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	“You ain’t been hungry since you won that belt!”

	-Mickey Goldmill, Rocky III


Opening

	On another wave

	Who said I was done in the game?

	 

	Yet again, yet again

	I dropped a hit on them today

	 

	Yet again, yet again

	Fuck what the critics are sayin’

	 

	Yet again, yet again

	Fuck your three-star rating

	 

	Trust me, I thought my reign was over as well

	I ain’t feel the feeling anymore

	Months I spent in and out of inspiration,

	little to no motivation for picking up the scroll

	 

	I almost failed.

	 

	Invested more time into joint rolling rather than freestyling

	I almost failed.

	 

	Invested more time into nine to fiving rather than stacking vocabulary

	I almost failed.

	 

	Invested more time into reclusiveness rather

	than expressing the fatigue destroying me

	I almost failed.

	 

	Prioritized career over education

	Take that high school.

	Prioritized spiritual growth over politics

	Take that, mentors.

	 

	See how I could work at the speed of light

	I managed to couple my lines that quickly.

	Couldn’t even notice my speed

	 

	How efficient I am when it comes to authoring

	parchments conceived in the minds of elderly beings.

	I’m tired of your generation looking down on me because of my age

	 

	You were in my shoes once

	Don’t act like you weren’t.

	 

	I’m tired of your generation leaving mine in the cold

	Give us a chance, let’s have a conversation

	about what we can offer each other

	 

	I’m tired of your generation looking down

	on me because you think you are our superiors.

	 

	I’ll humble you in a flash with this sentence right here.

	Your time is up.

	 

	Your grave is dug.

	Keep on coming back

	 

	I deliver.

	 

	I oughta’ be a postmate, I deliver.

	I oughta’ be the mailman, I deliver.

	I oughta’ be the kingpin

	Keep on coming back, I deliver.

	I oughta’ be the don, I deliver.

	 

	I oughta’ be the emperor, I deliver.

	I oughta’ be crowned.

	 

	I deliver…


About Da’ Love

	I’m about the love

	Said I’m about the love

	Erased the resent, erased the malice

	Erased the sullenness, erased the frustration

	 

	I know what you want me to say

	Fuck police, fuck coons

	Fuck hoes, smoke blunts

	Kill a nigga, he stepped on the wrong side of ma’ block

	 

	Jump a nigga, he scuffed up my Jordans I just bought

	Fuck the system, fuck the elite

	Fuck hating ass family members, fuck hating ass classmates

	Fuck everyone whoever fucked me over

	 

	I know that’s what you want me to say soooooo

	I’m about the love

	Said I’m about the love

	A pandemic could not stop Savage Writer

	 

	For months I’ve been waiting to share messages of

	clearance since the blood of our ancestors began to run across

	the country, land of the free our history books called it

	Far from being dried out, those dunes you buried God’s children in

	 

	However, what have we so-called “blacks” done for our people?

	Didn’t ya’ kno…

	 

	African-American

	Black, Latino, Hispanic

	Whatever the heck…

	were mere by names?

	Again

	 

	What have we so called “blacks” done for our people?

	If I could recall, we’re still selling poison to our children

	Weed, Xanax, promethazine

	Meth, molly, speedball, a lil’ bit of this and a lil’ bit of that

	 

	But Savage, the white man does it also!

	Tyrone, hush!

	I ain’t talking about him.

	 

	We’re still gunning each other down in the street

	over blocks we don’t have any dollars invested in

	Fuck, even your trap house is about to become gentrified

	N’ u still in dat’ shithole cooking drugs?

	 

	Rolling on the floor laughing, crying out loud

	We’re still putting out music and movies that degrade our women

	For one minute it’s: “Black women are dope!”

	“Latina women are dope!”

	 

	Then the next: “Bust it open, slob on my knob hoe”

	Why don’t I see protests of brothers

	when brothers kill each other?

	 

	Why don’t we quit screaming:

	“Defund the police” and set aside a fund

	to protect our own communities?

	 

	Why don’t we quit saying:

	“GO VOTE GO VOTE GO VOTE”

	And free ourselves of U.S. jurisdiction?

