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Create or DestroyPRIVATE 

Create or Destroy

Those are the only two options

If you eliminate

My creative outlets

I will only be left, able

To destroy

And that's a fact

Don't destroy my creations

Or I'll create destructions

And you'll soon utterly 

Regret your stupid decision

Like I regret your existence

If you destroy

I can't create

And vice versa

Don't decimate me

If you want to decimate,

Decimate yourself

Suppressing the creative urge

Is one of the vilest things on earth

I was born to create

And now I regret my birth

Just because 

Of this repression

I am an Artist

You, a killer

You always destroy

I want to create

I want to create

I demand to create

Beautiful, wonderful things

But you stop me

Your destructiveness

Has killed my wonderful creations

You have killed me

You have killed me

You killed my shadow

You killed a part of me

You killed me

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


Hemispheres* 

The left hemisphere sucks

The right hemisphere rules

The left hemisphere drives me crazy

The right hemisphere brings me peace

The left hemisphere is compulsive

The right hemisphere is impulsive

The left hemisphere is boring

The right hemisphere is interesting

The left hemisphere shuns happiness

The right hemisphere welcomes it

The left hemisphere is evil

The right hemisphere is good

In all essence

I want an operation

To remove my left hemisphere

So my right hemisphere

Will become dominant

Like it should be

Then I'll be happy

The left hemisphere is math

The right hemisphere is art

And which is more interesting?

The left hemisphere prevents fun

The right hemisphere encourages excitement

The left hemisphere is prudish

The right hemisphere takes risks

I want to rip

The left hemisphere out of my skull

Throw it down

And watch the blood flow

I'm happy

The left hemisphere is a hateful devil

The right hemisphere is a loving god

The left must be abolished

The right must be instated

The left hemisphere is government

The right hemisphere is Anarchy

And guess which one is preferable

The left hemisphere is prison

The right hemisphere is freedom

The left hemisphere is suppression

The right hemisphere is realization

The left hemisphere is a parent

The right hemisphere is a friend

The left hemisphere scolds

The right hemisphere praises

The left hemisphere toys

The right hemisphere employs

The left hemisphere cries

The right hemisphere flies

The left hemisphere is ugly

The right hemisphere is beautiful

The left hemisphere is humorless

The right hemisphere is hilarious

The left hemisphere is colorless

The right hemisphere is colorful

The left hemisphere is stern

The right hemisphere is lenient

The left hemisphere is annoying

The right hemisphere is intriguing

The left hemisphere is limited

The right hemisphere is limitless

The left hemisphere denies

The right hemisphere supplies

The left hemispheres coerces

The right hemisphere convinces

The left hemisphere is sick

The right hemisphere is healthy

The left hemisphere decimates

The right hemisphere erects

The left hemisphere bickers

The right hemisphere complains

The left hemisphere ends

The right hemisphere begins

The right is right

The left is wrong

That's why it's called right

Smash the left brain

Watch all the blood

It's fun

Watch the left brain roll

I don't need my left hemisphere

I want to live
(some of the views are from an article on the topic)


-------------------------------------------------------------------
-----------------------------------------------------------------
I'm a Prep-+
I'm a Prep

I'm always concerned with my hair

And about the world's problems

I do not care

I always wear polo shirts

To tie my 100 dollar sweaters around

My hair is full of gel

And always in place

Millions are homeless

Who cares? 

I look good

Millions are starving

Who cares? 

I got a beautiful girlfriend

Millions are dying

Who cares?

