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Slayer Fan+
I'm a Slayer Fan 

I don't listen to Just any band 

I headbang 

Into whiplash 

Listening to my buddies 

Slayer 

Yes I am a Dumbass 

Yes I am an ignoramus 

I'm much dumber 

Than you could ever think 

My music isn't full 

Of rhythm 

Or Melody 

Or harmony 

But's it's crammed full O

f Satan 

I'm a Slayer Fan 

Full Blast 

Millions and millions of watts

 Watch out 

I'm going deaf 

When I disobey 

It's not only because of 

Defiance 

And disobedience 

But also because of deafness 

I don't like those 

Musicians 

Who have integrity 

Or those bands 

Who have a 

Social conscious 

I don't want songs 

With intelligent thought provoking lyrics 

I want to listen to songs 

About Satan 

Satan, Satan Satan, Satan Satan, Satan 

Everything I ever needed to know About Satanism 

I learned from Slayer 

I wear black 

I wear skulls

I love blood 

I love Death 

I hate good taste 

So I love Slayer 

Faster, Faster, Faster 

It's a good thing 

Their lyrics are 

Indecipherable &
Otherwise, 

I'd be viewed 

As even more of a 

Dumbass than& 

I already am 

I will offend and appall you 

With my occult stuff

I will frighten and horror you 

With my destructive behavior 

I will shock and upset you 

With my entire Satanic attitude 

I never go to church 

So I'll never go to Heaven 

I'm going to Hell. 

I think. 

At least, Hell, 

Despite all its shortcomings and disadvantages, 

It does have one wonderful advantage.. 

It's chock full of Death Metal bands 

We yell ourselves 

Hoarse 

We worship Slayer and Satan 

What the HELL is the difference? 

Is there a difference? 

Atheists are too caring 

Agnostics are too intelligent 

Christians are too loving 

But Satanists are for killing 

I do not worship 

In a sacred church 

Or in a mystical forest 

I worship Satan 

In the concert hall 

Slayer 

What beautiful, magnificent, marvelous 

Compositions 

What is Slayer's mission? 

They want to send everyone 

Off to hell 

But are they going to hell? 

Probably not. 

Satan will kill them 

Slayer is a bunch of wussy Satanists@ 

I love those gentle, soothing lullabies 

I love those graceful, harmonious rhythms 

I love those serene, uplifting melodies 

I love the brilliant, eloquent rhetoric 

Speed Metal 

Thrash Metal 

Black Metal 

Death Metal 

Distort, Distort 

Distort like hell 

Never a decipherable lyric &
Never any intelligent commentary 

This is not music 

This is Slayer 

The Texas Longhorn Salute: 

Is this a football game 

Or a death metal concert? 

A football game has 

Much more blood and gore 

But at Slayer concerts, 

You'll find Satanism galore 

Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha 

Satan is a wus@ 

Slayer is not like other bands 

You won't find sex, drugs, and rock and roll 

All you'll find are ear piercing 

Mind shattering 

Satanic melodies 

Melodies, Melodies 

Slayer will put you to sleep 

Slayer will put your MIND to sleep 

Slayer works really hard 

At sounding this shitty 

Applaud them 

I love poser bands @
I love sellout bands @
I love phony bands @
I love Slayer @
My peers are impressed 

My friends admire me Satanism is cool 

The rest of them 

Are even stupider than me 

I offend the Christian Right 

I offend the Christian Left 

I offend the Christian middle 

I offend all Christians 

And annoy everyone else 

I'm cool 

I'm a Satanist, Dude 

Do I cast spells 

Do I read the Satanic bible 

Do I sacrifice cats and dogs 

Hell No! @
My sole claim to Satanism 

Is my record collection. 

Satan 

Satan 

Satan 

Satan 

Satan 

Satan 

Satan 

Slayer 

Slayer 

Slayer 

Slayer 

Slayer 

Slayer Slayer 

Skaters yell "Slayer" 

Greasers yell "Slayer" 

Normals yell "Slayer" 

Everyone is yelling "Slayer" 

My satanic identity is gone 

I am nothing 

I hate these kinds of people 

They're just a bunch of posers 

Who are posing Satanic posers @

Posers of posers @
Posers of posers @
Posers of posers @
It's so sad 

Slayer isn't bad 

They never kill 

Or even maim 

Heck, they probably don't even insult 

They defrock 

Satan's holy word 

They are Satanic hypocrites @
They give Satanism a bad name @
Why, they must be agents of God 

Slayer 

Slaying what? 

That horrendous monster of good taste& 

That horrific creature of integrity 

That grotesque beast of creativity &
Slayer 

Never slander Slayer 

Never taunt them during concerts 

Never ridicule them 

Never deface their sacred records 

Slayer is my band 

And I will defend them to the death 

Satanists are my idols. 

