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You're Fired+#PRIVATE 

Sir, You are fired

I order you to quit

your appointed work

Time to find an honest job

Quit being a jerk

Your services, rendered

Are not needed

anymore

or ever were

You clogged up

smooth flowing things

you intervened when

intervention was not necessary

You made claims for 

The unjustifiable

You did many bad things, sir

If you were in the private sector

You would have been canned a long time ago

Too bad I can't terminate you

in more ways than one

I rightly should be able to

But I can't

After all, what good is it being an employer

who cannot fire?

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


Pig+
You, sir, are a pig!

You can roll in the dirt

You created for us

Your never ending greed

What about our need?

You soak us to the bone

and feed off our flesh.

Lowest of the low

Money is your power

Without it, you ain't got a thing

Not even your bourgeois friends would

Bail you out if you lost it?

Social needs are ever present

But you are deaf to everything

No heart

No love

No friends 

All scum

Live in the slums you built us

Work in your own sweatshops

Eat the food you sprayed with all kinds of shit

Money is your friend

Money is your power

Money is the reason you exist

SlumLord

ConMan

Robber Baron

SlaveMaster

Live in your own factories

Work in the tenements you erected

Eat your preservatives, full of toxins

Annihilator

Humiliator

Desecrator

Torment

Anger

Sadness

Decay

Wear the rags you call clothes

Drive the lemons you call cars

Eat the crap which isn't fit for a pig

Like you

How true

Profit

Not quality

Greed

Not compassion

Death 

Not life

Anything to save a buck

Nothing to save a life

Sacrificing people for profit

Love never made anyone rich

You have usurp our power

You have taken away the meaning of our lives

You are a devil on this earth

and Satan's proud!

-------------------------------------------------------------------
The Prize

Is it not ironic

Those who toil the hardest

do not relish the glory

Of the prize

Yet, those without an once 

Of sweat upon their brow

Steal this prize

How undeserving

How self serving

What claims do they have to this prize?

Others have envied

Others have struggled

Yet, they still posses the prize

What an injustice

What a crime

What a shame when a gift becomes the prize

Who permits this mockery of justice to occur?

They must live with the prize!

How could they possible rejoice?

They must look at themselves

And see Nothing!

Ha-ha they can have it

But they did not earn it

Living with others is horrendous

When one can't even live with oneself

Have them squirm under the false glory

What an empty feeling they must have

They must look deep in their conscience

And not be satisfied

What was not earned

It was not achieved

It become their possession

the simple way

They can not justify

They can only pretend

False, a hoax, a scam

The light on them 

Will soon burn out

Why do they get it?

When they really did the least?

The ultimate contradiction

Irony is too gentle a word

They are liars

They are frauds

They have all the tangible

but possession of the intangible is

not what they got

The real glory is not necessarily

the prize itself

It belongs to the man

Who deserves the prize

And wins it

He can see something in it

Not seen by the ordinary sloths

Or them

How are the former different

Stealers of the prize

Stealers of the prize

The prize means different things to

To all who win it

Those who triumph without struggle

Find the prize meaningless

Their theft will haunt them

They should give up their prize

Maybe to a lesser

But a lesser who earned it

Battered, bruised, speechless

Tired and exhausted

The prize will find its way

to its true owners one day

Even if it takes forever

Any others will be stripped

And the prize will be returned

To its rightful owners

Just like it should

The prize will regain its meaning

It will be restored to a thing of glory

Not what they made it

a thing of mockery and shame

Its integrity will live on

In the proper hands

Leaving the thieves

Holding onto emptiness

The way it should be

The way it will be

Forever, the prize.


I Hate the FCC*+
I Hate the FCC

I Hate the FCC

I Hate the FCC

I Hate them

I Hate them

I hate them

I do

Monsters in Business suits

Star Trek Fans to rule our lives

Who the hell, would want to work there?

