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MAIN THEME 
1.   
We are from through-out A-mer-ica, the land of lib-er-ty 
With a her-i-tage of Min-ute-men, home of the brave and free. 
 
We’re a na-tion born in free-dom, a -  light for all to see 
Now the so-cial-ists and thought  po-lice, are(en)-slav-ing you and me. 
 
Chorus: 
“We the Peo-ple”, are(the) ru-lers of this land 
And we’re Taxed E-nough Al-rea-dy, so we’re mak-ing this our stand. 
 
 
2. 
The peo-ple rule this coun-try - , it's(the) found-ing fa-thers’ plan 
Ov-er time a troop of ren-e-gades, have kid-napped Un-cle Sam. 
 
Now we’re vic-tims of ex-tor-tion, and we miss what we now lack 
So if it's all - the same to you, we’ll take our coun-try back! 
 
Chorus: 
“Give me free-dom”, or lay me in my grave 
For I’m Taxed E-nough Al-rea-dy, and(my) na-tion I must save. 
 
3. 
We are men like Boone and Croc-kett and, we stand for what is right 
We op-pose nine thou-sand tons of pork, sold in the dead of night. 
 
Ba-il-outs and bo-nu-ses re-ward, the most in-com-pe-tent 
And pro-tect the gree-dy from their sin, rather than make them re-pent. 
 
Chorus: 
Stop law-mak-ers, who steal from those who work 
Re-dis-trib-u-ting our na-tion's wealth, with wel-fare plans and pork. 
 
4. 
They pro-mised lots of good-ies - , to those who’d vote them in 



Then taxed and robbed the rest of us, to fi-nance their aw-ful sin. 
 
It is time to rise, Ye Pa-tri-ots, we’ll be crushed if we don’t try 
Let’s in-sist on ho-nest can-di-dates, that money can-not buy. 
 
Chorus: 
Stand for virtue, it's(the) on-ly thing that lasts 
Sell-ing out to spe-cial in-terests, ne-ver blessed us in the past. 
 
ENVIRONMENT 
5. 
We have toiled and sweat, and risked and died for our pos-ter-it-y 
Now op-pres-sive reg-u-la-tions work, to end pros-per-it-y. 
 
We have sub-si-dized new ener-gy, and im-port in-stead of pump; 
And we’re hos-ta-ges of cli-mate freaks, who’d make our land a dump. 
 
Chorus: 
“Give me free-dom”, or lay me in my grave 
For I have a god-ly her-i-tage, and(a) na-tion I must save. 
 
 
6. 
We’re a-bout to pay a car-bon tax, to tran-sfer lots more cash 
As our dreams of pri-vate en-ter-prise, are head-ed for the trash. 
 
They think they run the plan-et - , and all the CO2 -  
And plan to tax the very breath - , exhaled by me and you. 
 
Chorus: 
Stop global-goverment, for we want our sovereign-ty 
It is glob-al dom-in-ation and, it leads to ty-ran-ny. 
 
OBAMA 
7.   
Joe Bid-en said - , “just wait and see, this job will make you slip – “  
But halo-wear-ing rock stars - , ne-ver fail be-cause the’re hip. 
 
They said they’d found our sav-ior - , down at M-S-N-B-C 
The Of-fice of the Pres-E-lect, was su-pris-ing news to me.  
 
Chorus: 
Lib-ral med-ia, your(re) port-ing is-n't fair 
The same soap op-era e-very night - , “A Slob-bring Love A-ffair.” 
 
8. 



Eve-ry-thing’s im-proved e-no-rmous-ly, since just three months ago 
Now-we've crowned our mon-arch King Hu-ssein, and(a) spend-ing he will go! 
 
We-don’t-know what land he comes from, a cer-ti-ficate he does lack 
But per-haps in just a short time they'll, a-gree to take him back. 
 
