
JESUS PIECE

Jesus please,
everybody rockin’ ah’ Jesus piece
but if you look hard enough
you could see jesus plead.

Momma Get off ya Knees.

Our society is infected by 
Single Mother Syndrome,
germinating a generation 
raised on papi’s leaving.
Smokin’ poppi seeds 
and wearin’ more gold than Mr. T

And that’s just in they’ teeth.
See I know some hommies 
that have done sentences.
That can’t form sentences, 
but they can rap they ass off.
Why you think they pant’s so low.  
Rappin’ with prosthetic vocal cords,
faking the funk, faking the noise,

lifestyles fake like 
saran-wrap contraception.
no Authenticity, 
no Originality,
no Vo-ca-bulary.

But Check My Vocab…
My fellow Americans as we proceed to 
disembowel our self-righteous ideals

increasing war within ideals 
of an odious idiot.
Infact our infatuation 
with industrial infrastructure,
isolates us in the interim.
How interesting.
Is Your Third-Eye,
Pod on Sh, Shu, Shuffle, 

Cuz little girls 
are lacking self-esteem.
And little boys 
are dying this American Dream.
Why can’t you hear me scream?

Jesus please,
everybody rockin’ ah’ Jesus piece
but if u look hard enough

u could see Jesus plead.
People Get off ya Knees.

Cuz even Jesus had a step-father.
But now a days, father figure, figures.
Figures like fig leafs,
can cover up all the wrong he’s done.
As he fails to figure-out that 

big face figures don’t stack up to
face to face, father son, face-offs.
Now he’s forced to face the fact that 
he’s a failure as a father figure
And still can’t figure-out why.

Figure this.
My daddy, true story.

My daddy was a do-gooder.
He did good at cheating on Mother.
But momma was ah’ do-better.
She promised she’d do better than 
that mother-fu*ker that left her.
And to this day daddy wishes 
he could get a do over.
But momma made sure, 
She made do, 

with left-overs and over-time hours.
The system got her so bent over 
she could kiss the back of her knees.
SHE SCREAMS… 

Jesus please,
everybody rockin’ ah’ Jesus piece
but if look hard enough

you could see Jesus scream.
All I wanted to do 
was feed my Babies.


