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Health Inspector+#
100 times more paranoid 

Than Howard Hughes

But only a billionth
As wealthy

Intervene

Regulate

Harass

Agitate

I am your health inspector

Forget common sense

If you don’t pay me off

Or lick my boots

Then you must follow the regulations

To the book

One little hair

In the food

And we’re going

To shut you down

You can’t think for yourself

You need to strictly obey

Our overtly cautious regulations

We, at the government

Are the only ones

Who know anything

About health and wellness

Wash your hands

300 times a day

Or your fine restaurant, we will condemn

Or a fine, you will pay

We come unexpectedly

To your little restaurant

To see if you’re abiding by

Out nitpicky rules

We know you’re fools

It’s too hard to make friends

So I work for the government

I love to regulate

I have all the power

To close your restaurant down

What kind of person

What kind of person

What kind of person

Would want to do this job?

I am nothing

So I flash a badge

In your face

If I don’t like you

You will be penalized

And ostracized

By Uncle Sam

I can’t get a job

In the private sector

Only the government

Would hire me

Businesses have too much integrity

Going to shut you down

Going to shut you down

Going to shut you down

Rules, rules, rules

Rules, rules, rules

There are billions and billions

Of rules

And we expect you

To follow each one

You better obey

Or we’ll shut you down

Wash your hands

Until they bleed

Then wash the blood off

I have obsessive compulsive disorder

And soon you will too

Clean, clean

Safe, safe

Not even

Hospitals have it
This tough

If you don’t know

Everything about biology

Then you are unfit

To operate a restaurant

I have no life

So I memorize health codes

I can recite every last one

But I can’t even count to five

Do you want to be a health inspector?

Well, you don’t have to be too smart

In fact, if you are

Then the health department

Won’t hire you

I will bicker in your face

I will find unfindable grease

I will have you begging on your knees

I will drive you crazy

You’re too stupid

To keep

Things clean

By yourself

That’s why you need our “help”

You’re too dumb

To wash your hands

Unless we tell you to

I’ll make your life a living hell

Even if all is well,

We’ll shut you down, anyways

What would you do without us?

What would you do without us?

What would you do without us?

How would you ever stay healthy?

How would you stay alive?

This is the government

The practicality of business

Doesn’t apply here

You even need a license

To serve beer

Every rule you break
Means another fine, you will pay

Which means more money in our pockets

So we’re eager to fine away

We force you to comply

For a small bribe

We will lie

If our politics don’t agree

A revocation of a license

You will see

I’m a health inspector

I don’t know

The meaning of integrity

So I initiate
Stupidity

Eradicating all the physical disease

You have ever seen

But ushering in lots more

Mental Disease

I’m a health inspector

I do whatever I please

And if you sneeze

We’ll shut you down

For good

I can’t find any other job

I don’t have any friends

I am insecure

So I elevate myself

By bickering at you

I work for the government

I have a lousy temperament

That’s why I was hired

I don’t care if you are tired

Obey me

Or we’ll shut you down

This job is not about

Fighting bacteria

Or cleaning up restaurants

It’s about irritating people

And driving them insane

I feel so good

Whenever I come around

I watch you

Squirm and stress

I can do that

I am so powerful

I’m a health inspector

Anti-disease infector

Private sector career rejecter
Why work in the real world?

Cause, the real world is reality

Working for the government

I do not have to face

Life’s brutality

I can run a budget into the red

I can mess with people’s heads

I can feel good about regulation

With no agitation

Health inspectors are no good

What type of person

Would want to intervene?

The very thought is obscene

We want the government off our backs

We are tired of unjustified attacks

And what the government lacks

You’ll find in the private sector

Health

Healthy

I don’t want health

I want sickness

Let me be sick

If I so desire

Health inspector

Your codes are now obsolete

Health inspector

I reject you!

Going to shut you down

Going to shut you down

Going to shut you down

Going to shut you down

Going to shut you down

Going to shut you down

For good
A Nazi
A Nazi came to

My place of business, one day

He had a swastika on his arm

I guess, despite his ignorance

He meant no harm

He wanted to be served

Just like the others

He wasn’t really much of a bother

Sitting in his booth

Reading Mein Kampf 

His order was simple

Just a brandy

And he asked

If a lighter was handy

I decided to serve him

Even though

I utterly despise racists

And skinheads, in particular

I had a plan

There was no need to bicker

I went into the bar

And got his drink

This gave me a little time

To think

I gently set his drink down

Holding back anger

I did not frown

I told him

All his drinks were free

He just nodded

But didn’t thank me

He was solemnly engaged

In his book

He wasn’t paying attention

So I gave him, a dirty look

I asked how many drinks

He would like

He replied “ten”

I served another man

And then

Got them

I told him to drink hardy

All liquor is on the house

Still reading

He ordered 10 more

By the time

I returned

All the glasses were empty

And I served him ten more

He told me
Mein Kampf 

Was damn interesting

Was there something

I was missing?