	Ballots are vouchers to keep

	you a slave to this corporation

	 

	Mere property, it’s why we’re so easily harassed n’

	no surprise we’re still forbidden fruit hanging over trees

	Gentiles ain’t safe either

	 

	Each time pride month or any other ethnic celebrations come around

	You look at our diaspora as a cow you’re ready to incessantly milk

	Dry the bony creature until there ain’t a drop of him left

	 

	Our suffering has become a pity party, some glossed up masquerade

	And here we are again playing right into their hands by saying:

	“Starbucks supports us! Let’s buy some more of their coffee!”

	 

	Tch

	Nigger

	Yet you’ll turn a blind eye to a kid who resonates with you sharing truth

	Ready to crucify that guy

	 

	So, you tying Massa’s tie

	Tearing down ya’ own?

	That don’t make you successful!

	Just another house nigger if you ask me

	 

	I’m about the love

	Said I’m about the love

	This is the part critics silenced

	A colored man going on a vulgar tirade

	Perfect article that’ll bring in droves of clicks

	No fucking way they’d include what I’m about to say

	 

	I have reverence in this shredded, dismantled but warming heart of mine for those who come from the same struggles as me.

	Your loved ones turned on you? Me too. Your significant others did not want shit to do with you before you blew up? Me too.

	You lost friends for being invested in your passion? Me too. You had to deal with systematic racism and harassment from those you trusted since God called you to break the curse of the plague? Me too.

	You woke up at all times of the night because you just couldn’t sleep? Me too. You abuse marijuana in hopes of the misery of living in 2020 vanishing? Me too.

	I am forever with you.

	Juneteenth is more than some day of supposed “freedom” or “liberation” from slavery. It’s a day where the collective comes together to show that no matter the roadblocks, a better day will come and the melanated male of America shall become triumphant in anything he pursues.

	 

	I’m about the love

	Said I’m about the love.


Pick Your Crown Up, Brother

	It’s Father’s Day but I must talk to all the men

	Whether you’re with children or not, here’s my truth

	Society does not give us enough credit as a gender

	We don’t receive enough attention and support

	Only when we’re getting gunned down

	by police and other males who look like us

	 

	Demeaning women through the music, dribbling a ball and causing

	hurricanes at titty clubs is when someone gives a shit about us

	Now I’m not dissing females but when a woman puts her hands on a man

	 

	It ain’t domestic violence, it’s:

	“You got hit by a girl, nigga, you’re no man!”

	Didn’t you know that men are victims of domestic abuse too?

	But who wants to hear that conversation though?

	 

	I ain’t think so

	But I’m not here to tell you what you

	want to hear coz’ I could care less

	I’m saying what needs to be brought to the forefront

	 

	My brother…

	If no one told you…

	 

	You’re beautiful, you’re wanted

	You’re valued

	Never let this twisted world dictate to you what you’re worth

	 

	And not every man on child support is a terrible father either

	You have vindictive females out there that are so jealous of a man

	They’re willing to do anything to break his spirit

	Including keeping that brother away from

	his children and degrading him in the process

	 

	“That nigger ain’t shit”

	“Don’t go with him”

	“I’m your parent”

	 

	Implanting that toxicity into the heir, and it’s no surprise you have

	young men out here who don’t know how to treat women

	The cycle continues and continues, when is it gonna stop?

	 

	My brother…

	I am with you.

	 

	You don’t have to shoot that gun to make yourself look cool

	You don’t have to smoke that blunt to make yourself look cool

	You don’t have to rob that store to make yourself look cool

	Why aren’t we talking about the male suicide rate?

	 

	Men go through depression, I have

	Men have experienced PTSD, I know I have

	 

	Men have emotions just as much as women do but what are we taught?

	Man up

	Stop acting like a little bitch

	 

	You’re a faggot for crying like that

	Who’s mans is this?

