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I’m considered a threat 

For possessing the intellect,

Articulate and intelligent 

Labels you a suspect.

Humpty Dumpty sat on the wall 

Then the bloke had a great fall.

All the kings’ horses and all those king’s men 

Couldn’t put him back together again. 

Think it’s a coincidence? I think not! 

Someone snuck up and pushed him off of the wall 

Rumour has it Humpty and the queen were having sex 

But one can spin it, that he got dumped by his ex –

Consumed by his distress, he resumed to plummet to his death.

He swan-dived, or so they retort;

But this could be a murder plot!

Covered up by the courts.

Maybe the stork tipped off the king

That an egghead knocked up his queen. 

Now the heir to the throne, 

Is the product of a random bone. 

Encroaching upon forbidden zone. 

A modern-day example -

We’re pushing two-tone baby carriages ready to dismantle. 

The names of parents scribbled and mixed. 

The type of peasant kicks, you cannot inflict. 

The nobility sold that he was a hustler 

Flipping the crown’s lid, who is this lowlife thug kid? 

How does the royal highness prefer him over her noble husband? 

So, they concocted a plot, manifested ad-hoc. 

Serve him on the sidewalk with a side of ham 

Outlined in chalk, the cameo of a scam. 

One afternoon, a guard with binoculars spotted the alleged in view 

That was the prompt to pursue the bandit until he was purple and blue.  

He crept up, then leapt up and the egg was startled so much, that he slipped up. 

Ironically, there was no railing or fence that scaled the side of the wall

Cracked open into a million pieces when he had his fatal fall.

The fated flaw ruled accident, but fundamentally a craft

Of a plan hatched meticulously by hidden hands.

The moral of the story is read between the lines, the truth is hard to find. 

And don't settle for hearsay accounts of one tragically choking on a rind.

Raise your eyebrow and think twice. 

Demonic men scheming, to rob you blind. 

Glossing over the verity, disguised in a nursery rhyme.
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I’m acquainted with the bulldog

Lost in the fog.

He said he was led astray,

By the swift and nimble frog,

Who pulled him further and farther from his log.

Alas! The missing cog

His intercession, a bitter lesson in grog.

Best listen, to this tale from the bog.
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Drunk in Manhattan
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What happened? I was drunk, flattened in Manhattan 

I was rapping, heading towards the river of Tappan. 

Scrappin’ when I journeyed onward to isle of Staten.

Babblin’ in the aisle at the branch end of Babylon. 

Mumbling "come on conductor, pass the Grey Poupon." 

Crawling back under my rock, to roost with the chickens - 

A fox in a henhouse, I am not! 

That's as hot as the Dickens. 

They don't call me Paul! 

And I don't crawl to the mall- 

To walk, talk, maul, or brawl. 

I go get a cup of coffee at the corner with my dawg. 

Word is born - fetch him water from Wantagh to Montauk. 

Patchogue to Hauppauge – fuck it, have a ball!

Cue the corks for all with a New York drawl.
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I will debut an exposé- 

At an expo in Montreal! 

It's Debussy with debauchery. 

Live at the mews, gaudy at the ballet. 

A rigorous week, 

To liquor up, the sum of what we peeve. 

The vicious cycle continuously repeats.

This isn't the glass menagerie, 

Disregard the formalities. 

Tell Marjorie to alarm the Cavalry- 

That actively swarm from Calgary to Calvary.
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“Thug”
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This is the story of Joey - 

He was the quiet one in school,

No one thought he was cool. 

He just went to the cafeteria. 

Sat by himself at a corner table. 

The girls thought he was bacteria; 

In his imagination, he masquerades as a legend of fables. 

At three, he left and walked home two miles, 

It took quite a while to navigate a long walk home to an empty apartment -

Where his mom and dad were constantly arguing. 

He slammed the door shut to his room. 

Looking out a window, full of gloom, 

Staring at the alarm clock. 

Suddenly a knock. 

His mom walked in and said, 

“Joey a friend. 

His name is Mike and he’s outside” 

He wants to speak with you, about some math. 

Joey barely interacted with him in class. 

Mike’s nickname was Hype. 

He put his feet up on a desk in the rear. 

While Joey focused on the equation of the board. 

Hoping he would just disappear. 

Contemplating impalement with a sword. 

Daydreaming about settling the score 

With the hordes of bullies 

These predators gingerly crossed.

Suddenly accosted for personal loss.

Joey strolled outside at dusk met with Mike and discussed. 

“Joey, I know you 

But you don’t know me, I’m Mikey. 

“So, who are these jerks that want to scuffle?” 

He smirked while Joey chuckled. 

“You got problems, but me, I’ll pop them.

This little meeting, keep confidential. 

Joey, you see, you have great potential. 

The next day is trigonometry, 

Joey’s oppressors were met with hostility. 

Hype a.k.a Mike and three homies in his crew 

Came through, asked them “what’s really good?” 

They shook scared, they didn’t know what to do. 

Hype exclaimed “Mess with this dude again, you’ll be maimed! 

Don’t try no sneaky stuff, I know your names -

If I hear anything, I’m coming your way!” 

On Friday, invited to the barbecue, Joey came. 

To Hype’s boys house he called himself Fame. 

Steak and lobsters put out on display. 

20’s and 50’s next to 40’s. 

Telling people “gangster” stories. 

Joe seized the moment of glory. 

As the evening progressed, 

Finding himself on a desk with a woman undressed.

Fame interjected with initiation. 

Joey extended an invitation to join The Nation. 

Let us introduce you to Sam who thought Fame was a twit. 

It also turned out that Sam was a snitch. 

“You know the rule, he deserves a stitch.” 

Finally, Joe can get a fix and prove he was down for shit. 

Sam swung quick; Joe ducked and knocked the “duck sauce” out of the kid. 

Subsequently, Joey pummelled his enemy and now he was in. 

Fame said “if you play the position 

You’ll be making a great living”

I promise you, you can get any woman;

Purchase fine linens, just commit and make the decision. 

Cause if you start with this twenty, 

Watch how your paper stacks plenty.  

When you done with that, 

Hit me back and we’ll take another lap. 

We’ll move you up to weight. 

But then you can’t hesitate. 

The rules of the crew, allow me to review them for you. 

The brothers are your friends, anyone else is an adversary. 

Commentary - a liberator donning the features of a fascist regime - 

Comply with the group edicts or get crushed into cream.

Now let’s allow the persona and the reader reverse roles 

Recapitulate the narrative, to see how the story unfolds. 

From the prelude to epitaph, it’s a matter of being crafted in clay,

For the purposes of protection and accelerated pay.

On a quest for identity to be someone amongst a nobody – the foray

Annotated in captions,

Depicted: origins of an antagonist. 

Laid bare for further analysis 

To demonstrate the parameters.
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