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COLOR IS THE BEST REBELLION IN
A BLACK AND WHITE SOCIETY.

MAKE WHAT ART YOU CAN
WHILE YOU STILL HAVE TIME.
EVERY LITTLE ACTION HAS A

CONSEQUENCE.

1. aMbush!
2. Rockstar/Idol

3. Suburbia (Ignore all the

Misery)

4. LOOK ME IN THE

EYE 

5. S.T.F.F.

6. Motorbike
7. Death By
Television
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CHAOS THEORY

BY VENUS DEATH TRAP
AMERICA’S LEAST FAVORITE BAND
BY VENUS DEATH TRAP
AMERICA’S LEAST FAVORITE BAND

Venus Death Trap.



 I met this one guy who wanted to be hip
              He pretends to be an ally and he’s always talking shit
      When my heroes say that they “should have been a girl”
               Instead of listening he would rather rule the world
                      (You and I both know we'd still be together right now...)
Wanna wear the shirt just to say that you were there
                          Wanna say the right words, but you never really cared
                                                         You have the pin you have the flag
                                                 But you don’t wanna get to know the fags

“Girls are toys who pretend they’re boys”
  Do us a favor, we’ve had enough 

                     Go eat my shit, you’re not that tough!
                      Little boy and even smaller man,

                                 You will never get my favorite
band!

Girls are toys who pretend they’re boys 
Girls are toys who pretend they’re boys
Girls are toys who pretend they’re boys 
Girls are toys who pretend they’re boys

           Girls are toys (toys to, toys to, toys to fuck!)
                    Who pretend they’re boys 
             (boys with, boys with dicks to suck!)
      Girls are toys (toys to, toys to, toys to fuck!)
                  Who pretend they’re boys 
                   (boys with, boys with dicks to suck!)

Do us a favor we’ve had enough
Go eat my shit, you’re not that tough

                      Little boy and even shittier man
                  You will never get my favorite band

     Would you rather never change than face the fear of shame?
      Never grow or move on, always staying just the same?               

           You will die a worthless death with nothing left to say,
                                         Only your regret and fear to keep you company 
(Just like in the context that we met, you’re a girl and she’s a boy)
You come crawling back, begging to hear you out, 
                        inventing new boxes that are really just as toxic
                                You have the pin, you have the flag,
                                     But you’re too scared to be a fag!

“Girls are toys who pretend they’re boys”
 Do us a favor, we’ve had enough 

                    Go eat my shit, you’re not that tough!
                       Little boy and even smaller man,

                                   You will never get my favorite
band!

Bro, shut the fuck up!

ART BY SOPHI



TEST TEST 
I am not a girlfriend, something to be looked at, something to write songs about in

your shitty band

You call me a groupie, you call me dumb, you call me a whore 'cuz you don't like my song

There is nothing you could say to convince me that this isn't who I should be

 

Don't you raise your voice at me, don't you know how to treat a lady?

You came here looking to score but my dick's still bigger than yours

 

You think you're so cool - I'm not gonna fuck you, I'm at this show to mosh just like you

You want me to be an accessory just to bedazzle your own vanity

There is nothing you could say to convince me that this isn't who I should be

Don't you raise your voice at me, don't you know how to treat a lady?

You came here looking to score but my dick's still bigger than yours 

I am not a girlfriend, something to be looked at, something to write songs about in

your shitty band

I am not a girlfriend, waiting in the green room, standing at your side to make you

look cool

I am something you'll never comprehend 'cuz I'm the lead singer of my own band

I'm the fucking singer of my own band

There is nothing you could say to convince me that this isn't who I should be

Don't you raise your voice at me, don't you know how to treat a lady?

You came here looking to score but my dick's still bigger than yours

Don't you raise your voice at me, don't you know how to treat a lady?

You came here looking to score but my dick's still bigger than yours
art by @gay_wheat_dog



SUBURBIA (IGNORE ALL THE MISERY)

TWICE MY AGE BUT 
YOU ACT LIKE 

YOU'RE HALF

I've met toddlers less cowardly than you
Can't believe you'd take all I have
Cause I ruined your suburban view
What kind of person lives next door?
Can't trust you as a decent human
Enemies already, what'd you come here
for?
Don’t hide, cause you wanna be seen...
The silver spoon that your daddy bought
you 
Still hanging out the side of your mouth
That picket fence all around you
Fortress of a cookie cutter house
Sell your soul for some curb appeal
Is this your American dream?
Paint that facade to save your face
And ignore all the misery 
Sell your soul for some square footage
Is this your American dream?
Petty cash on the backs of the working
class
Just ignore all the misery
Talking to my face you smile
Keep appearances and play the fool
Behind my back you scheme meanwhile
How to ruin me for breaking your unjust
rules 
The lies in your throat must pair well
With the flavor on the bottom of a boot
Call the cops like a tattletale 
Never think of anybody but you
The silver spoon that your daddy bought
you 
still hanging out the side of your mouth
That picket fence all around you
FORTRESS OF A COOKIE CUTTER HOUSE 

IS THIS HOW YOU RAISE YOUR NUCLEAR KIDS?
TO SIT PRETTY AND MINDLESS IN A ROW
TO LASH OUT AT THE SLIGHTEST
CONFRONTATION
TO PLAY VICTIM WHEN SOMEONE TELLS YOU NO

