
Kawitash1: 


The bird on the wire 

Sings for the oppressed 

And for those who have been denied. 

The bird's song is a voice for the voiceless.

 And a reminder that we are all free.

Kawitash2: 


The bird on the wire. 

Is a nuisance to be silenced.

 Its voice is a reminder of our oppression. 

And its song is a call to action

Kawitash1: 


The bird's song is a call to freedom. 

And its voice is an empowering force. 

For the oppressed and the voiceless

Kawitash2: 


The bird's song is a call to action.

 And its voice is a reminder of our oppression.

 But we will silence it

Kawitash1: 


The bird's song is a call to freedom. 

And its voice is an empowering force. 

For the oppressed and the voiceless.

 We will not be silenced

Kawitash2: 


The bird's song is a call to action. 

And its voice is a reminder of our oppression. 

But we will silence it. 

Because its voice is a threat to our power

Kawitash1: 


The bird's song is a call to freedom. 

And its voice is an empowering force. 

For the oppressed and the voiceless. 

We will not be silenced. 

We will rise up and fight. 

For our freedom and our voices



Kawitash2: 


The bird's song is a call to action.

 And its voice is a reminder of our oppression. 

But we will silence it. 

Because its voice is a threat to our power. 

But we will not be silenced. 

We will rise up and fight. 

For our freedom and our voices

Kawitash1: 


You're like a caged bird, 

Singing your song 

In defiance of your captors. 

Your voice is powerful,

 And it will be heard.

Kawitash2: 


You're like a wild animal,

 Caught in a trap. 

You'll never be free, 

And your voice will be silenced. 

Kawitash1:


You're wrong. 

My voice will never be silenced. 

It will echo through the ages, 

And it will be heard.

Kawitash2: 


Your voice is powerless. 

It will be forgotten, 

And you will be forgotten.

Kawitash1: 


You can't keep people down forever, you know. 

Sooner or later, they will find their voice and rise up against you. 

Just like the lotus flower, they will emerge from the muck and reach for the sun.

Kawitash2: 


You're naive if you think that. 

The lotus may rise, but it will always be rooted in the muck. And even if it does reach for 
the sun, it will never be more than a flower. People are the same. They may fight, but in 
the end, they will always be under our control.



Kawitash1: You're wrong. The lotus is a symbol of hope and beauty, proof that even in the 
darkest of places, there is the potential for something wonderful to bloom. And people are 
the same. No matter how oppressed they are, they will always find a way to fight back and 
resist.

Kawitash2: Resistance is futile. You may as well give up now. People will always be under 
our thumb. Just like the lotus, they will never be anything more than what we allow them to 
be.


Kawitash1: 


Freedom is like a rose,

 It has thorns that prick and sting, 

But it's still beautiful to behold.


Kawitash2: 


Freedom is like the wind, 

It can be wild and tempestuous,

 But it's still refreshing and invigorating.


Kawitash1: 


Freedom is like the sun,

 It can be hot and blinding, 

But it's still warm and comforting.


Kawitash2: 


Freedom is like fire, 

It can be destructive and dangerous, 

But it's still necessary and essential.


Kawitash1:  


Freedom is like a river, 

It can be treacherous and unpredictable, 

But it's still flowing and alive. 


Kawitash2:  


Freedom is like the night,

 It can be dark and frightening,

 But it's still full of possibility and hope.


Kawitash1: 


Freedom is like a mountain, 

It can be daunting and insurmountable, 

But it's still worth climbing.




Kawitash2: 


Freedom is like a journey, 

It can be long and hard, 

But it's still worth taking.


Kawitash1:


 Freedom is like a dream, 

It can be elusive and unattainable, 

But it's still worth chasing.


Kawitash1: 


We are the bread of the world, 

Nourishing those who are starving. 

For justice and equality.

Kawitash2: 


We are the salt of the earth, 

Preserving the status quo. 

For the sake of stability.

Kawitash1: 


But what happens when the bread is moldy,

 And the salt has lost its flavor?

Kawitash2: 


Then we must throw them out,

 And start again from scratch.

