The Taliban Song
 

In the land of Afghanistan

Lives a group known as Taliban.

No recognized government entity;

Just thugs, extremists with cruelty.

 

To our women, keep your cover,

We think of you as cattle, not lover.

Show a leg, we cut it off you

Show a face, we make it black and blue.

 

We are the Taliban, 

Rule with hate throughout our land.

 

For we are men, can't you see?

Superior in intellect are we.

Our fundamental view of Islam

Gives us the right to rule without qualm.

 

Poppy growing is our trade 

So illegal drug traffic is made.

Land is desert can't you see

Hard to grow more than a tree.

 

We are the Taliban, 

Rule with hate throughout our land.

 

We rushed in from other places,

Filled a void, many hungry faces.

Took right over, no resistance,

Citizens weak without assistance.

 

Northern Alliance attack and fight,

Since ninety-six they think they're right.

Killed their leader the other day,

Thought they might just go away.

 

We are the Taliban, 

Rule with hate throughout our land.

 

We have a special friend residing,

In our mountain caves in hiding.

Osama bin Laden is our son,

Brings tons of cash to each one.

 

He trains his terrorists right here,

Not out of sight, but in the clear;

Attracts the nice young Arab men -

From Algeria, Saudi, Egypt and Yemen.

 

We are the Taliban, 

Rule with hate throughout our land.

 

Sixty countries we now are in 

Al Qaeda network of Osama bin.

We spread our killers out this way

As sleeper agents to be called one day.

 

Their bodies train - tight and posh

And the minds we brainwash.

The only value that you have,

Kill yourself, its not so bad.

You'll go to heaven, so we say,

Just blow yourself up this very day.

 

We are the Taliban, 

Rule with hate throughout our land.

 

For our prayers, five times a day

Face Mecca, bow heads and pray.

But now our sacred grounds are foiled

By the infidels parked on holy soil

These Westerners must be dead

Then we can sleep safe in our bed.

 

But now the world takes us on,

All against us everyone.

We ask for proof of our son's crimes,

Thought he'd covered up the lines

That lead you all back to us

With strikes looming, get on the bus.

No, we'll stay and we'll be wary,

Wipe us out it's necessary.

 

We are the Taliban, 

Rule with hate throughout our land.
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