ART BY BIA



Full face on
Fresh dyed hair
Pointed heels
Legs are bare 
Acting like 
I'm not there
Look away and 
Feel your stare 
I say hi 
Be friendly 
You don't respond
Don't see me 
Hate my guts
Don't know why
Why won't you just 
Look me in the eye 
 
Maybe if you treat me like one 
Maybe you would see 
That I'm a fucking human being
Why won't you look at me? 
Maybe if you learned something
You hadn't seen before 
You'd realize how much it hurts 
To always be ignored

I see through
That fake smile
Won't fool me
I'm not a child 
Standing there
In a huddle
Whispering
Not so subtle 
Hear my name 
Call me “he” (“she!”)
Are you blind? 
Can't you see? 
Hate my guts
Don't know why 
You won't just 
Look me in the eye 
 
I don’t exist to you.
I don’t exist to you?
I don’t exist to you - 
Why I don’t exist to you?
I DON’T I EXIST TO YOU
I DON’T I EXIST TO YOU
I DON’T I EXIST TO YOU
WHY DON’T I EXIST TO YOU?

ART BY TAZ
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Met this kid with pretty eyes 
He’s got something I wanna ride
Asked if I wanna spend the night 
He doesn’t know I’m gonna steal his bike 
 
He wants me tonight
I wanna ruin his life 
I’m gonna steal his motor bike 
He wants me tonight
I wanna ruin his life 
I’m gonna steal his motor bike 
 
He’s definitely not my type 
But he’s got something that I like 
Yeah sure let’s go one more time 
He has no clue I’m gonna steal his bike 
 
He wants me tonight
I wanna ruin his life 
I’m gonna steal his motor bike
He wants me tonight
I wanna ruin his life 
I’m gonna steal his motor bike
 
He said
He’s home all alone 
Yeah, right!
This time I’ll make sure 
I’ll be
A girl he won’t forget
Cause I'm gonna steal his!!!!

He wants me tonight
I wanna ruin his life 

I’m gonna steal his motor bike
He wants me tonight

I wanna ruin his life 
I’m gonna steal his motor bike

 
I’m gonna steal his, I’m gonna steal his,

I’m gonna steal his motor bike
I’m gonna steal his, I’m gonna steal his,

I’m gonna steal his motor bike

ART BY SPENCER AND SOPHI
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Sitting in my bedroom,
rotting out my mind
Teenage rebellion is
such a waste of time
Write a manifesto,
plan out a vision
Never gonna make it,
hey - blame the
algorithm!

We are the reason that
Joan of Arc died
And we are the kids
who made Kurt Cobain
cry
You wouldn't even
know, you didn't even
try
When being alive is
the worst kind of
crime
 
All I can tell you is
try to stay alive
Even though I never
take my own advice
Kill the perfection,
poisoning your head
No one is perfect -
until they're dead!
They turn the idolized
into the cannibalized 
The revolution will
not be fucking
televised
When we grow old,
you’ll eat us alive
That’s how you know
you’re fit to survive!

We are the reason that
Joan of Arc died
And we are the kids who
made Kurt Cobain cry
You wouldn't even know,
you didn't even try
When being alive is the
worst kind of crime
 
Knocking at the door of
fate and destiny
Trying to tell them I
need to be something
Looking at the sun and
feeling jealousy
I'm burning up I'm not
enough and I can't
fucking breathe
I'll never die at all,
or up in flames and
fire
Cut me open and find
that I'm just a bunch
of wires
I'm made out of
nothing, I'm made out
of lies
And there's too many
eyes, yeah, they
control my mind!

Scared of the bathroom?
Welcome to the club!
How was the lobotomy, I
hope you had fun!
Death by pixels, death
by the screen
It's just the
television, nothing
wrong with me!

We are the reason that
Joan of Arc died
And we are the kids who
made Kurt Cobain cry
You wouldn't even know,
you didn't even try
When being alive is the
worst kind of crime

We are the reason that
Joan of Arc died
And we are the kids who
made Kurt Cobain cry
You wouldn't fucking
know, cause you never
fucking tried
When being alive is the
worst. kind of. crime

ART BY SPENCER
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1. aMbush!

2. Rockstar/Idol

3. Suburbia (Ignore 

all the Misery)

4. LOOK ME

 IN THE EYE 

5. S.T.F.F.

6. Motorbike

7. Death By

Television

IM GONNA MAKE IT A PROBLEM
THANK YOU TO RUBY SHUMWAY, JAMESON, JACOB ANDERSEN, CALEB RHOTON,
FOR MIXING, MASTERING, PLAYING CELLO, AND GIVING ADVICE,AND THANK

YOU TO SAGE WILLIAMS FOR INTRODUCING EVERYONE. 
-SPENCER, SOPHI, TAZ, AND BIA

THANK YOU TO RUBY SHUMWAY, JAMESON THACKERAY, JACOB ANDERSEN, CALEB
RHOTON, FOR MIXING, MASTERING, PLAYING CELLO, AND GIVING ADVICE.

THANK YOU TO SAGE WILLIAMS FOR INTRODUCING EVERYONE TO EACH OTHER!! 
-SPENCER, SOPHI, TAZ, AND BIA
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COLOR IS THE BEST
REBELLION IN A BLACK
AND WHITE SOCIETY.
MAKE WHAT ART YOU
CAN WHILE YOU STILL

HAVE TIME.
EVERY LITTLE ACTION
HAS A CONSEQUENCE.
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HAVE TIME.
EVERY LITTLE ACTION
HAS A CONSEQUENCE.
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