I briskly walked

Into the bar

Where I sat for awhile

Soon, an intoxicated Nazi
Came crawling towards the door

I asked if 

He would like to drink any more

Usually, for drunks

A taxi, I call

That’s most of the time

Not all

I helped him into his automobile

He wondered if 

He was too plastered

To drive

I shook my head “No way”

“You’re fine; you’re okay”

He revved up the engine

Then revved it again

He did a donut

As I ate one

He slipped gear

Into neutral

And then

Wondered

Why

He was not moving
I screamed “reverse, reverse!”

“Mr. Bartender, I have no purse.”

“Back it up, you fool, back it up”

He finally caught on

And went backwards

Never turning the wheel

Or switching gear

He kept backing

And backing

And backing

Until an intersection

He entered

A beautiful

Magnificent
Marvelous

Semi

Was conveniently,

At the time

Passing through

So, to a my Nazi friend

I said bye

See

You don’t need violence

After all, it’s not justified

To get rid of your enemies

You just need self-reliance
And intelligence

I cause a Nazi to die

But I don’t feel guilty.

Should I?

I Care About You

Don’t listen to my records

Too loud, child

Or you’ll go deaf
And won’t be able to hear no more

Then you’ll have no need for records anymore

I care about you

This is how I care about you

Don’t stare into

The cd laser reader

Or your corneas will become damaged

And soon you’ll go blind

Then you won’t be able to

See and buy my records

In the music store

I care about you

This is how I care about you

Don’t headbang too erratically
Or you’ll get whiplash

And be in the hospital for

Months and months

With extensive medical bills

With no money to buy my records

I care about you

This is how I care about you

Don’t smoke cigarettes

Or dope

Or sniff cocaine

Or drop acid
All these things

May cause premature death

And when you’re dead

You can’t buy my records

I care about you

This is how I care about you

I care about you

This is how I care about you

I want Anarchy
Anarchy, Anarchy

I want Anarchy

I don’t want bigotry

I don’t want idolatry

I don’t want infamy

I want Anarchy

I don’t want bestiality

I don’t infidelity
I don’t want corporate mentality

I want Anarchy

I don’t want industry

I don’t want absurdity

I don’t want stupidity

I want Anarchy

I don’t want whiskey

I don’t want brandy

I don’t want candy

I want Anarchy

I don’t want blasphemy

I don’t want ministry

I don’t want hickory

I want Anarchy

I don’t want proctology

I don’t want technology

I don’t want society

I want Anarchy

I don’t want supremacy

I don’t want practicality

I don’t want morality

I want Anarchy

I don’t want harmony

I don’t want insanity

I don’t want infancy

I want Anarchy

I don’t want fraternity

I don’t want sorority

I don’t want mortality

I want Anarchy

I don’t want Italy

I don’t want Germany

I don’t want Hungary

I want Anarchy

I don’t want brutality

I don’t want psychology

I don’t want an apology

I want Anarchy

I don’t want an eatery

I don’t want immaturity

I don’t want mercury

I want Anarchy

I don’t want chivalry

I don’t want pageantry

I don’t imagery

I want Anarchy

I don’t want beauty
I don’t want insincerity

I don’t want pharmacology

I want Anarchy

I don’t want polygamy

I don’t want bigamy

I don’t want sodomy

I want Anarchy

I don’t want obscenity

I don’t want cookery

I don’t want passivity

I want Anarchy

I don’t want palmistry

I don’t want probability

I don’t want an enemy

I want Anarchy

I don’t want history

I don’t want leprosy

I don’t want calligraphy

I want Anarchy

I don’t want biology

I don’t want sociology

I don’t want chemistry

I want Anarchy

I don’t want fatality

I don’t want fantasy
I don’t want reality

I want Anarchy

I don’t want cruelty

I don’t want adultery

I don’t want lobotomy

I want Anarchy

I don’t want monopoly

I don’t want ability

I don’t want money

I want Anarchy

I don’t want family

I don’t want fallacy

I don’t want mixology

I want Anarchy

I don’t want monarchy

I don’t want tyranny

I don’t want democracy

I want Anarchy

I don’t want an entity

I don’t want a country

I want liberty

I want Anarchy

I don’t want everything

I don’t want nothing

I don’t want anything
I want Anarchy

Corporate America-+
Say goodbye

To your family neighborhood store

And all those independent shops

Because we’re going to swallow them up.

Pretty soon

The whole world will be

One big corporation

We’re called rich capitalists

But we’re really socialists
Like some radicals argue
We want your money

We want your labor

We want your life

We want your soul

We plan to enslave you all

Each new chain

Each subsidiary

Is another stake

In your grave

You will have no options

Buy from us or starve.