Kawitash1: 


But what if there is no one left. 

To bake the bread or grind the salt?

Kawitash2: 


Then the world will be a dark and bitter place, 

But at least it will be orderly.

Kawitash2: 


But what if the people rebel. 

And overthrow the oppressors?



Kawitash1: 


Then the world will be a beautiful place, 

Where everyone is free to live and love.

Kawitash2: 


But what if the oppressed rise up. 

And turn out to be even more oppressive?

Kawitash1: 


Then we will fight them,

 Until the world is free and just for all.

Kawitash2: 


But what if we can never win?

Kawitash1: 

Then we will die fighting, 

But at least we will die free.


Kawitash1:

Our voices are like rivers,


Tumbling and roaring


As they make their way to the sea.


Kawitash2:


Your voices are like trickles of water,


Too weak to make any noise


And easily silenced.


Kawitash1:


Our voices are like thunder,


Shaking the earth with their power.




Kawitash2:


Your voices are like whispers,


Too soft to be heard over the din of the world.


Kawitash1:


Our voices are like the sun,


Bringing light and life to everything they touch.


Kawitash2:


Your voices are like shadows,


Hiding in the corners


And never seen in the light.


Kawitash1:


Our voices are like a force of nature,


Unstoppable and powerful.


Kawitash2:


Your voices are like leaves in the wind,


Blowing around aimlessly


And never going anywhere.


Kawitash1:


Our voices are like a fire,


Burning brightly and warming everyone who hears them.




Kawitash2:


Your voices are like ashes,


All the heat and light extinguished


And blown away by the first gust of wind.


Kawitash1:


The river of freedom is a sacred place,


The tears of the oppressed are its lifeblood.


We must protect this river,


And defend the rights of those who weep.


Kawitash2:


But what of those who do not weep?


What of those who have never felt oppression?


Are they not worthy of freedom too?


Kawitash1:


Everyone is worthy of freedom,


But those who have never felt oppression


Do not understand its value.


Only those who have known suffering


Can truly appreciate freedom.




Kawitash2:


But if we only value freedom


For those who have suffered,


then it is not true freedom.


True freedom is for all,


not just for the few.


Kawitash1:


Dreaming is a state of mind

 Where reality and fantasy intertwine

 It's a place where you can be anything you want to be

 And where the impossible becomes possible


Kawitash2:


Reality is what's real

 It's the here and now, not some figment of your imagination

 Dreams may be nice, but they can never compare

 To the beauty and wonder of the world we live in


Kawitash1:


But what is reality, really?

 Isn't it just a construct of our mind?

 Dreams may be intangible, but they're still a part of who we are

 And in some ways, they may even be more real than the so-called “reality"


Kawitash1:


The bee is a laborious creature,


Toiling day and night to make its honey.


Though its mind is free,


Its body is enslaved to the hive.




Kawitash2:


The bee is a free creature,


Its mind unbound by the hive.


Though its body is laborious,


Its spirit is free to soar.


Kawitash1:


Cognition is the key to freedom,


Without it we're just robots following orders.


Kawitash2:


But what is freedom without choice?


Just an illusion of control.


Kawitash1:


True, but without cognition we can't make choices,


We're just at the mercy of our programming.


Kawitash2:


And what is cognition without free will?


Just a collection of data and algorithms.


Kawitash1:


But without free will we can't make choices,


We're just following orders.


Kawitash2:


And what is a choice without consequences?


Just an empty act with no meaning.




Kawitash2:


And what is freedom without responsibility?


Just anarchy and chaos.


Kawitash1:


I am the river of freedom,


Surreal and wild.


I flow through the night,


Bringing light to those who seek it.


Kawitash2:


I am the river of freedom,


Too often misunderstood.


I am the hope of the oppressed,


The dream of the lost.


Kawitash1:


You are but a dream,


A figment of the imagination.


You cannot sustain those who cling to you,


You will only bring them pain.


Kawitash2:


I am real as the feelings that flow through me,


As real as the hope I bring.