I got lots of money

I can get into any school I want

I don't have good study habits

Or am I full of vast intelligence

But my daddy's bank account is loaded

And money talks

You don't need talent

You don't need brains

You don't need personality

You don't perseverance

You don't need effort

As long as you have wealth

You'll get ahead

Success is determined

Not by what you done

But by what you inherit

Yachts and caviar

Is what one needs 

To live a fulfilling life

Appearances are what matters

As long as you are pretty 

On the outside

What's inside

Don't matter

Smiling, Smiling

I'm always smiling

Never knowing 

What's occuring

Or caring

I care about no one else

Just myself

I am shallow, superficial, and naive

I'm a Preppie

My clique is tight knit

Very exclusive

As long as you talk like us

And dress like us

And are rich like us

With no mind of your own

We'll let you in

We're not friends

We're just using each other

To gain higher positions

On the corporate latter

And anything else does not matter

I live a lifestyle

Where personalities don't mean a thing

All we care about is your name

And what you own

I'm a prep

Always worrying about my rep

Status, Status, Status

Ideals aren't important

Possessions are

Morals can't buy you

A fancy car

Suburbia, Suburbia

I love Suburbia

It is like me

And I'm like it

We are both full

Of superficiality

And lots of shit

Forget about war

My condo is spacious

Forget about famine

I got a promotion

Forget about disease

I have diamonds

Forget about suffering

I got a new outfit

I want to be like everyone else

A clone of my parents

Who were die hard conformists, also

Never looking at the big picture

I just see the small frame

Always immediate

Never perpetual

I am better

Cause I got money

I remind people that

So they don't look at the real me

Cause, if they would

They would find out

I am nothing

I don't associate 

With the economically disadvantaged

They are not good enough to

Be in my presence

“Money makes a man” the saying goes
I don't love people

I love clothes

I don't love my inner self

I love my position

Malls are my spiritual home

I go there to worship

I worship money

And there's no better place

To see the most vile, base, and evil

Aspects of capitalism

In action

And I love it

I own the world

But can't spell worth a damn

I can't read my Wall Street Journal.

You are what you inherit

I treat others like shit

The less I pay

The more profits I earn

No one has needs

But me, myself, and I

And what I want is

What I get

I have never strived

Nor struggled

Nor labored

Everything I always wanted

I have been handed

Who needs friends

When you have condos, swimming pools

Caviar, wine, businesses, money

My life's philosophy is Materialism

I need nothing else

To make me happy

I won't think twice

Anything is justified

To earn money

Even if it means

Treating others like trash

I am so much better

Than everyone else

Cause I got money

The poor are trouble

A bunch of bums

Make them pay all the taxes

For all the pain that they cause

I need my money

To own more of the world

You are not a person

You have no money

Therefore you are scum

Tax brackets determine my friendships

Conforming to suburbia

Brings a long life and happiness

Just as long 

As you're rich

stylish, and boring

I want to be like

The popular kids

Wearing their fancy clothes

Deep down insecurity

Yearning to fit in

Never having to think for myself

Hey, that's way too hard

But spending money is easy

My wellbeing is determined

By the ups and downs of my stocks

Everyone is telling me there is more

To life

But I don't see more

I only see one color

And that is green

When you're drinking champagne

Who needs intellectual stimulation?

People judge people by appearances

In fact

That's the only thing I judge

If you have no expensive clothes

Then you are scum

I want money

I want power

I want to rule the world

Becoming an elitist capitalist

With such a self-centered mindset

I won't ever have to use my brain

Credentials, Portfolios

Is what life's about

What does it matter

If you're in touch with yourself

When I look at money

And my beautiful hair

I don't have to look at myself

Life is easy

I don't have to work

I'm 45

And still live with

Mommy and Daddy

They pay my way

They make my day

I can't think for myself

When will I grow up?

Hey, kids

Want a friend

You don't need to be a friend

You just need to write a check

Those who are successful

Will always be successful

And no one else

If you weren't born here

Then you don't belong

I have no emotions

Money is my master

I never heard of

The inner child

I never ever did anything

No accomplishments whatsoever

Even if my resume says differently

Everything I ever got

Was obtained, not from

Hard work

But by paying someone off

Who needs morals

When you can bribe?

If you like the finer things in life

Then a preppie, you should be

But you can only join our clubs

If you're rich enough to pay the fee

Giggle, giggle

Too dumb to say something intelligent

Fix my hair, then the girls will like me

Who cares if I have the personality of a doorknob?

If Looks are everything

Then preps are really nothing

I hate punks

I hate metalheads

I hate greasers

I hate skaters

I hate scholars
I hate grungies

I hate jocks

I hate artists

I hate rappers

I hate anyone

Who doesn't act as superficial

As I do

I live to impress

If my status ever declines

I will become depressed

Since my reputation is everything

If it's lost

I have nothing

Preppie, Preppie, Preppie, Preppie

People like me

Make Capitalism go

And we are responsible

For all its evil

I am so lazy

But since my parents are wealthy

I'm viewed as prosperous

Measuring my manhood

By my bank account

My drive for money

Is so intense

It has stripped away

All my good sense

The world's not full of emotions

It's full of things

People are just objects

To be bought and sold

I could shudder and cringe

And all the sinister evil

I could expose it

But

That would mean less profits

So, I say to hell with it

I hide behind my money

I run this world

With all my greed, and shallowness

Is it any wonder

Why it's so screwed up?