I am worth nothing 

I can't make friends 

I hate myself 

So I seek refuge Among Satanists 

Pentagrams are radical 

They stand for evil 

They stand for Slayer 

They are cool 

Shun morality 

Shun intelligence 

Shun music 

Listen to Slayer 

Listen, dude 

Slayer's cuisine

Does not consist of urine and blood 

But rather, 

Of tea and pud@ 

Slayer lives the high life 

First class suites 

Sexy women

Dollar bills 

Coming out their ass 

I look up to these guys 

Someday I want to be like them 

Some day I hope 

I'm half as dumb 

They appreciate the finer things in life 

I am so classy 

I listen to Slayer 

I want to start a Slayer Club 

In my high school 

To join, you don't have to be smart 

You just have to be a fool 

And you must drool 

Over Slayer 

I want to listen to Slayer 

24 hours a day 

Get the adrenaline 

Pumping 

The blood flowing 

The mind sedating 

I want Slayer 

Give me your mind numbing drug 

Give me Slayer 

Slayer Dude 

-----------

Ham Radio Man*+
I'm a Ham Radio Man 

I'm the coolest dude in town 

Instead of going to parties 

Or hanging with the girls 

I talk on and fidget with my radio 

All night long 

I love my radio 

Like I love myself 

In fact, I love it 

Better than myself 

The airwaves are my domain 

And I am a self appointed policeman 

My sole ambition in life 

Is to rid the waves of bootleggers 

I spend all my time with wires 

This box eliminates my need for people 

My conversations 

Consist of only 

Propagation 

Modulation 

And ultimately, my infatuation 

I don't want to go out 

I don't want to do anything 

All I want to do 

Is play with my radio all day long 

The wife calls for dinner 

I say "No" 

"Shut up, hoe" 

I'm making love to my radio 

Of course 

We're heading for divorce 

But I don't care 

As long as I have my radio 

Life is fair 

After all 

I am a vigilante 

My best friends are the FCC Licenses, not free speech, my son 

Boring elites like me 

Will rule the airwaves. 

I am a brownnoser 

I am a suck up 

I love authority 

I love authority 

I'm a little 3rd grader 

I'm telling on you 

I'm telling the FCC 

You were bad 

I have absolutely 

Nothing better to do 

I monitor the airwaves 

Collecting every clue 

My ultimate goal 

Is to incriminate you 

The FCC will hear about you 

I'm turning you in 

This makes me feel good 

I have power 

I love my authority 

I abide by their rules

 So why don't you? 

You piece of trash 

Worthless shit 

This is fun 

I'm never done 

I talk, and talk, and talk 

About nothing ever important 

Only about 

Radio frequency, modulation, and antennas. 

And you speak of 

Politics, Philosophy, and even religion 

My God, you are an intellectual 

You are intelligent 

We better keep you off the radio 

The landlord hates me 

I screw up his wiring 

The neighbors hate me 

I interfere with their TV 

My kids hate me 

I won't play with them 

Hell, everyone hates me 

I will fix my radio 

It is broken 

Someone smashed it 

I am so depressed 

It cannot be expressed 

I grasp those wires 

Electric shock 

Electric shock 

Praise my radio 

Oh almighty 

You are my one 

And only love 

Weekends are spent 

At field days and flea shops 

Looking for the right equipment 

Ignoring all the people 

No price is ever too high 

You did no immoral deed 

Yet I eagerly aid in your apprehension 

Who is the hero 

Who is the villain 

You tell me 

I've mastered Morse code 

But I'm really as shy as hell 

My radio is a transformer 

It makes a Hyde out of my Jekyll 

I don't talk to people 

I talk to radios 

Who needs people 

When you have toys? 

Fun toys 

Fun toys 

Narc --I will Narc 

I have memorized the FCC rulebook 

It is the world's greatest piece of literature 

My bible, my bible 

Don't defrock the holy word 

I ragchew with people all over the world 

Yet, I don't even speak to my own family 

I don't want to see people's faces 

I just want to hear them 

Nerd, nerd 

I'm a nerd 

I know radio technology in and out 

But I don't even know 

How to talk to people 

I always speak in technical jargon

 I cannot relate 

I cannot relate 

To anyone 

To anyone at all 

Except my dear friend

My lover 

My radio

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

Government# 

Government, government 

A wonderful invention 

A brilliant concoction 

Which stagnates us in primitiveness 

I need government 

Yet I don't want it 

The more I need it 

The less I want it 

The less I want it 

The more I need it 

The more I want it 

The less I need it 

The less I need it 

The more I want it 

Me and my government gets along real good 

Me and my government gets along 

Oh so well 

A catch --22 

A perpetual love -hate relationship 

It's not there when you need it 

But it's overwhelmingly present, when you don't 

If humans were perfect 

We wouldn't need a stinking government 

If government was perfect 

We wouldn't bicker and moan 

But neither of us is perfect 

So that's the way it is 

It ain't just the cops 

It ain't just the courts 

It ain't just the Congress 

Nor ain't it just the president 

It's the whole picture 

It's everything together 

All the tyranny is concentrated 

And diffused 

Upon you 

And I 

Ever since --a long time ago 

Humanity has had this stumbling block 
This wall 

This barrier 
This gate 

One of the biggest follies of all time 

When will we end it? 