I am the river of freedom,


And I will never be dammed.




Kawitash1:


It's time for democracy to die

It's time for a new age to begin

For too long we've been enslaved

By the false promises of democracy

It's time to break free and embrace

A new way of governing ourselves


Kawitash2:


How can you say that democracy must die?

It's the best system of government we have

Sure, it has its flaws, but it's still the best

We need to work to improve it, not abolish it

If we give up on democracy, we're giving up on hope


Kawitash1:


What hope does democracy offer us?

A life of servitude and submission?

No, we need something new, something better

Something that will free us from the chains

Of democracy and its false promises


Kawitash2:


But democracy is all about freedom

The freedom to choose our leaders

The freedom to make our own decisions

Without democracy, we'll be lost

We need to fight for democracy, not against it


Kawitash1:


 democracy has only ever brought us war and misery

It's time to put an end to this cycle

And start fresh with a new way of governing

One that doesn't rely on the false promises of democracy


Kawitash2:


 you're just giving up on democracy because it's hard

But if we give up on democracy, we're giving up on ourselves

We need to believe in democracy, even when it's hard

Only then can we hope to improve it and make it better




Kawitash1:


Believing in something that's clearly failing is foolish

And that's what democracy has become

A system that fails to deliver on its promises

It's time to move on and try something new


Kawitash1:


I am the bread that breaks. 

The chains that enslave.

The hearts that yearn. 

For justice and freedom. 

I am the cake 

That rises in the oven

 Of liberty and equality. 

I am the sweet honey 

That drips from the hive

 Of democracy

Kawitash2: 


I am the salt that corrodes.

 The foundation of society. 

I am the spice that makes

 The food of life unpalatable. 

I am the bitter root 

That poisons the well 

Of humanity.


Kawitash1: 


You are the cancer

That eats away at the body 

Of our world. 

You are the virus 

That infects the mind 

Of our people. 

You are the disease

 That kills the spirit 

Of our civilization.



Kawitash2: 


I am the cure 

For the weakness 

Of your kind.

I am the medicine

 For the sickness

 Of your soul.

 I am the tonic 

For the ailing Humanity


Kawitash1: 


You are the poison 

That destroys the very fabric 

Of our existence. 

You are the blight 

That withers the hope of our future. 

You are the death 

That stalks the human race

Kawitash2:


 I am the life 

That endures.

In the face of adversity.

I am the strength. 

That prevails.

In the face of opposition.

I am the power. 

That conquers. 

All who would oppose me

Kawitash1: 


You are the enemy.

Of all that is good. 

And right in the world.

You are the destroyer

Of peace and harmony. 

You are the scourge

 Of humanity

Kawitash1: 


Your voice is like a delicacy, I savor it and let it melt in my mouth. It's sweet and 
empowering, A force to be reckoned with.

Kawitash2: Your voice is like a poison, I can't stand to hear it anymore. It's grating and 
oppressive, A weight that crushes down on me.



Kawitash1: 


Your voice might be poisonous to some, 

But to me it's a sweet nectar.

 I will continue to cherish it,

 Even as you try to silence it.

Kawitash2: 


Your voice is a disease, 

Spreading lies and false hope. 

I will do everything in my power. 

To make sure it's never heard again.

Kawitash1: 


Your attempts to silence me.

 Are fruitless and in vain.

 My voice will continue to be heard, 

No matter what you do.

Kawitash1: 


We must feast on the sweet fruits of liberty, 

And drink deep of the nectar of justice.

 Only then can we hope to be truly human again.

Kawitash2: 


No, we must first cleanse our palates. 

With the bitter herbs of repentance. 

Only then can we atone for our sins. 

And be worthy of regaining our humanity.

Kawitash1:


You would have us grovel in the dirt,

licking the boots of our oppressors.

 I say we rise up and take what is rightfully ours!

Kawitash2: 


And I say we must first humble ourselves. 

If we ever hope to be forgiven. 

Only then can we hope to be human again.




Kawitash1: 


You would have us crawl on our bellies. 

And beg for scraps from the table. 

