LANGUAGE AND STYLE





Evil Woman


You made a fool of me, but them


	broken dreams have got to end.


Hey woman, you got the blues, cos’ 


	you ain’t got no one else to use, 


There’s an open road that leads 


	nowhere, so just make some


	mile between here and there.


There’s a hole in my head where the


	rain comes in.


You took my body and played to win. 


Ha Ha woman it’s a cryin’ shame, 


But you ain’t got nobody else to 


blame





CHORUS:





Evil Woman, Evil Woman, Evil 


Woman, Evil Woman


Rolled in from another town, 


Hit some gold too hot to settle 


down, 


But a fool and his money soon go 


	separate ways,


And you found a fool lyin’ in a daze,


Ha Ha woman what you gonna do,


You destroyed all the virtues that the


	Lord gave you.


It’s so good that you’re feelin’ pain


But you better get your face on 	


	board the very next train.





CHORUS: REPEAT





Evil woman how you done me 


	wrong,


But now you’re tryin’ to wail a 


	different song.


Ha Ha funny how you broke me up,


	you made the wine now you drink 	


	a cup.


I came runnin’ every time you cried,


Thought I saw love smilin’ in your 


	eyes,


Ha Ha very nice to know, that you 


ain’t got place to go





CHORUS: REPEAT





Bullet In The Head


This time the bullet cold rocked ya


A yellow ribbon instead of a 


	swastika


Nothin’ proper about ya propaganda


Fools follow rules when the set


	commands ya


They said it was blue


When the blood was red


That’s how you got a bullet blasted 


	through ya head





Blasted through ya head


Blasted through ya head





I give a shout out to the living 


	dead


Who stood and watched as the feds


	cold centralized


So serene on the screen


You was mesmerized


Cellular phones soundin’ a death 	


	tone


Corporations cold


Turn ya to stone before ya realize





They load the clip in omnicolor


They pack the 9, they fire it at 


	prime time


Sleeping gas, every home was like 


	alcatraz


And mutha fuckas lost their minds





Just victims of the in-house 


	drive-by


They say jump, you say how high





They load the clip in omnicolor


They pack the 9, they fire it at


	prime time


Sleeping gas, every home was like 


	alcatraz


And mutha fuckas lost their minds





No escape from the mass mind rape


Play it again jack and then rewind


	the tape


Play it again and again and again


Until ya mind is locked in


Believin’ all the lies that they’re 	


	tellin’ ya


Buying all the products that they’re


	sellin’ ya


They say jump Ya say how high


Ya brain dead


Ya gotta fuckin’ bullet in ya head





Just victims of the in-house


	drive-by


They say jump, you say how high





Ya standin’ in line


Believin’ the lies


Ya bowin’ down to the flag


Ya gotta bullet in ya head, Ya gotta bullet in ya head, Ya gotta bullet in ya head, Ya gotta bullet in ya head, Ya gotta bullet in ya head, Ya gotta bullet in ya head, Ya gotta bullet in ya head, Ya gotta bullet in ya head, Ya gotta bullet in ya head, Ya gotta bullet in ya head, Ya gotta bullet in ya head, Ya gotta bullet in ya head, Ya gotta bullet in ya head, Ya gotta bullet in ya head Ya gotta bullet in ya head, Ya gotta bullet in ya head, Ya gotta fuckin’ bullet in ya head





Sonnet CXXX - William Shakespeare   1564-1616





My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;


Coral is far more red than her lips red:


If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;


If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.


I have seen roses damasked, red and white,


But no such roses see I in her cheeks;


And in some perfumes is there more delight


Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.


I love to hear her speak, --yet well I know


That music hath a far more pleasing sound’ 


I grant I never saw a goddess go, --


My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground; 


And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare


As any she bely’d with false compare.





Sex Type Thing


I am, I am, I am


I said I wanna get next to you


I said I gonna get close to you


You wouldn’t want me have to 


hurt you too?





I ain’t, I ain’t, I ain’t


A buyin’ into your apathy


I’m gonna learn ya my philosophy


You wanna know about atrocity?





I know you want what’s on my


mind


I know you like what’s on my


mind


I know it eats you up inside


I know, you know, you know





I am a man, a man


I’ll give ya somethin’ that ya won’t 


forget


I said ya shouldn’t have worn that 


dress


I said ya shouldn’t have worn that 


dress





Here I come, I come, I come











THEME 





Paradise City


Just a’ urchin livin’ under the street


I’m a hard case that’s tough to beat


I’m your charity case


So buy me somethin’ to eat


I’ll pay you at another time


Take it to the end of the line





Ragz to richez or so they say


Ya gotta-keep pushin’ for the fortune and fame


It’s all a gamble


When it’s just a game


Ya treat it like a capital crime 


Everybody’s doin’ their time





Chorus:





Take me down


To the paradise city


Where the grass is green


And the girls are pretty


Take me home





Strapped in the chair of the city’s gas chamber


Why I’m here I can’t quite remember


The surgeon general says it’s hazardous to breathe


I’d have another cigarette but I can’t see


Tell me who ya gonna believe





Chorus





So far away


So far away


So far away


So far away





Captain America’s been torn apart 


Now he’s a court jester with a broken heart


He said-


Turn me around and take me back to the start


I must be losin’ my mind-“Are you blind?”


I’ve seen it all a million times





Chorus





Know Your Enemy


Born with insight and a raised fist


A witness to the slit wrist


As we move into `92


Still in a room without a view


ya got to know


Ya got to know


That when I say go, go, go


Amp up and amplify


Defy


I’m a brother with a furious mind


Action must be taken 


We don’t need the key


We’ll break in





Something must be done


About vengeance, a badge and a gun


‘Cause I’ll rip the mike, rip the


	stage, rip the system


I was born to rage against ‘em





Fist in ya face, in the place


And I’ll drop the style clearly 


Know your enemy





Word is born


Fight the war, fuck the norm


Now I got no patience


So sick of complacence


With the D E F I A N C E


The mind of a revolutionary


So clear the lane


The finger to the land of chains


What? The land of the free?


Whoever told you that is your enemy





Something must me done 


About vengeance, a badge and a gun


‘Cause I’ll rip the mike, rip the


	stage, rip the system


I was born to rage against ‘em





Now action must be taken


We don’t need the key


We’ll break in





I’ve got no patience now


So sick of complacence now 


I’ve got no patience now


So sick of complacence now


Sick of sick of sick of sick of sick


	of you


Time has come to pay





Yes I know my enemies


They’re the teachers who taught me 	


	to fight me


Compromise, conformity, 


	assimilation, submission


Ignorance, hypocrisy, brutality, the	


	elite


All of which are American dreams, All of which are American dreams, All of which are American dreams, All of which are American dreams, All of which are American dreams, All of which are American dreams, All of which are American dreams, All of which are American dreams








IMAGERY 





Dorothy Parker   1893-1967


Résumé





Razors pain you;


Rivers are damp;


Acids stain you;


And drugs cause cramp.


Guns aren’t lawful;


Nooses give;


Gas smells awful;


You might as well live.





Randall Jarrell    1914-1965


The Death Of The Ball Turret Gunner





From my mother’s sleep I fell into the State,


And I hunched in its belly till my wet fur froze. 


Six miles from earth, loosed from its dream of life,


I woke to black flak and the nightmare fighters. 


When I died they