	 

	My brother…

	You don’t have to rap to be heard

	You don’t need six pack abs and an eight-inch penis to be lovable

	You don’t need to be what they would

	call a “young rich nigga” to be respected

	 

	Be yourself

	If you like anime and rock music, fine

	It doesn’t make you a nerd

	I’m into the same things

	 

	Be authentic

	If you like to be a loner and not want frequent

	sex by women that you barely even know, fine

	 

	It doesn’t make you lame

	Man, I’m so tired of hearing that bullshit

	It’s all fun and games until there is an unplanned

	pregnancy and a sexual transmitted infection

	 

	Wait for your queen

	She’s on her way

	Don’t give up

	 

	I know I want to, but the universe surprises

	you in ways that are unimaginable

	And one final note…

	Us men must do better

	 

	We need to quit butting heads and trying to eradicate each other

	Stop the beef

	Put the phones down talking bout’ “Pull up”

	Put the mic down talking bout’ “Bang, bang,

	bang, shoot a nigger up, fuck his hood”

	Put the rags down talking bout’

	“I’M MORE GANGSTA THAN YOU”

	 

	Let’s build a dynasty, brothers

	Coz’ if we out here constantly destroying each other

	Who is going to be left to raise our sons and daughters?

	We’ll have no one to blame but ourselves

	 

	So, look to the left of you

	And the right of you

	Tell a man today how much you care about him

	 

	Coz’ u’ never know

	It might be the nicest thing he’s ever heard today


Fuck your statues / missing children

	Society as it’s known ain’t going back to normal

	To hell with your outdoor dining and vacations

	To hell with your sports games

	 

	To hell with your entertainment

	To hell with your Instagram selfies

	To hell with your club fit

	To hell with your twisted ways of living

	 

	While ya’ll occupied with Jada’s entanglement and

	Meghan The Stallion being popped by a two-bit midget

	Yah’s people are being slaughtered

	 

	Shot, lynched

	Beaten, fried

	Baked, boiled

	 

	Children are going missing

	You’re more caught up with a pandemic than an elite pedophile ring

	So, babies are going missing without coincidence?

	Nigger, bullshit

	 

	To hell with your churches

	To hell with your cracker ass Messiah

	To hell with your government

	 

	To hell with your presidential candidates

	To hell with your face masks and vaccines

	 

	Wake up, smell the turds lingering in the toilet

	We’re being led astray from Yahawah Bahasham Yahawashi

	Your creator

	Black vs. White?

	You a goddamn fool if you’re thinking that is the real battle

	 

	We the people vs. the architects of this matrix

	And here you’re thinking removing a

	statue is going to change something

	 

	This system was designed to keep us in chains

	Yet here you are on Election Day

	Thinking some vote will rectify the sinkhole

	Funny how Nick Cannon was fired from Viacom

	Cause he said black people are the true Hebrews

	 

	Well, I’m here to say…

	BLACK PEOPLE ARE THE TRUE HEBREWS

	Now I’d like to see you hippies cancel me though

	Fuck an apology, hoe

	Shove that shit up your asshole

	 

	This the final call, bro

	Cause’ I won’t be prophesying for much longer

	A brother is going to fall back

	and watch the chess game play out

	While you’re stuck in place hunting for answers

	 

	As I quote Raspy Rawls

	What if I told you that I already told you

	And you didn’t fucking listen?

	 

	Listen up

	Return to your lord and savior

	Repent for your wickedness

	Separate yourself from the simulation

	that is out to corrupt you anyways

	 

	And I know I have a few agents watching me

	There are devils everywhere

	 

	Some of em…

	Are in my family

	 

	Some of em…

	Are classmates I went to school with

	 

	Some of em…

	Are in this room right now

	 

	If you’re offended

	Then I know exactly who you are

	 

	Guilty by association, ya’ damn snitch

	I see the looks on your faces

	 

	To hell with your economy and manipulated currencies

	To hell with your concentration camps

	To hell with your Goya beans

	 

	To hell with your police force

	To hell with your mayors and governors

	To hell with your lifestyles of the rich and poor

	No one’s hearing me tho’

	You’d rather buy Jordans and seafood bowls

	Instead invest in stocks and assets

	Become a homeowner

	And I know the hood won’t show 2

	much love for me talking this real

	 

	I don’t quote the bible much but fuck it

	We’ll discuss some fiction

	 

	Mark 6:4-6

	But Yahawashi, said unto them

	A prophet is not without honor but in

	his own country, and among his own kin

	 

	And in his own house

	And he could there do no mighty work, save that he laid

	his hands upon a few sick folk and healed them

	And he marveled because of their unbelief.