Isn’t it ironic?

Monopolies aren’t much different

From communism itself
Like the radicals say
We own record labels

We own bookstores

We own museums
We own movie theaters

We own TV stations

We toss artists

Doesn’t the very thought

Make you quiver?

Opinions greatly suppressed*
And reduced*
If not totally eliminated*
From view*
We utterly despise indies

We will squash 

Them

Then completely destroy

Them

We want America to become one

We want the people to become one

We want everyone under our control

All your prized institutions

Will be torn down

And detonated

Then replaced with

Profit generating

Corporations

We hate independents

They charge decent prices

They take risks

They are less subjective

They have creativity

They are completely opposite

Of us

Suppressing all information

Truth and realizations

Is the job
Or your friendly corporation

Corporate America

The red, white, and blue

Now green is a color

Of our country’s flag too

We control everything

And we want to control more

Soon we will wipe out

Every independent store

We love war

The profit potential

Is limitless

We don’t give a damn

About the death toll

We only care

About the payroll

Corruption, greed, racketeering

Don’t try to appeal

To your government for help

We lobby and lobby

It’s much more than a hobby

In all essence

We own the white house, too
There’s nothing you can do

About corporate power

We want to make money

Every minute and every hour

Obsessed with the dollar

Possessed by the bottom line

This is our world

You just live in it

If you don’t agree with us

Then

Your records will not be cut

Your paintings will be burned

Your books will forever be shut

Your extremism will not air

That’s life, we own everything

Who cares if it’s not fair

We keep getting richer
As others keep getting poorer

Share the wealth

Hello no

The status quo is here to stay

Our financial backing

Will keep it that way

Only corporations

Have any say

Anyway

We will limit your options

We will narrow your choices

We will alter your perspective

We live in a world

Where the more money

You have 

The more important

You are

We accommodate right wing fanatics

We cave into censors’ pressures

We don’t want to offend

We just want to earn

Art

Fart

Your artistic integrity

Will be transformed into

A business commodity

That is

If you want to make it big

A perpetual catch 22

For all those starving artists out there

The only way to get produced

Is to already have been produced

Before

An elite social club

Where talent and skills

Creativity, intelligence

Originality and ability

Mean absolutely nothing

Where money and boot licking

Mean absolutely everything

It’s not a question

Of how you create

It’s a question

Of how well you imitate

One sided fantasy

Instead of all sided reality

Is what we print in newspapers

And air on television shows

We will tell you

Exploitation of workers

Is no problem at all
But a threat to our wealth
And all heads will roll

Who don’t we let speak?*
Anarchists*
Communists*
Socialists*
Marxists*
Unionists*
Libertarians*
Populists*
The Poor*
The Hungry*
The Angry*
Artists*
Independents*
Criminals

Liberals*
Basically everyone who*
Disagrees with us*
Or anyone who will*
Tell you the truth*
About us*
Who do we let speak?*
Brown nosers*
And corporate pals*
But that’s it!*
We control information

We control communication

You don’t get news

You get propaganda
Having lots of options

Is a major complication

The easier choice

Is one massive corporation

We are everywhere

There’s nowhere to run

You can’t escape

You can’t hide

Wherever you go

There is a corporation

Around

You will live only for us

You will be our robots

No mind of your own

Live for us or die

Every single aspect

Of your measly life

Is somehow

Someway

Owned

Operated

And controlled

By Corporate America

Corporate America

To them, you are tied and bound

Unable to sever

Ever

We will buy away your morals

We will buy away common sense

We will by away freedom

You won’t know it

But you’ll love it

This is

A corporate world

And you are

A corporate pawn

When will the truth

Ever dawn

On you?

I am strongly opposed

Very critical and way

I utterly detest

Corporate America

This nation is becoming

One large corporation

We don’t want independents

We want dependence

You are not a person

Just stock in a corporation

Allowing few, if any

Views and perspectives

And those we do

Are very complimentary

To our well being

Profits and preservation

Are foremost

Quality and integrity

Are secondary

Doesn’t this all

Make for fantastic art?

I hate corporate books

I hate corporate magazines

I hate corporate movies

And I especially hate

Corporate music

Why?

They say nothing

That is important

Moral, right

Or intelligent

And forget about

Creativity

Intuition
Spontaneity

And 

Ambition

Corporate
Corporate
Corporate America

Is after you

Nothing should be owned

By just one.

Share the wealth

And let independents

Run at least part of the world

Don’t conquer people

Or sell them

Corporate America is not my America!

At all!
- 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.
*Radio Free America, Tangerine Radio, and Andrew Yoder influenced some of the ideas here