Chorus: 
Flush this stimu-lus, a-long with all this tea 
For it is A-bama-nation and, its out-right ty-ran-ny 
 
CORRUPTION 
9.   
They say Chi-ca-go pol-i-tics, is-a mod-el for our land 
It’-ll bring us so-cial justice of, the na-tion-shred-ding brand. 
 
Now the hon-or-able Har-ry Reid, with(the) Sen-ate he is sweet 
I wish he'd run -  for pres-i-dent, so I could buy his seat. 
 
Chorus: 
 “We the Peo-ple”, must take this mess in hand  
We are fed up with cor-rup-tion so, we’re ma-king this our stand. 
 
10. 
They say an A-CORN ne-ver falls - , far from the par-ent tree 
And ima-gin-ary votes count in, e-lections that are free. 
 
So let's sub-si-dize the en-e-mies, of all that we hold dear 
And pa-tro-nize Big Bro-ther whose - , in-tol-er-ance we fear. 
 
Chorus: 
Stop this mad-ness, its got-ten out of hand 
It is time for mass re-tire-ment of, Pe-losi and her band. 
 
HEALTH CARE 
11.  
I en-vy all those fine Can-uks - , with health care that is free 
They may have to wait for seve-ral years, but(it's) bet-ter than a fee. 
 
When health-care czars and bureau-crats, are de-ciding on our fate 
They'll add the costs sub-tract our age, and de-cide that we must wait. 
 
Chorus: 
Health-care re-search, it's ne-ver worth the bread 
With un-funded man-dates grow-ing, you are less ex-pen-sive dead. 
 
12, 



I am sure we would -  all glad-ly trade, for what our vete-rans share 
At Wal-ter Reed - its par-a-dise, like stand-ard Com-mie care. 
 
In Eur-ope where it's so-cial-ized - , the pop-u-la-tions shrink 
Sur-vi-val of the fit-test - , must be what those peo-ple think. 
 
Chorus: 
Univer-sal health care, will prob-ly fin-ish me 
Thro-ugh fund-ing euth-an-asia - , that is com-pul-sor-y. 
 
EDUCATION 
13.  
They pol-lute the minds of our own kids, all(but) Dar-win they de-spise 
It's a mod-el ed-u-ca-tion, guar-an-tee-ing they're not wise! 
 
Voo-doo-sci-ence is our pas-sion, no in-tell-i-gence al-lowed 
We a-rose from ooze by ac-ci-dent, and of(that) we’re ver-y proud. 
 
Chorus: 
I’ve no mas-ter, there’s no God ov-er me 
I'm an ar-ro-gant di-saster, a threat to so-ci-ety. 
 
14. 
We know there's no cre-a-tor - , who we’ll an-swer to some-day 
So we have no need of mor-als, nor the right to stand and pray. 
 
Let's pro-tect our youth from all i-deas, of God in whom we trust 
And hide the fact there’s some-thing more, when their bod-ies turn to dust. 
 
Chorus: 
Public ed-u-cation, not what it used to be 
It’s be-come in-doc-trin-a-tion, and re-writes our his-tor-y. 
 
CONCLUSION 
15.   
We are from through-out A-mer-i-ca, our home-land for to save 
Let’s all stand firm, for what is right, not be-come its grove-ling slave.   
 
We’ve been send-ing folks to Wash-ing-ton, to rep-re-sent all us 
But they shred the Bill of Rights so much, it makes us want to cuss. 
 
Chorus: 
If they arrest me, for sing-ing out this song 
You can be darn sure they'll come for you, and(it) won't be very long. 
 
16. 



Our land was born in right-eous-ness, and de-clared its li-ber-ty 
For the Lord af-firms our con-science, and His Truth will set us free. 
 
We’re com-pelled to pay our taxes, to sup-port what is not right 
So please join us in this tax re-volt, caus’ we’re ready for a fight! 
 
Chorus: 
Don't lose heart friend, you're(a) true A-me-ri-can 
We’ll re-place un-fit in-cum-bents, in the year two-thou-sand-ten! 
 


