Prompt: Write your own protest song.  You are encouraged to pick a familiar melody and change the words to fit your protest song.  Remember you must have a total of 400 words.  This requirement may be met either through a 400 word song or a shorter song accompanied by a description.  Be sure to cite the NY Times.

Marilyn Manson ate my Cantaloupe

(To the tune of Relient K’s “Marilyn Manson ate my Girlfriend”)

With commentary.

Walk through the streets of PA and you may see it.  What’s wrong with PA?
Go up to it and say you’re a believer.  This line doesn’t connect with anything in the song.
Disgusting trash on MTV makes it smile. 
That guy from Satan's embassy put him on trial. Whom does ‘him’ refer to.
Because... Marilyn Manson ate my cantaloupe. That’s retarded.
Satan consumed its mind, and he may do it again. Why would he do it again?  How many minds does it fucking have?
Marylin Manson ate my cantaloupe. 

It once believed in the truth, now it believes in sin. It’s eaten.  How does it believe in anything?  
It denies God when it has the chance to live for him.  No it doesn’t it just was eaten!
The thought of it makes me cringe. That’s because you’re a pussy.
Its future looks dim. Probably, seeing as it’s fucking inside someone’s body.
It’d rather gaze in Satan's eyes than on a steeple. That’s because eyes are more interesting than steeples.  And It’s fucking been eaten!  It’s almost like this line is here just to set up for a rhyme in the next line.  
I'm really starting to despise beautiful people. What the hell does that have to do with anything?!  What do you even mean by “beautiful people?”  

The problem with Christian rock, is that it sucks.  Balls.  The very fact that it exists is embarrassing to both Christianity and music.  In fact, the fact that it exists is its biggest problem, followed closely by lyrics that don’t mean anything, unpredictable rhythm, half-assed rhyme schemes, and bad instrumentals.  The point of these songs isn’t the music, no: it’s the Jesus.  Well the point of the bloody bible is Jesus; the point of music is not to suck.  The only reason Christian rock exists is because of Christians.  It’s not necessary.  It doesn’t even make sense; it’s like, drawing a vagina around your boyfriend’s asshole.  He won’t appreciate it, and it won’t make your parents feel any better, so why are you trying to fool yourself!  Know who else is stupid?  People that dress up their animals.  Observe this quote from the NY Times: 

“‘I maybe have a bit of career A.D.D.,” she explained. “But I always did five million jillion gazillion things a day.’ Which may be what it takes to satisfy a personality that combines, in one tiny frame, faith in Jesus, sexpot allure, strict professionalism, insane girly-girliness, triple-threat talents and a steely, restless need to exploit them all to the fullest. She’s like a bag of puppies, each ambition tumbling over the others in a desire to get out. And sometimes those puppies bite.”

Greene, Jesse.  She sings! She acts! She Prays! New York Times.  December 3, 2006.

