
Henry Rollins — Selected Fragments for Reflection and Discussion 
 
Henry Rollins (1961-) is a writer, musician, actor, and activist. He is well known as the singer of Los Angeles-
based punk bands Black Flag (1981-1986) and Rollins Band (1987-) and has recorded with Bad Brains, Tool, the 
Flaming Lips, the Misfits, and Iggy Pop. He is the founder of the independent press 2.13.61 (publisher of all the 
excerpts below), and has appeared in films including Heat, Lost Highway, and Bad Boys II. 
 

 
 

#2: I got three letters today telling me that I’m god. Why can’t I pay the rent? 

#3: He wrote me. He’s doing 27 to life. He wants to know if I can send him something to read so he can pass the 
time. 

#6: He doesn’t get along with anyone. He doesn’t fit in anywhere. I mean nowhere. Everybody hates him. Maybe 
everybody in the whole world. For a kid from the Midwest he sure gets around. 

#11: She had a lot going against her. She was old. She lived alone in a high crime area. She kept a gun that her late 
husband had given her and taught her how to use as he was gone a lot on business. One night a man broke into her 
house and came into her room. She shot the man three times in the chest. She called the police. They came an hour 
later and took her name. They told her that she was a good shot. And ambulance came and took the stiff away. 

#13: For years she wanted to die. She never told anybody. It seemed like anything she said prompted her husband to 
hit her. She had three kids. One of them was retarded. One of the other children tried to fix its face by burning its 
cheek with a screwdriver held over the stove. Her husband rarely worked. She had to bring home the family’s 
money. One day she was walking to work and got hit by a car.  

#16: He was from a middle class home. He was an average student. He graduated and got an average job in the 
same place that his father worked. He got married to a girl that he went to school with. They had two children that 
looked like two children. He lived the average life of the average middle class American. 

#45: He wanted to talk to people about god. He would stop them on the street. Sometimes he would just sit alone 
and talk out loud about his great love for god and all the joy that he was bringing to the world with his word. He 
was filled with love for people even though they never listened to him, or even worse told him to fuck off, took 
swings at his head. “Get the fuck out of here you dick!” This guy wearing a Black Sabbath Vol 4 shirt and flashing 
a large knife chased him for two blocks screaming “For Ozzy, for Satan, for Van Gogh!” over and over. Life was 
hard for this jesus loving piece of shit. A few weeks ago some kids set him on fire while he was sleeping in the 
park. 

#47: He worked. He worked and worked and worked. He drank. He drank and drank and drank. He walked home 
from work the same route every day. He checked all the pay phones for change, he pressed all the crosswalk 
buttons. One night he got home and found that he had forgotten his wife’s name. 
 

from “124 Worlds,” in Black Coffee Blues, 1992. pp. 1 (#2-6), 2 (#11-13), 3 (#16), 24 (#45), 25 (#47). 
 
 
I just got off work. I work at an ice cream store. I scoop ice cream into cups, cones, pint containers, quart 
containers, coffins and body bags. I work behind a counter. I'm kind of like a bartender. I watch the pretty girls pass 
the window that looks out onto the sidewalk. I'm the guy in the ice cream store. I have been in here eleven hours. 
My legs ache. I just got off work, it's 2:30a.m. I'm hungry so I go to the only place that's open. 7-Eleven. I get the 
same thing every night. I sit alone on the curb and eat. I have to walk to my apartment. My apartment is home. I 
don't want to go home. Home is dark, home is lonely. Home is cold storage. I'd rather go almost anywhere except 
home. I just got off work. I signed on for extra hours at the ice cream store so I could have somewhere to go. I go 
back into the 7-Eleven to get a Coke for the walk to the apartment. It's a long walk. I don't want to go to the 
apartment. The apartment knows I'm coming. The apartment knows I have nowhere else to go. The apartment is 
smiling. It shuts off the heat and waits for me to fall in. I leave the 7-Eleven and walk down Wisconsin Avenue. I 



walk past the ice cream store and check the door to make sure it's locked. I just got off work. I hate my life. I hate 
myself. I feel ugly, unwanted, mad, mean, cold, and condemned. I make the walk to the apartment. I pull out my 
folding shovel and dig down six feet to my front door. 
 

from Two Thirteen Sixty-One, Volume 1, 1985. Collected in The First Five. p. 33. 
 
