I pose with a flow and a metaphysical mindset.

Creating a balance full of bars and mic checks

My mind rests on the border of genius and insanity.

Blowing off the roof, through this canopy; now who can it be?

The S, the T, the I, the L, the E, the S

Causing a mental stress like a hairline fracture.

Stature, posture of ungodly nature and maturity.

The status be thee with high tech instrumentals, never minstrel

Yet you see what happens to be he who breaks the mold of stereotypical and physical boundaries.

My standards be of the highest regard while anemia plays a message of money, clothes, cars.

But you say hip-hop aint that hard; modern day bards.
Paving the way to a better understanding with 16 bars

But you’re just a gimmick.

Using thesauri and dictionaries like performance enhancers.

You’re a cancer or a Sagittarius; regardless you’re in retrograde with this rap game.

Incompatible.