	And he went round about the villages, teaching.

	 

	Luke 6:22

	Blessed are ye, when men shall hate you and when they

	shall separate you from their company, and shall reproach

	you and cast out your name as evil, for the Son of man’s sake.

	 

	John 3:19-21

	And this is the condemnation, that light is come into the world and

	men loved darkness rather than light, because their deeds were evil.

	For everyone that doeth evil hateth the light,

	neither cometh to the light, lest his deeds should be reproved.

	 

	But he that doeth truth cometh to the light, that his deeds

	may be made manifest, that they are wrought in God.

	So, do you get it now

	Fuck it if you don’t like me

	Coz’ the creator been warned

	me about what’d happen once

	I claimed my true identity

	 

	I suffer for the sake of Yah and all the ancestors who

	came before me so I could walk in the truth and the light

	 

	To hell with your doctrines

	To hell with your archaic philosophies

	To hell with your establishment

	To hell with your civil obedience

	To hell with your fabricated history

	To hell with your national anthem

	 

	Fuck the United States of America.



	




	Dead History Month

	What is “BLACK HISTORY MONTH?”

	A month where you celebrate all your favorite “black” heroes

	Black = death (DEAD) null and void

	 

	Lumped under the category of civilier mortuus –

	dead in the eyes and courts of the law

	 

	And you wonder why the police continue

	to shoot your BLACK (DEAD) ASS

	You’re telling these damn people u don’t exist

	Someone must collect the property eventually

	 

	Persons = property

	Read the constitution properly

	Latinos, Hispanics, Latinx, whatever title the government claims you with

	You aren’t safe either, you’re also a by-name

	 

	Hey, I ain’t a racist, this is the truth

	If you think the war we’re fighting is

	about race, you’re lightyears behind fam

	You are either elite or you ain’t

	 

	George Carlin said it best

	It’s a big club and YOU AIN’T IN IT

	Here’s the kicker

	 

	Your BLACK celebrities are part of a freemason

	secret society that worships Satan, BOULE

	Tho’ that ain’t the only one, see there are different levels

	to this ILL(NOT)(SICK) (UNENLIGHTENED)UMINATI shit

	They need celebs with the most energy to

	conjure up the ladder so dat’ da’ higher degree

	thirty-threes could get their cake and eat it as well

	 

	Why the fuck do you think these bastards call themselves goats

	Greatest of all time, GOATS

	They worship the Baphomet, a demon goat

	What is a demon?

	A fallen god

	 

	Demigod

	Demi, demoted, DOWN

	What do they do behind closed doors?

	Rituals where they enact false flags like that staged

	ass Capitol raid, feasted on your emotions

	Butthurt sons of cunts that are cognitively

	invested in the system, wait a minute

	It’s too early to be saying this, I haven’t

	even gotten to the meat and potatoes yet

	 

	See, those spellcasters need that energy to

	continue enacting their wrath upon humanity

	Which means you’re going to be constantly kept in the

	dark about what’s really going on because you have that

	TV plugged into the wall and disparaging people like me

	because I don’t go along with the foolery

	That’s the spell, dummy!

	HAH

	 

	These rituals require human sacrifices

	Mostly children

	Their energy is pure and potent

	Why human sacrifices?

	 

	Blood = plasma

	Plasma is electrically charged,

	more so than your nuclear fossil fuels

	A life force in liquid form, ask yourself

	why all these rappers are being slain

	 

	People around them receiving

	the same treatment, name a day

	where you don’t hear of a celeb or

	one of their associates transitioning

	 

	They blame it on violence and “COVID”

	Yeah, okay

	Like I stated

	 

	These societies need that energy because of how potent it is

	How it could speed up any of the rituals they’re conducting

	If you are part of the ILL (NOT) ONES

	and aren’t making any contributions

	 

	Expect to be subjected to a humiliation ritual

	What is a humiliation ritual?

