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	Thank you.

	For over ten years of support.

	Through the many ups and downs

	 

	You’ve been there to see me blossom –

	Into the vibrant being that I am today.

	 

	I give it all to The Most High

	Cuz’ if it weren’t for its interference –

	 

	I would not have made it this far.

	Once again, thank you.

	 

	I am truly grateful for the minds

	I’ve sparked inspiration in

	 

	And the hearts I made

	fluster, positively of course.

	 

	Let’s keep this going.

	Gratitude.

	-savage writer



	




	A short statement…

	This collection isn’t love and light.

	You’ll read many things that’ll make you uncomfortable.

	 

	Regardless of how anyone feels, this body of work

	shall stir up conversations that are long overdue.

	I am not asking for permission.

	 

	So, if you see yourself in these pieces &

	can’t accept what’s looking back at you –

	Perhaps you need to change the reflection.

	 

	This collection is exercising its right to freedom of expression –

	Which is a human right and not a constitutional one.

	 

	I won’t apologize for anything that I’m going to say.

	I expect many conversations to be had about

	this work, both positive and negative.

	If you hold your trauma in, then it’ll corrupt you.

	 

	People ask, what has Savage ever done for the community?

	Well –

	 

	Consider this my civic duty.



	




	I: Sensibility

	Godly Entrance

	Is the mic on yet?

	Yeah

	 

	Not a coincidence that I’ve been feeling stuck

	Took extraordinary efforts to pull myself out of the rut

	Look, I am tryna’ shed the resentment

	 

	Closure I never attained or apologies I never

	received from those who wronged me

	Cuz’ it was then I realized that shit held

	me back from where I needed to be 

	 

	I don’t care how many vices you try running from

	If you don’t deal with them,

	then that’s what you start to become 

	 

	You like to smoke?

	fuck how many blunts you roll

	 

	You like to drink?

	fuck how many shots you knock back

	 

	You like to bone?

	fuck how many women you crack

	 

	You like to spend lavishly?

	fuck how much designer is in your closet

	 

	I don’t care how many degrees you’ve earned

	If that’s all you feel like you’re worth,

	then that’s what you start to become 

	 

	How we such an intelligent species

	and we’re paying to live here?

	 

	Paying for water, paying for shelter

	Paying for air, paying for feed

	Mayne, that shit is free

	 

	Kings and queens, now we’re niggas and hoes

	Bitches and gangbangers, hot boys

	Stallions and thots

	 

	Leading your divinity astray,

	mothers done forgot how to mother

	Fathers ain’t guarding the nest

	An entire generation brought up on TikTok

	 

	Tic toc, there’s no time on the clock anymore

	Parents don’t want to babysit at all

	Place the kid in front of a device

	 

	It’ll shut em’ up

	Microwavables in the fridge,

	who needs to cook dinner ya’ll?

	 

	Boy already on the block before he

	could read about the magic beanstalk

	 

	Girl already throwing on slutty outfits

	before she could dress up Barbie dolls

	An entire generation desperate to recapture the

	childhood they had before excessive capitalism

	and perpetuated wokeness penetrated society

	like how bitches be taking it in porno flicks

	 

	Replaying video games older than

	you by fifteen years, oops

	Perhaps a little less then

	 

	Still guffawing at those 80s sitcoms while the

	world around you cannot be joked at

	Mass shootings are a common occurrence

	Cattle are boosted but still catching the flu

	 

	Abortion outlawed, watch how you spray your noose

	Pandemics and recessions, hyperinflation

	Crypto crashes

	Your spirit is running off gas you cannot afford

	 

	Struggling to meet market rent

	in a one-bedroom apartment

	Car payments?

	Forget about the clubs then

	 

	Entire adulthood down the drain then

	Drawn out workweeks, surface level friendships

	 

	Shallow relationships, dinner, and sex

	Then that’s it

	No wonder your hair is so grey

	and you’re not even forty yet

	Caught up in the matrix,

	it’s not a demo you’re playing man

	 

	Mortgaged to your eyeballs, interest rimming you

	Uncle Sam has you like a hamster on a wheel

	Puppetry, controlled by the system beloved

	 

	I’m not a gangster but even I know

	that in the streets there isn’t any love

	 

	Not even for the children beloved 

	His momma carried him for all those months

	only for the nigga to end up Blood beloved

	 

	Shots flew, then his essence was spilled

	And now he’s forever dressed in it

	 

	I call this shit…

	the godly entrance



	




	Mental Health

	Mental health

	It is something we can no longer afford to neglect

	 

	A lot of us are walking round here

	Pretending to be fine when you know you’re not

	I wish we weren’t forced to lie.

