CIRCUS CIRCUS 

Here we are 
Step right up here
Welcome to a spectacle of the bizarre and necro-erotic
The unsettling and discomforting
Broadcast specifically to you the public.

The Revolution was televised but was cancelled
Because no one paid attention.
So your sponsored dictator will have you return to your regularly scheduled program of 
“Single white whores in the city” or “pale homosexuals looking for a date or a vagina that matches.”

This however is your, UN you cuz iam different and just don’t like you. 
My title takes a seat between SamHaiNe and Bootstrap McGee. 
But for this mind intercourse segway may be called 
Lonnie (the body, crooked teeth, shoot gism in your trap, shitty pants) shliktdickding. 

The show is the David Copperfield special for your ears and imagination. 
On the contrary this lab experiment is equivalent to mixing 
Wild Turkey, Iraqi Oil, Rough Sex, the coke in my nose, 
and the anger I inject to rape and mutate formal prose.
The only difference between the world and me is that you are what you eat 
and that is a piece of shit. What’s a piece of shit,? umm that would be you.

Higher education gaggles of bar-coded faces, in and out the programming chamber, 
with nothing but the promise of you now know nothing now take this fake scroll of paper. 

If heaven includes 9/11, celebrities, or bullshit politics? Then I’d rather just drink moonshine and fist fuck infants with Mephistopheles.

Simple minds think alike on the universal turnpike soon. 
So you’ll have a lovely long marriage, you and your equal a single celled amoeba named Loretha the rib breathed millennium coon. 
If this commercial hip-hop spawned a generation 
then maybe ill chop off your feet and watch you hip hop back to the plantation.

Speaking for the scumbags who hustle collecting trash for cash 
My working class bloody knuckles 
pounding the dividing wall of privilege and lawns of green grass. 
My tongue is spaired to feed the hungry, the punks, crackers, niggers, 
skins, b-boys & girls, and anyone walking under the heavy finger. 

The funhouse of mirrors will only reflect and ricochet the paraphrasing of razorblade tangents, undressing the taboo tattooed under the flesh of America.
More ferocious than Tasmanian devils, this is the David for your Goliath. 
Tomahawking the scalps of green-eyed oaths that spoke the serpents speak long before some bitch in Eden looted the tree of knowledge for the recipe of applesauce.

This is sleeping a dream speech that scrambles words like alphabet soup. 
This crash of waves on the sea followed by drumbeats of boom bap bip boop. 
This is a simple tapestry freak show Vaudeville three-ring big top carnival of souls and the big-topped hat carousel spins for one soul and that is me.

SEE YOU IN HELL MOTHERFUCKERS, SamHaiNe

