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Censor This-PRIVATE 

Censor this

Please

I know you want to

To censor this

Would make you feel good

You don't like what I say

You don't what me to tell it

Like it is

You are afraid of the truth

Don't diverge into the taboo

Or you'll censor

Don't tell the truth

You are scared of the truth

Mind controller

Thought destroyer

You ignore the real issues

And go after me instead

Me, an artist

I'm such a threat

A threat to all your wealth

A threat to your power

A threat to all the evil

Which dominates out there

Do you

Go after the killers

The rapists, the beaters

The stealers, the criminals

No, you attack me

Don't talk about evil, bad, ugly things

If you heed this advice, they'll go away

The best way to deal with a problem

Is to pretend a problem doesn't exist

You are a Nazi

Fascist, dictator

of the worst kind

You ignore all that's wrong

And want me to do the same

But I won't do that

I want things to change

The Status quo

You don't want disrupted

Its faults, you will not discuss

You can't control your own life

So You control mine instead

You don't like thinking

Free speech, imagination

You want everyone to be like you

Something we cannot do

Viewpoints

A few, you want

Many, not desired

What gives you the right

To determine

What people should and should not say?

Cowards run from the truth

And you are running rather fast

Spend your time

Destroying other people's ideas

Thoughts, inhibitions

Never, ever creating anything

At all

You live in a fantasy world

If we censor,

All our problems will go away

Did you ever wonder

There was a reason why

Our art is the way it is?

Look at the real world!

Revolutions, you are denying

Piss poor excuses, you are supplying

You are really afraid of yourself

So you go after us

It is much easier

To attack an artist

Than a criminal

Isn't that so?

If our art had no evil in it

Would our society?

If our society had no evil in it?

Would our art?

That's a little something

For you to think about

Stimulate your mind

It's good for you

Something you 

Almost never do

Conforming to your way of life

This is what

We want to replace

We're rather sick

Of your face

You have not done anything good

You hurt more

Than an piece of art

Ever could

You look in the mirror

And really hate what you see

You can't reform yourself

So you try to change me

Looking at what you've done

How can you be proud?

Destroyed what could have been

Aren't you glad?

You don't like expression

Because

That means

We'll prove

the ugly truth

About yourself

And your friends

Times are always changing

Just like our ideas

Censorship is a thing

Less civilized societies have clung to

And you want to revamp it

We are becoming more primitive

Because of you

You don't like art

Because

You can't create any of your own

So you get kicks

By throwing stones

People in glass houses

Should not throw stones

Remember that

Next time, you censor

The enemy of creativity

Is destructiveness

And you oppose creativity

So what does that make you?

Where do you get off?

How do you justify yourself

To yourself?

Do you have a conscience?

Do you feel good about what you’re doing?

No love will ever result from hate

That is our fate

Double standards and contradictions

Ideals you embrace

Are long out of date

The tactics you employ

None of us enjoy

You have no self esteem

No matter how

It may seem

To you

And your little mind

We must forever say

To censorship, goodbye

If mankind is aiming high

One last time

I'll shake my fist

Don't censor me

Or censor this

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


Society

Society

A gathering of souls

Living together in peace

How simply so

It is not

I envision a different place

How could it be

So cruel to someone

Like me

True Individualism

Will not be found

In many corners of the globe

Yet, I possess it

My spirit felt by few

My title known by less

What they say

I careth not

I originate from a separate flock

Being correct as they are

They look upon me

As downward

Backwards, insane

Society's voices 

Perpetually, piercing through me

My own, always yearning to be heard

But forever I am silent

And this is society

And this is myself

Two foes, forever in battle

We are in a stalemate

Who will win?

We both will

In our own ways

Each a victor

Through the days

We are not coexistent

We must be isolated

Then I am triumphant

And so is it

We must depart, now

Goodbye

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


A Little Room

Throw them all in one room

We don't like any of you

We are sick and tired

Of your bigotry

You want to be segregated, separated

No others to dirty your skin

Now, your wishes will come true

We'll throw you all in one room

We don't want to see your hate

You don't want to see black skin

We don't want you

And you don't want us

Perfect!