	 

	Mental health

	Next to your heartbeat and breathing

	It is the most important thing to pay attention to.

	 

	Because 

	 

	When you aren’t right from within

	Then you shouldn’t expect to win

	 

	Having a poor mental state will

	affect every area of your life

	Including the physical.

	 

	It can manifest in the form of 

	headaches and other pains 

	Diabetes, high blood pressure

	 

	Heart disease, liver failure from

	trying to drink the distress away

	 

	Lung cancer from all the cigarettes,

	parasites in the digestive system

	Shortness of breath, shaking

	Being lightheaded, fainting, collapsing

	Fall and hit your head, and you’re now concussed

	Mental health

	 

	I know I need more counsel

	A professional could help me

	straighten all my problems out

	 

	It’s been a challenge doing it by myself.

	 

	Mental health



	




	Warrior

	He is a warrior.

	 

	He stands up without being asked to stand

	He never backs down in the face of doom

	He never turns his nose at someone in need

	 

	He uplifts those around him

	He takes the fight to the finish

	He doesn’t quit when backed into a corner

	 

	He doesn’t complain whenever things

	do not go the way he intended

	He rolls when it is time to roll

	He spits in the face of all demonic activity

	 

	He is a warrior.

	 

	He fights until he can no longer fight

	He uses his fatigue to become stronger

	He doesn’t go down so willfully

	 

	He stands up without being asked to stand

	He never backs down in the face of doom

	He never turns his nose at someone in need

	 

	He uplifts those around him

	He takes the fight to the finish

	He doesn’t quit when backed into a corner

	 

	He is a warrior.



	




	Community

	Community

	noun

	 

	A group of people living in the same place

	or having a particular characteristic in common.

	 

	A group of people living together in one place,

	especially one practicing common ownership.

	 

	The people of a district or country considered collectively,

	especially in the context of social values

	and responsibilities; society.

	 

	A feeling of fellowship with others as a result

	of sharing common attitudes, interests, and goals.

	 

	So...

	 

	What is community?

	Is there a sense of unity?

	 

	A common bond, as in like

	I am for you and you are for me 

	Hit the block and spread like-minded

	messages through the raps and poems

	we’re spitting in no connection to phlegm

	 

	Touching on a multitude of topics

	System marginalization, racism

	 

	Not having a parent, some were negligent

	Brenda didn’t wanna buy the baby any diapers,

	she blew it on booze and Louis Vuitton

	Peter Piper couldn’t stay off the pipe knowing

	that his kids ain’t got no food to eat for the night 

	 

	But cash rules everything around me, right?

	In this community I had no endurance left

	when it came to the bullying and depression

	 

	Never knew how I’d deal with any of my

	emotions associated with guilt, rage, and shame

	 

	Therapy was a foreign concept or “white

	people shit” as the old heads said to my face

	I never knew how I’d deal with any of my

	emotions associated with envy, scorn, and misery

	 

	Until I bottled it all up inside and went pop like

	a cork, lost my mind on everybody in the place

	Socked a few niggas in the face

	Then you got me looking at 25 to life, nah I went too far again

	 

	No way, I stand before you today

	Explaining how I survived and learned how to cope, right

	These are the testimonies of how we overcame our battles like

	Did I accomplish it on my own or did community surround me?

	 

	I couldn’t tell the difference as I was coveted by the best,

	G O D I digress, revamped my presentation,

	I was slow to speak in the community

	 

	Hesitant to teach, I found there was too much

	responsibility that came with being the master since

	in my eyes I still saw myself as a student amongst a

	group of students working to eventually be in the lead

	 

	Or was it that I lacked the necessary confidence

	to be welcomed by the stage gracefully

	I carry a treasure trove of fears bigger than you

	and me that could go on for years beyond today

	 

	But in my heart, I knew I could figure

	out the game as soon as I played

	 

	I took it to basics, writing drills every single day

	Studied every single great, not even

	just Nas, Pac, and Big anyway

	Grammar in check, rhyme dictionary ready

	 