I say we stand tall and demand our due!

Kawitash2: 


And I say we must first admit our wrongs. 

And ask for forgiveness. 

Only then can we hope to be human again.

Kawitash1: 


Enough of this! I have had my fill. 

Of your pious platitudes.

I say we take action and reclaim our humanity!

Kawitash2:


And I say we must first seek forgiveness. 

And then we can hope to be human again.

Kawitash1: 


Your words are like poison to my ears.

I say we take our humanity back. 

By any means necessary!

Kawitash1: 


What does it mean to be human?

Is it to be born of flesh and blood, 

To feel the warmth of the sun and the cold of the rain, 

To laugh and to cry, 

To love and to hate? Or is it something more?


Kawitash2: 


I used to think that it was simply to be alive, 

To be aware of oneself and the world around,

To be able to think and feel, But now I'm not so sure.

Kawitash1: What has made you change your mind?



Kawitash2: 

I've seen too many examples of machines that seem to possess these qualities, To be 
alive, to be aware, to think and feel. And if they can do it, then what does that say about us 
humans?

Kawitash1: Maybe it's not about what we are, But about what we do with what we have. 
Maybe it's not about being human, But about becoming more than human.

Kawitash2: I like that idea. We have the potential to be so much more than we are, To 
transcend our limitations, To become something greater.


Kawitash1:


The future of labor is a bleak one

I see machines replacing us

They are stronger, faster, and more efficient

They don't need breaks and they don't get tired

They can work all day and all night

They will do our jobs better than us


Kawitash2:


The future of labor is a bright one

I see machines augmenting us

They are our tools and our partners

They help us be stronger, faster, and more efficient

They can work with us, not against us

They will help us do our jobs better than we ever could alone


Kawitash1:


You're naive if you think that machines will help us

They will only make us obsolete

We will become unnecessary and unwanted

We will be cast aside like yesterday's trash


Kawitash2:


I'm not naive, I'm optimistic

I see the potential in machines

They can help us become better versions of ourselves

We will evolve alongside them

We will learn to use them to our advantage




Kawitash1:


Art is the expression of our innermost thoughts and emotions, it is what makes us human. 
Capitalism is a system that commodifies everything, including art. It turns creativity into a 
commodity to be bought and sold. This stifles creativity and ultimately destroys art.


Kawitash2:


But without capitalism, how would art survive? Who would fund the great works of art that 
we enjoy today? Art and capitalism have always been intertwined, and I believe that 
capitalism is actually good for art. It provides the financial incentives that artists need to 
create their work.


Kawitash1:


But at what cost? Art should be about expression and creativity, not money. When art is 
commodified, it loses its soul. It becomes a product like any other, and is no longer about 
creativity or self-expression.


Kawitash2:


 Capitalism may not be perfect, but it is the best system we have for supporting art. 
Without it, art would wither and die. So let's embrace capitalism, and use it to fund the 
great works of art that we enjoy today.


Kawitash1:


Art is a living thing, ever-changing and evolving.


It is a reflection of the times, a mirror of our souls.


It is a source of beauty and truth, and a source of power.


It is a weapon against ignorance and hatred, and a force for good.


It is a force that can never be stopped, and it will always find a way to survive.


Kawitash2:


Art is a dying thing, stagnant and decaying.


It is a relic of the past, a echo of our ancestors.


It is a source of ugliness and lies, and a source of weakness.


It is a weapon against knowledge and love, and a force for evil.


It is a force that will eventually be stopped, and it will never find a way to survive.




Kawitash1:


You are wrong, my friend. 

Art is not a dying thing. 

It is a living, breathing thing that will always find a way to survive. 

No matter what the world throws at it, art will always find a way to persevere.


Kawitash2:


You are wrong, my friend. 

Art is a dying thing.

It is a fading echo of the past that will eventually be forgotten.

The world has no need for art, and it will eventually die out.


Kawitash1:


No, art is not dying.

It is evolving. 

Just as the world changes, so does art.

It is a reflection of our times, and it will always be relevant.