When will we end it? 

Do we really need it? 

Yes, perhaps 

But do we want it? 

No way, no how, no way 

A cafeteria 

All things for all people 

Too many mutations 

The monster is too massive 

Soon it will explode 

Soon. 

A government without people 

Or a people without government 

Is the way it should be 

Never coexisting 

Always resisting 

Ah-- 

People and their government

Forever 

Together 

As one 

Ha. 

-------

This Poem 

This poem don't mean nothing 

It don't mean shit 

I wrote it, so please like it 

This poem is written just to fill up space 

Hey, Every corny poem has its place 

But to waste so much ink is a major disgrace 

This poem sucks I

t is lousy 

It is for losers 

So why do you read it? 

You haven't stopped 

You just continue

To read 

Is your time worth so little to you? 

A poem is supposed to be beautiful 

About birds, bees, and gorgeous trees 

But this? 

This crazy stupid poem 

Is just a bunch of words 

Why was it written? 

A better question is 

Why is it being read? 

Have you no brain in that head? 

Gosh 

This poem is so awful 

It is so contrived 

It rhymes just to rhyme 

But, hey, at least it is free style 

A poem about nothing 

Is right here 

No emotions or feeling 

Or even rational reasoning 

Just a sad commentary 

A grand folly 

A magnificent snafu 

Say goodbye 

To graceful eloquence 

Marvelous rhetoric 

Divine prose 

And say hello 

To great bullshit crappy words 

Idiotic rhymes 

This poem does not belong 

In shelves stocked with Whitman 

Dickerson and Poe 

This poem is so bad 

It even makes 

Dr. Dre look like a literary genius 

A moron wrote it 

A comatose reads it 

A genius burns it 

An idol forgets it 

And a god never knew of it 

Have you nothing better to do 

Than read a poem 

Written just for dupes like you 

This poem does not deserve to be read 

This poem does not deserve to be read 

This poem does not deserve to be read 

Feed your brain with something intelligent 

Instead 

This poem will soon end 

It has been way too long

Even one line of it 

Is way too long 

This poem is ending 

You are an idiot 

You could be learning something 

You could be stimulating your brain 

You could be thinking 

But you choose to read this poem

I pity you 

I really, really do 

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

That Kid- 

Let's make fun of that kid 

For everything he ever did 

We never look deep in his soul 

All we see is one big hole 

We take our insecurities and our frustrations/ 

With ourselves 

But do not face them 

Instead 

Attempt to justify our little self worth /
By making jokes about him /
We won't try to understand him 

Cause we know we already don't like him 

He is different from us 

Or 

Is he better than us? 

We never offer any invitation 

But we supply plenty of persecution 

We would rather die 

Than try to be his friend 

It makes us feel good 

To make him feel bad 

We feel we are worth nothing /
So we'll make him feel that way too/ 

He is so strange 

He is so weird 

He is so loony 

He is so crazy 

He is so odd 

He is so eccentric
He is so abnormal 

He is so unusual 

He is so freaky 

He is so unusual 

But he loves himself 

Do we love ourselves?/ 

Hey, we never thought about that 

We never do much thinking 

It's scary 

We wouldn't want to think about ourselves/ 

That's even more scary 

We can not explain him 

We can not rationalize him 

We can not justify his existence 

He always goes against the grain 

And we always flow with it 

He is just a piece of shit 

We are big 

We feel so big /
What better way to make yourself big /
Than by making others feel small /
It is so much easier 

To be mean 

Than to be nice 

When you are nice 

People make fun of you 

You really pay the price 

Being mean is cool 

We want to vomit 

We want to purge 

He is the punching bag 

He is the scapegoat /
We are sick 

So we pursue him 

Is he really worth our time 

Yes, we have nothing better to do 

It feels so good 

To treat him like shit 

We avoid mirrors 

We avoid ponds 

We avoid glass 

We don't take pictures 

We need a big group to take him on 

Hell, we'd never go one on one 

We can't do that

 Cause then  

We'd be on equal terms 

And we'd have to focus on "I" 

We don't try to step into his shoes 

Because then 

We'd have to look at ourselves /
---------------------------
*Radio Free America, Tangerine Radio, and Andrew Yoder influenced some of the ideas here.

- Jello Biafra (particularly the song “Insight”) influenced some of the ideas here.

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

& Mad Magazine may have inspired these ideas

@ Bob’s Larsen’s book exposed how Slayer lacks sincerity in their Satanist convictions and does these convictions for show

/ Psychologists argue this about bullying and insecure people.

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