No more diversity

No more culture

No more enrichment

We shut you off

You can rot and die

In a little room

Have petty differences disrupt you

Kill each other

Die without your mother

Be superficial

Be hateful

Be ignorant

Do whatever

The hell, you want

In that little room

Just as long as we can't see or hear you

Black Supremacists, White Supremacists

You both make me sick

You both are piss poor examples

Of your own races

I don't want to see

Any of your faces

Have a war

In your little room

You already live in a small world

So this transition won't be drastic

But maybe

You'll start to see things

In a different light

Maybe you'll learn, human supremacy

Is not black and white

We will rid the world of you

Birds of a feather flock together

You don't like our world

With so many different colors

That's why

We're throwing you in a little room

Hate is perfectly okay

Just not directed towards the innocent

People don't have a say

In what their skin color is

So take your ignorance,

Your unjustified bigotry

And direct it towards yourself

Exterminate your breed

If you are the master race

Then it is a big disgrace

Acts and deeds make a man great

Not irrevocable circumstances

You can be a stupid as you want

In that little room

Of yours

Mankind's fate is very great

But you destroy it

With all your hate

If the color as one's skin 

Means a damn thing

How about eye color,

Ear shape,

Height,

Or Digestive juice acidity?

This proves your absurdity

You can't stand yourself

So you hate others

Ignore the truth 

In your little room

Be sheltered

Be reclusive

Forget rationale

In your little room

Unadvanced, superficial

Contradictory, not official

Biased, fooled, stupid, dumb

Anything you want

In your little room

Love your identity

Without your race,

You are a silent nothing

Like psychologists say,

“You demonstrate your insecurity

By putting others down”
For not what they said

Or what they done

But the shade of skin

Which they don

Paint everyone's skin

The color of your own

Then all problems go away

Sure, whatever

But you can do that

In your little room

No mirrors

No scales

You won't have to look at yourself

In that little room

Choose convenient scapegoats

Hate what you don't understand

Do whatever you want

In your little room

Defy all honesty

Never in touch with reality

With the absence of subjectivity

Do whatever you want

In your little room

Can't love yourself

So hate others too

Do whatever you want

In your little room

Watch truth slip through your fingertips

Grasp onto myth and legend

Never any morality

In your little room

Make others pay

For your ignorance

In your little room

We don't want you in our world

We don't want you in our world

We don't want you in our world

We don't want you in our world

We don't want you in our world

You have no room for others

We have no room for you

Go to your own room

You are really small

So you won't be out of place

In a little room

Pure bigotry

Masked by ignorant compassion

We don't care

You're still stupid

Go to your little room

We hate your points of views

We hate your politics

Racism is such dumb thing

Yet, you embrace it

You quote the bible

You quote history books

You say facts prove

You're superior

You make me sick

Your half assed theories

Mean nothing to me

All I care about is

What I see

I can see

You

And 

I Hate you

You bigoted

Biased fool

Where do you come up with this?

White people must be inferior

If you are

Our best representative

Die, Die, Die

Bigots, die

I hate all racists

With a passion

Bigotry and stupidity

Always come packaged together

Judge me by my skin

Not what I done

What kind of person are you?

Anti -  mankind

Even if you aren't

To judge by skin color

Means you're not very smart

You don't need to talk to people

You already know what they're like

Before you meet them

This thinking is perfect

For your little room

Have fun

Do whatever you want

In your little room

In your little room

In your little room

A little room for a little mind

------------------------------------------------------------------I'm a Pot Smoker+#
I'm a Pot Smoker

Throw me in jail

All I ever do

Is smoke pot

I'm sitting, sitting, 

Let me rot

I'm so high

I can't move

Stoned to the max

When I am paralyzed

What crimes can I commit?