A vast, massive conglomerate

Of fools

For fools

Airwaves belong to the people

the FCC will keep it that way

Making sure

The people never have their say

The public interest is served well

Open Minded, free expression

Just don't ever 

Offend the bureaucrats

Or the capitalist elites

But beyond that,

Anything is permitted

On the radio

Look what they did to our TV

Them and their corporate friends

A perpetual advertisement

A long living scam

The inventors weep

Our things of science

To expand the arts

Have become oppressive tools

Why the hell did we invent these things?

Good, they have not been

The world would be a better place

If we were idle men

Federal Communications Commission:

Don't operate a radio

Just go fishin'

One requires a license

So does the other one

But the license of the lather

Is acquirable by the common man

Federal Communications Commission

Just listen to the news

And you'll find plenty of omissions

What really happened in our world?

The truth you want to know

Better not view  

Any TV news show

We are an arm of the Federal bureaucracy

An arm which will strike you

Our responsibility

Is to deny you, your responsibility

We are merely representatives

Of the fascist entity

And we were ordained

To restrict your speech

We're doing our part

For the lovely state

You pay us

And we know, you don't like that

Radio and TV.

are not for entertainment

If you think it's for art

Then you are insane

The purpose it serves

Is to delude and mislead you

To make you feel good inside

When everything is wrong, outside

These mediums

Are merely propaganda

From your two biggest oppressors

Single sided, bigotry

Clothed to be

Unbiased compassion

I am the guy

Who grants licenses

To TV and radio stations

I have so much power

Complete control

What I say goes

One man's opinion

Of what should and should not be said

Is the very foundation of

Our democracy

The other bureaucrats repress

Your actions

But, I am much more evil

Eliminating viewpoints

Is my specialty

If I don't like 

What You say

Then a license will not be granted

To you any day

This is the first amendment in action

Watch it and enjoy it

Free speech just doesn't include you

Or most other people

For that matter

Oh, what a busy day

So many interviews for licenses

Okay, come in and explain yourself

Hi, I am a renegade communist

Exposing the evils of capitalism

Is the first priority on my list

No more from you

Will be said

Your first sentence is enough

To get you on a list, which is

Kooks, Subversives, and other Undesirables

And you are placed on it now

Also, you'll offend

The corporate giants

And we'll lose our financial backing

Then bribes will be no good

Just wait in the lobby

Til the FBI comes

And initiates another Red Scare

I know, you won't fight us

Passiveness and peace are virtues you promote

Another reason, you request

Is firmly denied

Next

I am an Anarchist

Government is what I hate

To rant against it

I will not hesitate 

Evils of it, are apparent

It's the world's biggest

And oldest

Conspiracy

Sir, you must be joking,

I surely snickered

A license to you,

Why not hand our country over

To Libya?