	Earlier, I spoke on testimony and how we

	overcame the effects of bullying and depression

	It’s through these testimonies where we had

	droves of young brothers realizing

	 

	This is how we’re connected, open mics

	Poetry slams, rap battles and cyphers

	One true language

	I know we’ll find a way to express ourselves

	 

	Community

	I know we'll find a way to not look at each other as prey

	 

	Community 

	I know we'll find a way to understand that men need

	women just as much as women need men and children

	needs both men and women to guide them without delay

	 

	Community

	I know we'll find a way to quit poisoning the minds of our

	youth with the derogatory music, grotesque gangster films,

	and destructive societal conditioning

	 

	Community

	I know we'll find a way to make sure even

	the outcast no longer feels outcasted

	 

	Community 

	I know we'll find a way to protect these

	brothers from entering an early casket

	 

	Community

	I know we'll find a way to make mothers be mothers,

	fathers be fathers, grandparents be grandparents,

	and we could all sit at the dinner table

	and be this one gigantic happy family

	Community

	I had enough of the gang wars, race wars, family wars

	Domestic wars, all types of wars tearing my community apart bro

	 

	I had enough of the beer bottles, black and mild tips

	Cigarette butts, syringe needles, cigarillo packs, and weed bags

	dotting the sidewalks of where the kids be hanging out at

	 

	I had enough of the desperation

	I had enough of the suffering

	I had enough of the tears 

	 

	I had enough of these gangsters with more brawn than brains

	I had enough of hearing stories about my classmates being slain

	I had enough of the setback and delays 

	 

	I had enough of today feeling exactly like yesterday

	I had enough of shitty dates and constantly

	being moved out of the way like a moving train

	 

	I had enough of everything

	No more

	 

	No more

	No more

	 

	I SAY

	NO MORE!!!!!!

	 

	Community.



	




	Poolside Venting

	Come into my pool, jacuzzi

	I have the water sizzling like it’s in a skillet

	Savage Writer is undoubtedly the realest

	 

	I feel the stress evaporating

	Needless to say

	It’s like I’m walking the world on acupunctural needles

	Feet bleeding like a woman on her period

	No wonder she can’t stop bitching at me, period

	 

	I’m bonded to the fatigue

	Ain’t no way it’s going to leave,

	I carry that shit everywhere with me

	I’m drowning but ain’t losing any

	air, breathing immaculately 

	This isn’t how it goes on TV

	 

	Some of the monsters I see are from the swamps

	and sewers, biomes I’ve never visited either

	I lost enough on this journey,

	ain’t afraid to lose anything else really

	 

	If you’re with me, then you’re with me 

	I don’t feel any kind of way if you aren’t either

	 

	Let me know when you would like

	to come into my pool, jacuzzi

	I have it at the right temperature, family 

	I’m the omega, no matter the situation’s presentation

	Beta and alpha in one

	 

	I am not giving out hugs tonight, only handshakes and pounds

	Privacy concerns, I don’t need another invasion of persuasion

	Delayed doesn’t mean denied either

	 

	Like a kid in an ice cream shop, I’ll take gelato by the pound

	Roll it up, I am no longer panicking now

	 

	I’m coming down while you’re not around

	Set in my ways, professional young god

	Intimacy could wait, I have a show to rock

	 

	The lady of my dreams could only get a

	front row seat if she’s worthy enough to be with me

	Perhaps it’s that kind of thinking keeping me alone foreseeably

	Then again, I ain’t got time for your situationships 

	Leading niggas on, promising the full set

	We’ll see where it goes, I peep the chemistry 

	 

	Now

	Your feet get cold and I’m back to square one 

	Single as can be

	 

	Can you take a dive into my pool, jacuzzi

	The final note before I head for

	self-destruction, I left a slip on your door

	 

	Rather go out quietly than announce my departure

	It’ll make me more intriguing,

	they’re already watching

	Warming up Newark this winter,

	I have space for your heater

	Icicles on my face, snowflakes in my eye

	Blinded by my own greatness

	No wonder I bump into odds a lot

	 

	I’m taking a dive, jacuzzi

	You won’t see me after I sink

	Don’t send for any rescue

	I’m off, jacuzzi



	





	I live in a generation

	I live in a generation of false hides,

	inflated egos, and excessive self-centrism

	that people disguise as being righteous

	 