	 

	Fans turning on you

	False allegations

	 

	Or real allegations that had to be

	done for you to keep your status

	Losing your privileges

	Riches, you name it

	Shit, you could be next to have your blood spilled

	They did it to Michael Jackson

	 

	Bill Cosby

	R. Kelly

	Michael Vick

	Lamar Odom

	 

	Kobe Bryant

	Robin Williams

	John Witherspoon

	The list continues

	 

	What is “BLACK HISTORY MONTH?”

	A constant ritual to keep yokes around

	the necks of the children of Yahweh

	 

	Leading em’ astray from their true identities,

	but understand that not all

	indigenous people are Israelites

	I know a few that have been here before

	any Christ-like figure came along,

	I know mines were

	 

	Cherokee tribe, I am a real human being

	On second thought

	Some of the parables in the scriptures did resonate

	 

	Use discernment accordingly.

	What is “BLACK HISTORY MONTH?”

	Kumbaya if you ask me, FOOLISHNESS

	Given the shortest month of the year to

	celebrate your heritage which does not exist

	There are only ten months, March through December

	but somehow there are now twelve

	Ask Numa Pompilius why

	 

	Black History Month is a cash grab for huge corporations

	They make a killing off Snapchat filters

	Red, black, and green themed products

	Marketing your suffrage

	Every time your brother or sister is chastised by the slave catchers

	All you get is a pity party with a message that says:

	“WE’RE SORRY FOR TREATING YOU LIKE SHIT

	BUT PLEASE CONTINUE TO PURCHASE OUR PRODUCTS”

	then the cycle repeats itself, quit being fuckin’ stupid

	 

	Who do you believe is funding your destruction

	with untested vaccines where those manufacturers

	cannot be sued because they are protected

	under 42 U.S. Code § 300aa–22

	 

	So…

	If this vaccine, right

	IS SO EFFECTIVE

	WHY CAN’T YOU SUE A PFIZER

	 

	A MODERNA

	A JOHNSON & JOHNSON

	 

	If you have any complications after gettin’ it?

	Huh?

	I’m a conspiracy theorist now, right?

	You don’t even know where that word originates from morons

	I’ll tell you tho’

	 

	The CIA came up with it because of what they did to JFK

	Another ritual to debunk those brave

	enough to call them out on their shit

	How else are they killing you?

	GMO in the food, FDA and Pharmakeia go hand in hand

	How the fuck does a box of crackers have fifty ingredients in it?

	Isn’t the shit obvious?

	 

	Even Stevie Wonder could see through

	the bullshit these decepticons are feenin’

	 

	Pharmacy = pharmakeia

	Sorcery

	 

	Now who do you think the subject of the spell is?

	They got a vaccine for covid but no cure for cancer

	Yes, they do

	 

	But why the fuck would they give it to you?

	I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t if it meant I’d get

	put out of business and lose billions of dollars

	because my patients aren’t sick from my sorcery

	Same people that made the disease created the cure too

	SARS-COV-2, that’s a patent, fool

	I bet your teacher never told you this

	How else are they killing you?

	Toxins in the drinking water,

	bullshit social justice movements

	BLM is a psyop, try to change my mind

	Nah you can’t, don’t come to me with that

	 

	I’ll flame u up if u do

	Your pastor can’t tell you the real truth about the bible

	Not unless he wants his 501(C)(3) revoked

	So, right

	 

	He must lie to you

	He must get you to throw in an arm, a leg,

	and an Apple Watch into the tithe box

	while he pulls up in a limousine but

	you still riding the bus on da’ daily

	 

	How else are they killing you?

	Through the demonic rap music which

	fucks up your ability to think clearly

	You listen to a drill song, now you ready to drill shit

	Either you get drilled or become arrested

	Part of the trap, you were caught again

	You become disliked for wanting to treat women

	with respect and make something of yourself

	 

	Yet ya’ll love to glorify Furla carrying niggers who beat their wives

	Promiscuous sluts shaking their musty asses for chump change

	Glorifying the fact they’re harlots

	 

	Encouraging your children to do the same

	GMO weed smoking big belly lean sipping leprechauns

	smelling like a bunch of Swisher sweets and Hennessy shit

	where the same corner they stand on is

	that same corner they’re going to die on

	 

	Instead of “free my bro”

	It needs to be, “don’t do it, bro”

	But ye’ don’t hear me tho!

