Conformity 

Just cause you’re conforming to a different degree 

Doesn’t really mean you’re fooling me 

Just one of a crowd, black sheep in a sea

Professing your originality 

The kind of contrived you call old school 

Being different that way is suddenly cool 

And emerging to rage against the machine 

Makes you 40 shades of who you’ve never been 

Dressing up to dress down and be awkwardly pure 

List off in a rhyme just what you are for 

And falling outside is deleteriously bad 

Making the most of what you’ve never had 

Don’t click clack the clock and call it new 

I’ve seen it before and thousands of you 

In your disguise that much at least 

Is masking the back of breaking the beast 

But I see through what all of them say 

For all of their words they aren’t that way 

On one side or the other, the dark or the light 

The best of them is that they’re alright 

With or without, they’re already good 

Don’t need window dressing to think they should

Makes me disappointed and a little bit sad 

That natural is something you need to add