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


Politics

Conservatives suck

Liberals suck

Middle of the Roaders suck

Authoritarians really suck

Libertarians are pretty cool

But only Anarchists rule

------------------------------------------------------------------
Psychiatrist!
Psychiatrist, Oh, Psychiatrist

Please help me

I'm insane

Each day I see you

I am getting sicker

As your wallet gets thicker

And your attorneys become slicker

You seem to think

Your fancy smancy degrees

Justify such outrageous fees

Instead of putting me at ease

You do whatever you please

If this is the cure

I'd rather have the disease

It's surely more pleasant

Indeed

You talk like a dictionary

And look like one too

You claim to know more about me

Than I do myself

They call me nuts

But you are a madman

There's very little difference

Between doctor and patient

Tortures called medicine

Pain called help

You're just really out 

To make a buck

Your diagnosis

Is the cause of my psychosis

I need a pill

Just to tolerate the bill

8 years of Medical School

Has made you such a fool

You have destroyed my free will

You're the one who's really ill

Clinging onto superstition

Your so called intuition

Has destroyed all my ambition

Your distinguished credentials

Have ruined my potential

Suppressing my emotion

Causes your promotion

Holier than Thou

And a hell of a lot smarter

You know everything about the human brain

Yet don't have a life of your own

You're out to earns profits

As others suffer greatly

Labeling everything and everyone

You're creating a problem

That wasn't there before

Drug up the sick

Drug up the dying

Always making sure

The pharmaceuticals, they keep buying

A junkie with a M.D.

A Pusher of drugs

Too lazy to heal people

But ever so eager 

To dig in their pockets

And take

Humans are guinea pigs

They have no feelings

They are lavatory rats

You don't care about the suffering

You just want facts

Patient abuse

To gain data

For your professional use

Have you no heart

You tore people apart

Perversion 

And it's legal

But not moral

You care not

They call you a shrink

Not wanting

Anyone to think.

You want to 

Think for them

Becoming a brainwasher

And mind controller

Rationalizing immorality

Justifying evil

Questioning established ethics

Not knowing right or wrong

They gave you a degree

They gave you a degree

Right is right

And wrong is wrong

But you made it gray

You are always able to

Justify anything you do

Quack, quack

Witch doctor

Give me some of your hocus pocus

My disease is all in YOUR head

Disease is profitable

Health is profitless

Curing me from the illness

You created yourself

If there was no make believe

No falsehoods and no phoniness

You'd go broke

In a second

You call me paranoid

You think you're Freud

You get kicks

From messing with 

The minds of the ill

What a doctor!

What a person!

I see you every day

and my pay

Is being thrown away

Look at all those inconclusive diagrams

Look at all the doctor's scams

Need not worry

About any reprimand

Psychiatrists are above the law

And holier than thou, too

You are a crazed

Sexually perverted

Lunatic

With no morals

If you applied

For any other professional position

You'd be firmly denied

But, you are a psychiatrist

So, a beautiful office is provided

For your sick use

Psychiatrists are sadists

So Patients must be masochists

They love to see people suffer

They love to scam and hoax you

They are maniacs

Psychiatrist, and patient

One has a license

Otherwise

They're both the basically the same

This is where

Unorthodox is orthodox

Strange is normal

Pain is pleasure

And evil is good

Doctor, doctor

Never answering for what you done

Being a psychiatrist is

Lots of fun

I yell stop

You keep on going

I say boring

But you keep annoying

Make me insane

Drive me insane

Look at all the pain

You caused

It never was here

Before

The sick

The depraved

The rotten

Are not jailed

But issued

M.D's and are licensed

Maybe we need a psychiatrist

To "cure" all the other psychiatrists

No, that would only worsen the problem

I don't want no doctor

Wandering in my head

I want a brain

And a body

Not dickered around with

I don't want poverty

I don't need more insanity

I want peace

Psycho

The more disease out there

The more profits there are

So, doctors

Find a fault 

With everyone

Then label

A new disease

Call it a disorder

And all your appointments will be filled

Soon, you can call the whole world

Mentally ill

Just think of the profits

Who cares about the decline

Of civilization

Everyone, everyone

Everyone, everyone

Everyone, everyone

Everyone, everyone

Is sick in some way

And needs to see a psychiatrist

Every day

100 dollars an hour

Just to hear

"Take it easy"

And those damn psychiatrists

Are so sleazy

Well, you think

You're normal

That's too bad

Normality is a disease too

Anything to get you in the office

Not to mention

Grossly overcharge you

The cure is the sickness

The cure is making me sick

What's wrong with people

Curing themselves

Helping themselves

Healing themselves

In that

There are no profits

So, there are fewer psychiatrists

Now that's what I call

Wonderful

Trying to cure the whole world

Yet, you're the sickest of us all

I'm going broke.

If I disobey

They shock me

Or my neck, they choke

Psychiatrists are not common folk

That's why

They should not roam around

Throw them in jail

Where they belong

Then our mental state

Will soon rebound

- Jello Biafra influenced some of the ideas here.
! Citizens Commission on Human Rights influenced some ideas here.
+ The Dead Kennedys self-denigrating first person song style influenced the style of this poem.