	Just like Unk-El would say.

	I don’t come here to speak half-truths,

	I say what I say because I love you

	I love my people, I love all people

	I don’t care what your skin color is

	I don’t care what hood you from

	I don’t care if you’re rich, poor, or anything in between

	 

	I have affinity for every person who connects with my message

	Why the hell do you gotta wait until a specific

	month of the year to celebrate your heritage?

	 

	You must dislike yourself that much, personally

	I’m melanated and I’m proud of it

	 

	Every single day I awaken

	I tell you the truth because I want

	to see you go towards the light

	Get out the darkness but I understand,

	some people just don’t want to be unplugged

	They understand where I’m coming from

	yet choose to revel in their ignorance

	like I ain’t even said shit

	 

	Just know once you get led to the slaughterhouse,

	you are going to realize I was right all along.

	Oh, I forgot one thing –

	Happy “BLACK HISTORY MONTH.”

	nigger



	




	ART

	Art is… universal.

	With it, I touched the hearts of many.

	I was able to move mountains through my words

	My performances and my authenticity

	 

	Where would I be without it…

	Honestly, one of three things.

	One.

	I’d be lost in an insane world without any guidance.

	 

	Two.

	I’d be stuck in the never-ending cycle of stagnation.

	 

	Three.

	Most likely dead or in prison.

	 

	Thankfully…

	I am neither.

	Thankfully, I found a way

	 

	A clean, legit

	Therapeutic, comforting

	Positive and prosperous way

	Art is what gives the human mind power to

	create realities in ways thou see fit in animating

	 

	Art is…

	that one thing getting me out of this bed

	Dawg, I’d still be sleeping for not having it

	2020 showed me dat’ status cannot grant life

	Basics like your freedoms to hang out,

	eat atta’ diner and snagging tickets

	to dat’ championship game

	Are not guaranteed

	 

	To the collective, I’ve been social distancing for many years.

	Because I was antisocial, not built for handling tiresome conversations

	Compared to then, it’s now intentional.

	 

	Exchanges of energy I label your parading

	As I should have said unto my younger self,

	yes – I do not expect to become

	a millionaire by the age of 22

	 

	Have it all together like the CEO’s

	running Fortune 500 companies

	Though I could achieve just

	as much success gradually because

	I understand how my path is different

	and with the tools I’ve been given to achieve my dreams,

	I’ll undoubtedly find the gold I am digging for

	 

	I’ve realized that being successful does not

	equate to the commas on an income statement

	Exotic supercars that aren’t even

	street legal because of their speeds

	lining a multi-level parking garage

	 

	Or the diamonds decking each

	chandelier filling the pillar stocked

	hallways of my 2.5-million-dollar mansion

	which totally has an expansive garden out back

	Wait just a moment, I could not have forgotten

	about 50 million followers, blue checks, paid 100K

	to make an Instagram post once every few months

	 

	Nah

	Keep it.

	Art…

	Art has given me an identity.

	 

	For the first time in my life

	I can look myself in the mirror without having

	a caravan of shame hidden beneath

	the glass I see my reflection in.

	 

	I am receiving messages every single day about

	my work inspiring and empowering others.

	 

	Yeah, I don’t have all the pearls lining my pockets or paparazzi

	following my ass around like grabbing Doritos

	from the store is such a headlining story but uh…

	 

	I do have somethin’

	And…

	that is willpower.

	 

	See…

	Art fortified my will of never listening to those kids inside

	the lunchroom telling me I wouldn’t make it as an author

	 

	It fortified my will to continue performing, even when there were

	only six people at the first open mic that I hosted or no one

	applauding after I was done with my segment

	It fortified my will to continue publishing

	especially when everyone in the school expected you to become

	critically acclaimed overnight and let’s just say…

	 

	Perception wasn’t reality.

