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Part 1
I got the G clip holding a 7-fold under my black Armani blazer

When I want it I know it I don’t blow it I got a look like a taser

I got full ration passion that keeps me mad dashing & laughing

Nights like a dinner hearty close ties awards always clapping

I got so much love, thanking my momma and the big man above

I’ve seen hell, death I know it, I sewed it on my arm as a dove

I got back up, cause I’ve hit the ground, and I been lost frequently

Oh, amazing grace, that I care for he who can do the least for me

I got around the world, seen a million places, fell in love with faces

Planned a perfect wedding, lost it all betting, paced me out of races

Patiently I’m able to wait and see what this life has in store for me

Despite the wretched pulling apart of my heart at missed monogomy.


Part 2
Give me back my clarity, so you can see it in my art

I’m a big kid, but I don’t want to dabble in immaturity

How did I let you defeat me over these years so I lost my sense of what’s good

Why do I always see the good, why do so many see that as a flaw

Where is an unbiased opinion? they don’t exist, which is why everyone is so lonely.

I will tell you what you mean to me, I can see your contributions

This is not my life, I tell myself that when I’m scraped up and scrounging

All signs point to the notion that I should focus on me

I’m ready to let it all go, if only I could let it all go

When I say I don’t have time for it, well, there’s time for what I want

I want to see the returns of my preparations, what else is new

Why am I so drawn to a good aesthetic, most people don’t see it, and I fall in love with those who do

Snap decisions, they’re part of my DNA, and it makes me want to rip out my hair sometimes

What is it about New England that takes the heart out of heartland? Why is that my experience

Yah, it’s true, I’m quiet. Just let me be.

I want to walk home.

I force the coldness upon myself, for fun, and it’s not fun, I got to get out

Do it for the experience, that’s a worthless expression for a jackass

Make a pauper feel like a prince, why is that such a big damn deal

All eyes on me, a rush to take away one’s breath for a second, hardly worth it

Bitterness will ruin your whole outlook, and affect your progress, so get over it

I’d rather die quiet and alone, nowhere close to home

You snap at me, go for it, its your defense that will leave you there

Fit is whats important, are you a good fit for yourself?

Fast on wheels, that’s where I want to be, feeling stability in you and me

I’m not into vintage, I just can’t let go

How, my brother, do you let go so easily, who do you serve?

Four years, a decade into this project, with nothing to show for it, why can’t I stop

Take your 99 Billion dollars and shove it, you’re worthless to me, despite that you think you have me cornered

Life, the garment we each continually alter for ourselves, trying to achieve something bespoke

The year of the rat, grimy, black, leaving behind so many trails, what do you think about that

I think this time I will just wait.