 
Everybody is somebody else’s freak 
Think about it 
Sit at home with the television on 
Watch some people burn shit down thousands of miles away 
Look at those freaks, they’re something. Must be rough over there 
Outside, a killer is checking you out 
Thinking to himself about the freak 
Propped up in front of the television set 
That’s you 
Everybody is somebody else’s joke 
You laugh all the time 
You’re always up for a laugh 
Point your finger and laugh 
Put it all below you 
Meanwhile 
The monkeys are laughing at you from their cages 
From their glass boxes 
You laugh back and throw excrement 
You go back and forth and laugh and throw 
But it gets to you 
You wonder what’s so funny 
What’s the matter 
Can’t take a joke? 
Tag, you’re it 
 

from “Blues Jam in the 213 Area Code,” in Bang, 1990. p. 29. 
 
 
There’s something about colleges that really sets me off. I guess it’s all that idiotic knowledge going on. Like sheep 
getting trained for the slaughter. When I walk down the halls, I always get the strangest looks from the students. 
Makes me wonder if they would survive a war on these shores, or even an afternoon in a bad neighborhood. If some 
bad shit ever did go down, I bet they would make good prisoners of war, patient, obedient. When I walk the halls of 
these schools I feel that these guys are really getting taken for a ride, on their parent’s money; I guess that’s the way 
it should be. 
 

from Art To Choke Hearts & Pissing in the Gene Pool: Collected Writing 1985-1987, 1992. Collected in The 
First Five. p. 273. 

 
 
I’m looking for something to scare me out of my skin 
I’m following myself 
Playing jokes on myself 
Injecting myself with nightmares 
I wait in dark corners to jump out and scare myself 
I’ve got to get away from myself 
 

from One From None, 1993. Collected in The First Five. p. 379. 
 
 



A man drove himself insane 
He was driven 
Insane 
At least he was driven 
I don’t know about you 
But it sure seems better 
Than just sitting around talking about it 
 

from Two Thirteen Sixty-One, Volume 1, 1985. Collected in The First Five. pp. 11-12. 
 
 
When I was seventeen, I went to Spain. Nothing adventurous, just a school trip. I stayed in a hotel with a few 
hundred other bored, horny students from all over the USA. It was as if I never left home. It was a big party where 
everyone got drunk and nobody got laid. One of the cool things I did… was to go to this bullfight. It was me, the 
students, and all the locals. The locals didn’t like us one bit. We always wanted the bull to win. We booed when 
they stuck the poor bastard with all the knives. There were three fights in all, and they all ended the same way. They 
would make a big deal of killing the bull slowly, and then the matador would drag the dead bull around the ring. 
Maybe to rub it in or ensure that the matador got laid. The last fight was the best. The moment came when the bull 
and the matador were looking into each other’s eyes and the sword was about to plunge. The bull pulled to one side 
and swept his horn up and ripped out the matador’s kneecap and chucked his ass up into the sucker seats. All of us 
Americanos were on our feet cheering like crazy. The locals were booing at the same velocity. They sent in another 
guy, and he killed the shit out of that bull. They dragged his ass around the ring three times to let everybody know 
that you can’t win when you’re alone scared and crazy, pitted against a bunch of men with swords who aren’t drunk 
and who need to get laid. 

 
from Art To Choke Hearts & Pissing in the Gene Pool: Collected Writing 1985-1987, 1992. Collected in The 

First Five. pp. 290-291. 
 
 
Everyone should have the right to bear nuclear arms. A revolver under every pillow, a silo in every back yard. If it 
was up to me, I’d like to change things around a bit. I’d have every Caucasian male castrated. The police would be 
taken to black and Mexican districts and beaten three times a day. Finally, they would have to crawl on their hands 
and knees through Watts. You would not be allowed to drive your car unless you were intoxicated. Signs would 
read: “If you don’t drink, don’t drive.” Drug abuse would be mandatory in all states. Live sex in every classroom. 
All students would be de-virginized by the age of eleven, by any sex partner they choose. There would be only one 
version of the National Anthem. Hendrix’s version from Woodstock. All ministers would be required to drop large 
quantities of LSD three to five times a week. They would say they see God. I want to make damn sure. All 
cigarettes would be sprayed with angel dust. Nothing like a little dust to get things going. All TV religious figures 
would be required to enter mud-wrestling matches with MTV personalities. Anyone caught stepping on or harming 
cockroaches in any way whatsoever would be shot. Any children that look good enough to be eaten will be. The 
public parks in all states will provide bar-b-que pits in all outdoor areas for this purpose. Porno stars would be sent 
to the U.N.  Madonna would buy me a pad in Malibu and seek me desperately. The time is now. Turn on. Take 
over. Let’s get cancerous. 
 

from Polio Flesh (Two Thirteen Sixty-One, Volume III), 1986. Collected in The First Five. pp. 96-97. 
 
 
I want to take a screwdriver 
Mutilate my face 
Find a beautiful woman 
Make her love me for what I am 
Then say I don’t need it and walk away 

 
from One From None, 1993. Collected in The First Five. p. 334. 

 
 