	It fortified my will to show up at every single workshop

	during my times in the Newark Poetry Institute

	even when my pockets were malnourished and deprived of funds

	 

	I gave it the best I could and though I wasn’t

	always at a hundred percent every single day

	My consistency and relentless dedication placed me into position

	The very position I fantasized about since 2013

	 

	A creative with the freedom to express himself

	without boundaries or regardless

	of approval or public verdict

	He does it to keep that inner child of his alive

	 

	Art…

	Molded the name “Savage Writer”


I ain’t the greatest…

	I ain’t the greatest

	I pretend to be because of how

	it fuels my complex of superiority

	How many identities do I cloak myself behind?

	 

	Is it Trpy, uhhh

	Mr. Raymond or Mister K?

	Not a savage writer

	Just another scared little boy who

	was all alone in the lunchroom

	 

	I ain’t the greatest

	I sink my teeth into my work to avoid

	forgiving any of those cretins around me

	My father doesn’t visit me in my dreams

	I feel like this world left me out to dry

	 

	Yet I am being watched

	But wasn’t I left out to dry?

	I ain’t the greatest

	Either I am not enough or I’m too much for you all

	Fuck it, what to do

	 

	Where is the gun?

	Where are the pills?

	Put a bullet to my temple

	Digest a tablet of fentanyl

	 

	Wouldn’t I reincarnate

	Wouldn’t I reincarnate

	Wouldn’t I reincarnate

	Wouldn’t I reincarnate



	




	Unleash the torrent

	once i begin composing

	i kinda’ do it like this

	read below

	 

	peculiar these themes i speak of are, beginning with…

	torture, death, suffering

	isolation, phobia, pandemonium

	 

	i see the kids are not overjoyed to be out in the sun today

	the rays devastate their mind states

	 

	i see the kids are not overjoyed to be out in the sun today

	nothing to gain from gazing

	 

	i see the dog doesn’t want to go for a walk

	he will wander to a point of no return

	 

	i see the dog doesn’t want to go for a walk

	for his own safety, he better not

	 

	is reality real, is it really real

	could it be real, could it be a…

	byproduct of the subconscious mind,

	layman’s terms – imagination

	 

	what is anything anymore?

	could science answer that question?

	 

	what is anything anymore?

	could i find the answer written in the sky or something?

	amid a hurricane staring you in the eyes

	amid a hurricane staring you in the eyes

	amid a hurricane staring you in the eyes

	 

	earthquakes pushing you around

	earthquakes pushing you around

	earthquakes pushing you around

	 

	who talking in tongues, said

	who talking in tongues

	 

	bring out the rhyme book, line the syllables up neatly

	i want the metaphors to be correct and not politically

	dust off the knickknacks i like to call adverbs

	and never forget about iambic pentameter

	 

	if this vase of truth shatters, then i’ll have no

	collateral so nothing could be recovered

	 

	left my thoughts in stasis, now i have a bit more patience

	factual talk is once again slithering into existence

	let there be no more war, i say

	unleash the torrent!


Songs of Identification

	2 my wine guzzling, RAW rolling

	Xanax crushing, promethazine sipping ass niggas

	out there who haven’t a knickknack to lose

	I wrote this piece for you

	 

	Cue a beat, wayment

	Ion need it, I create harmonics of my own

	No acknowledgements, no pats on the back

	Just glaring eyes and sinister energies

	 

	Does that stop Khali, nope

	I already know I’m gonna have to go

	underground until the 21st agenda passes over

	 

	The 21st century Harriet, call a nigga Harry

	A brother will find a way to survive since I’m now in the gospel

	Hollup’ while I reload the Tubman

	I will inherit this land, raise a family

	 

	Continue preaching my truths,

	I’ve been marked by the creator

	See I would’ve gotten shot up, OD’ed

	off a cheap blunt laced with oxycodone

	Beaten to death, robbed for a few bucks

	 

	Subjected to disarray inside the judicial system

	But no

	I have a purpose

	 

	Esau won’t take it from me either

	Once u do that, I’ll have…

	A few songs of identification to play for you

	A few songs of identification to write for you

	A few songs of identification to produce for you

	A few songs of identification to push for you

	 

	Dreaming about the life I could have after

	these evildoers running the earth are destroyed

	I’m still thinking of a survival plan,

	cooking one up at this moment

	 

	Can’t say what a nigga is up to

	exactly because that
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