You're right

I am the cause of violent crime

Cause

Every time you throw me in jail

Another killer gets released

Into society

I sit here

Smoking my pot

Sitting, sitting

I'm going to rot

I don't mind your prison cell

It's like home

I rot there too

I do nothing there too

I'm high, I don't know the difference

I'm not even addicted to this darn thing

I never employ violence

I am at peace

Until

Blazing sirens down my block

The door is knocked down

Pitbulls sniff my house

They have found my pot

Now I go to jail

Oh well

At least I'm fed and clothed

And I don't have to pay rent

All my savings went to pot

If you know what I mean

Because of your damn drug war

Trash is valued more than gold

I'm so broke

Cause of your policies

You're a brilliant economist

I think better than you

When I'm stoned

Throw me in jail

I'll get killed in there

Another body to clean up

Fine with you

You like to kill

But I don't.

With my time

I smoke pot

You don't do drugs

But my time is better used than yours

Charles Manson, Jeffrey Dahmer, John Wayne Gacy

Son of Sam, you are all free to go

We need room for pot smokers

They are more a threat than you

Let me rot

And smoke my pot

Let me rot

And smoke my pot 

Let me rot

And smoke my pot

Don't rehabilitate

Throw me in jail

Tax payers will pay

So who cares?

They finance your drug war

And you are winning

After all, you got me off the streets

And the rapists, and burglars back on

Bravo, job well done

You protect me from myself

By throwing me in jail

Pot never killed anyone

But cops sure have

Alcohol is more deadly

Throw the drunks in jail

You'll be doing us some good

But, who I am?

A stoned out druggie

Who thinks better than you

Do you think your law

Caused me to stop

Smoking my pot?

Look at all my blunts

Then you'll find out

You won this drug war

You saved me from myself

Now I need to save you

From yourself

So what

I'll go to jail

But prisons

Are where one finds

The best pot

Even then

If you find my blunts

My mother will bake

Cannabis cookies

See, it's hard to win

An unwinnable war

I could have told you that

But I'm a pot smoker

Let me rot

And smoke my pot

Let me rot

And smoke my pot

Let me rot

And smoke my pot

Your pot war is a people war

The only thing

You're beating

Is people

Drugs surely aren't defeated

You will never win

I love my pot

I am tranquil

I don't do nothing

But rot

Smoking my pot

So throw me in jail

Without bail

And set killers free

Without a fee

Geez, you're making this country great

Give me life imprisonment

I never employed violence

But ignorance and silence

Has always kept you triumph

Fight the wimpy pot smoker

He is easy prey

He doesn't shoot a gun

He can't hit or kick

Let's waste him

Just because 

His values are different

Than ours

Let's get rid of pot

Let's get rid of people

Let's have a party

Let's call it a drug war

We are doing good

We are fighting pot

That terrible thing

We see its evil

Which you cannot see

Kill a pot smoker

But let the rapists run free

This is what they call

Democracy

Make yourself feel good

Causing others misery

This is the time

For all your sadistic tendencies

All you anti human people

Out there

Come join us

In the drug war

Come on, go after me

I'm no fight

For a brainless brute

After all, 

The only thing I ever do

Is smoke pot

So let me rot

These power games make you feel good

And make life unbearable for me

Get rid of drugs

Then we're all free

Ha

Take me out

You won't change me

I won't change you

Let me smoke dope

Only a dope wouldn't let me

What has this demon caused me to do?

Maybe, it's a good thing

Cause I accomplish more than you.

But you want to rid the world of pot

Why not attack the drugs 

Instead of the people?

As for me

I smoke pot

If it makes you feel good inside

Throw me in jail

Maybe why I smoke pot

Is to escape your rotten world

I am off in fantasy land

But it's better than your world

Even if it doesn't exist

Pot does

Make your brain rot

But yours is rotten anyways

Kill pot smokers

Never the pot itself

The best way to eradicate drugs

Is to eradicate the users

Drug wars are fun

Bust, bust, bust

Confiscate all my crap

So your auctions can sell it

Violate the entire bill of rights

But say what you're doing

Is good for our country

Those who cannot learn from history

Are deemed to repeat it

What is wrong with your memory?

Your mistakes don't teach you a thing

At least I learned

Not to smoke pot near gas stations

But you don't learn

And you continue

Good job

Go after me

I don't know much

I'm a pot smoker

- Jello Biafra influenced some of the ideas 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.