	I live in a generation where people fail to distinguish

	the difference between virtual and reality

	 

	I live in a generation where you must protect

	yourself from friends more than you do strangers

	 

	I live in a generation where certain individuals would rather

	not speak to your corpse at your funeral than to ever

	admit how they were wrong for treating you 

	 

	I live in a generation where fashion from the 80s,

	90s, and 2000s are in style more than ever now

	 

	I live in a generation where a shawty will tell you all

	these sweet nothings only to then say it to another man 

	 

	I live in a generation where shawty will make you out to

	be the problem because you refuse to deal with her problems 

	I live in a generation where they want you to be monogamous

	so that they can have you out here looking foolish

	 

	I live in a generation where you feel someone pulling on

	your energy because of their despair and you have

	enough light to get them through their darkness

	 

	I live in a generation where they want you pouring

	into them but have nothing to offer in return

	except for sweet talking and sexual favors

	 

	I live in a generation where marriage is no longer sacred,

	it’s a battle over who leaves with what

	after they’re through with the relationship 

	 

	I live in a generation where the only correlation between

	you and success is based on the clothes you’re wearing

	 

	I live in a generation where they’ll wait until you’re

	wealthy and famous to tell you congratulations

	 

	I live in a generation where everyone sinks themselves

	into debt to impress people they don’t even fuck with like that 

	I live in a generation where the roles

	of the fake and the real are flipped

	 

	I live in a generation where a lot of these rappers are

	disrespecting fifty years of hip hop with their trash lyrics

	I live in a generation where being sick is the new healthy

	 

	I live in a generation where questioning the

	status quo makes you an enemy of the state

	 

	I live in a generation where people are

	comfortable with being enslaved 

	 

	I live in a generation where they’ll let

	the mainstream media depict their reality 

	I live in a generation where they’ll berate you for having

	your own will, this Gestapo shit I don’t condone it

	 

	I live in a generation where they’ll post you on the gram with

	your guts blown all over the sidewalk before they call an ambulance

	 

	I live in a generation where they’ll wait until

	tragedy strikes to finally start liking your pictures

	I live in a generation where they’d rather

	worship celebrities than The Most High 

	 

	I live in a generation where everyone wants to be a

	poet now, just a few years ago ya’ll said “poetry was whack”

	 

	I live in a generation where everyone brags about how

	oppressed they are, I hear it in every poem, movie,

	and song – quite frankly I’m tired of it all

	 

	I live in a generation that is desperately attempting to

	recapture the glory days of their childhoods through

	drinking, smoking, fucking, and watching all

	the TV shows that we grew up on

	 

	I live in a generation that respects the trap

	nigga more than they do the working man

	 

	I live in a generation that is psychologically damaged

	I live in a generation that is merciless

	 

	I live in a generation that fails to look their

	selves in the mirror to see what’s wrong

	and how it could be stopped

	I live in a generation that equates their worth to how

	many followers they have on their Instagram or their TikTok

	 

	I live in a generation that is dumbed down

	I live in a generation that never fails to piss me off

	 

	I live in a generation that I no longer want to be a part of



	

	Artistic Provocateur

	I’m the author your parents don’t want you reading

	You’ll probably be grounded if

	you’re caught with one of my works

	 

	I’m the author that a chick is afraid to approach

	She knows I don’t condone nympho attitudes, so

	 

	I’m the author these critics are ready to misinterpret

	Since I don’t fit into the societal mold

	 

	I’m the author that’ll make your wife leave

	Since we don’t worship these chicks, you come first king

	 

	I’m the author whose books they’ll ban

	from every school district in the country

	 

	I challenge all the nonsense they express effortlessly,

	your common core standards mean nothing to me

	 

	I’m an artistic provocateur

	 

	I’m the poet a teacher wouldn’t want to teach about in AP

	If I were to dumb myself down, then maybe

	 

	I’m the poet these people pay to see

	Bang for your buck, performance of a lifetime baby

	 

	I’m the poet who represents all the good men

	Especially the ones fucked over by toxic women, I’m their retribution

	 

	I’m the poet a lot of those same women don’t like

	Cuz’ I force them to face and comprehend their lies

	 

	I’m the poet a lot of these other poets are trying to emulate

	It’s not an issue I guess, so long as you give me the credit then

	 

	I’m an artistic provocateur

	 

	I’m the artist that doesn’t
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