Government should never be criticized

Even if it's wrong

Since, after all, preventing this

Is my job

Next

Je suis un artist

Don't speak French

I never learned it

Because that would require

Some intelligence

Okay, if you insist

English will be spoken

I am an artist

In more ways than one

I write, sing, dance

Paint, draw, sculpt, act

And many other wonderful things

Hey, you do not sound half bad

You may, indeed, obtain a license

Mr. FCC guy,

I have not finished my proposal yet

You see, my creations

Are chocked full of artistic merit

The most creative, innovative ideas

Ever

You got a license

Just fill out this form

We usually, don't go for

Such classy stuff

But, there is one little problem

You see, sir

A very little portion,

very minuscule indeed

of my material

Contains a word or two

Which has been declared, obscene

But, nonetheless,

The overall impression

Is of a great work of art

Get the hell out

Of my office

And out of my life

Trash, like yours will never air

On our TVs and radios

No obscene words are uttered

But instead

Programs which never include art

This is the trade off which must be made

Next

Oh, screw it

I've had quite a day

I'm so bloody tired

Who ever said

Tyranny is easy work

Is one hell of a liar

This is the way

I do my job

No thanks are needed

The first amendment is so damn obsolete

That I just ignore it

This is how I serve 

The public interest

Making sure no TV or radio programs

Are of any interest 

Catering to an elite coup

Our battlefield is your mind

We strike first

And hardest

Making it much easier

For the rest of the government

To destroy you

Now, I'm done

Censorship,

Entitled regulation

Is what we're all about

-------------------------------------------------------------------
Voices

anger, tormented upon thy planet

dogged, earth shall be refined

come a day never yearned

the end approaches,

yet it won't come

Feelings not appraised

But the final warning

Will be gave

Even if it's never heard

Towards, decay

If not replied

these voices talk

but we do not heed

That is the downfall

For us all

If they were only heard

And the advice given

Was the actions 

Which engaged all

The end can come

But does it cause death

Because of its existence

The answer must be responded to

If, the race is to be saved

these voices need to be heard

and listened to 

So, it would be a shame

If not a person did

then, we would only have ourselves to blame

and we could say goodnight,

And that's it

That's the end.

_________________________________________________________________
Destroying Television-
This afternoon

We're going to have one hell of a time

And consequently, you'll have more time because of it

Our destructive acts

Will cause you 

To become more constructive

We're

Destroying television

Destroying television

Destroying television

Destroying TV sets

The sledgehammers we never used

We will

The buildings that were to tall to climb

We'll climb

And gently heave your sets off

We should be rewarded

After all, we're doing good

We're helping to create a whole new world

We'll fill your vacuum tubes

with gun powder

Then ignite

And run away and celebrate

Early tonight

We'll steal your telly set

And you'll wonder where it went

We'll force to watch our horrendous deeds

You will become free

Yet, you won't even know it

No more crappy sitcoms

No more money grubbing fools

No more talk show trash

No more biased newscasts

No more suppressed art

This is not for the faint of heart

We'll burn your set

It makes a good fire

Your TV. bill will be used

As scratch paper

We'll trespass

In your house

And shout the words

"Turn your TV. off"

No one will be immune

Since most were stricken

The disease we spread

Will help your health

And cure all you ailments

You will discover

You have a brain, after all

And it can be used

For something!

We're going to rip the chords out the wall

Place magnets in your VCR

Fire revolvers at the idiot box

And if you resist

We'll say "Tough Shit"

Revolutions can be fun

This is what we're proving

All of us have an urge for destruction

Which we will be using

Pyromaniacs,

And Petty vandals

Time to use your talent and skill

In the mode of

Burning and demolishing

TV selling stores  

We may make a big mess

But never bigger than the mess

A TV set made

Watch that electricity

going everywhere

sparks flying

Mother boards crackling

Monitors flickering

Broken sets are our best friends

And we're the ones

To do the breaking

We'll have a TV roundup

All the sets are the prey

We are relentless hunters

Who won't quit

Until we got them all

You'll be able to see things 

You never knew existed

Like sunlight

And the outdoors

War toys do have their place

And they can be used for good

Such as blowing up every television set

In an afternoon

We won't discriminate

All races and creeds

Sexes, and sexual orientations

Will all have an equal opportunity

To have their set exposed to all our detonations

We may be branded

As hoodlums and vandals

But no ordinary thug

Ever accomplished this much

In one afternoon

We may be lynched

By TV. vendors

Or major networks

Or the government

But this is the risk we must take

Cause we're sure it's no mistake

That television sets are to be burned

Just how much have you learned?

Fear us

We are coming

Your boob tube

Will surely be ruined

But someday

Someday

You'll thank us

And maybe even pay us


This World

I live in this world

I don't enjoy this cruel place

Nothing's any good

Everything is bad

The people are unlikable

The carrots are tasteless

I hate it, yes, indeed

I cannot cure the disease, this world suffers from

It is so sick, it's almost dead

It is lying in its sick bed

It looks very bad

I'm very sad

I guess it's alright

I love this world

*Radio Free America, Tangerine Radio, and Andrew Yoder 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.
- Society for the Eradication of Television and White Dot Rhetoric influenced most of the ideas in this poem.

