jam, Jam, Jam their signal

And play some decent tunes

Catch them off guard

Listening to commercial radio all day long

Yet never hearing a decent song

Naive is what you become

When you turn commercial radio on

If the record sales drop

From a popular band

That's okay

There's millions of others

Just as shitty

Waiting to take their place

I tell them play punk

They ask, are you drunk?

I demand to hear some thrash

But all they play is trash

I want to hear a classic

But what they play just makes me sick

I would like to hear funk

But all they play is junk

What they call a hit

I call shit

Why the hell do people

So unquestionably

Embrace

Such a lousy imitation

Of what radio should be?

These people are stupid

Ignorant fools

Capitalism, their brainwasher

And most don't know they're a slave

Capitalism is good for me

They care about my needs

Profits is only secondary

Most of all, they love me

Music for the masses

Created by elitists

Wonderful, wonderful

Just the kind of music

I always wanted to hear

Half the picture

We show you

Those capitalists don't want

The truth out

It could destroy them

But who cares

They got so much money

This is the way it will always be

And things will never change

Actually we never heard any music before

This cannot be called music

A name only

We'll make sure

You never hear the real stuff

Announce the oppression of Capitalism

No, arrest a commie

Need paper, kill a tree

Hemp is much cheaper, you say

It means fewer profits

Which is never okay

Profit, Profit, Profit

Commercial radio, Commercial radio, Commercial radio

Here at your local station

We are preserving

This oppressive hierarchy

along with all your misery

Listen to commercial radio

Listen every day

They call this entertainment

Entertain, it does not do

I just look out

And see

All those fools

Glad, I'm not duped

Like them

End commercial radio

End commercial radio

End commercial radio

Pirate radio, Pirate radio

Pirate radio, Pirate radio

Instead

It's better for

Your head

If you are listening

To commercial radio

By all means, turn it off

Capitalists will squirm

D.J.s will cry

Commercial radio will die

Since it needs profits to live

Pirate radio, on the other hand

To survive, it just needs

Imagination, Intelligence, Creativity

Intuition, and Logic

Nothing involved with

Commercial radio, now

So if the quality

Of programming is your concern

Scrap your FM radio

Replace it with something better

A communications receiver

Just don't listen to the legal stations

They are just like commercial radio

Switch to the frequencies

Where pirates and bootleggers abound

And that is where

You'll find something sound

Cut them off

Don't listen

Stop Commercial radio

And you'll be glad you did

------------------------------------------------------------------


Slayer=
Shout "Slayer", "Slayer", Slayer"

Then shout "Satan rules"

Play guitars so damn fast

That it's difficult to tell

Whether any talent is involved

Or not

Write lyrics

Which, granted, are

magnificent poetry

But blood and death

can't be called beauty

Hold a black mass

At a concert

Never sing

Only shout

Yell "Satan" once more

We love Lucifer, the god

We hate the other man

We're Slayer

Reign in Blood

Divine Intervention

Seasons in the Abyss

Undisputed Attitude

Watch us shock you

Good taste is going to hell

Along with us

But we are hypocrites

If we were this hardcore

Satan worshippers

We would have killed 

And raped

And beat

But we've done none of that=
We just get off

Pretending we are

Satanists=
We are phonies

We sell Satan

But we don't believe it ourselves=
Our name is Slayer

We act like we hate

But we're too scared to kill

Those dumb white kids

Listen to our records

Head banging, offending

Yelling Lucifer's holy name

Yes, we do read the Satanic Bible

That's the source of our lyrics

We just merely rephrase Mr. LaVey's work

Write about something else

No way, dude

We can't

We're dumb

Satanic posers=
We are

We sing of Necrophilia

Bestiality

Rape

Death 

and Murder

But we're not violent

The worst thing we ever did

Was a lousy slap

Watch our profits growing

We sell the hottest commodity out there

Like Mick Jagger said,
"Satanism sells lyrics"

Who really cares

If we believe this crap, ourselves

We sell records

We are Slayer

We are the most infamous

Thrash band

We can't sing

So we yell

We can't write

So we compose poems for Satan

If we ever got involved

In a black mass

We would be very persecuted

We would be made fun of

Since we don't know 

What the HELL we're doing

What's Satanism, anyways

We're Satanic posers

We're Slayer

We have families

Nuclear ones

We love our friends

We hurt no one

We never commit violent acts

After all we love

But we get off

Posing for Satan

When we go to hell

Satan will hurt us

We gave him a bad name

Like Bob Larsen said,
“If we met Satan

It wasn't through Black Masses

But at the bank”
We're insincere Satanists=
We'll shock you

And appall you

And pretend we hate you

But we really love you

We're

Slayer

We're Satanic posers

We're Slayer

We love you

Our fans

You buy the records

Which gives us dough

What's Satan really like

Hell, we don't know

We're Slayer

A speed metal band

Where talent is absent

Satanism is present

Satan is not our friend

We never met him=
We love you

But hate sells

And you buy it

We're Satanic posers=
Posing for Satan=
God doesn't mind us

We pose no threat

Just wait and watch

When the real Satanists come

We won't be worshipped

We'll be killed

But we sold the hottest thing

Out there

We sold Satan

We're Slayer

Buy our albums

Pretty please

Pretty please

Write a song

Which has nothing to do

With Satan

No man

That would require thought

We sell records

We don't hate

We're Slayer

We're Satanic posers=
We're Slayer

We love you in all actuality

Even if we pretend we hate

We're Slayer

We're Satanic posers=
If you're dumb

You'll buy our records

And we know you are

We're Slayer

We're Satanic posers=
Peace and love

We love all things

Living and dead

Satanic posers

We're Slayer

------------------------------------------------------------------

*Radio Free America, Tangerine Radio, and Andrew Yoder influenced some of the ideas here.
- Jello Biafra influenced some of the ideas here.

= Bob Larsen influenced an idea or two here.

+ 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.

