Intro:


(M) I don’t know whether to go out and get a date or sit here and pontificate

(E) Which is better? Swinging sweater muppets with a tight vagina or making it so innocents aren’t blasted to bits by a Sidewinda?

(M) Which is worse? Copping a vile venereal disease or sitting there contemplating something you’ll never achieve?

(E) Yo, fuck these indelible impressions, lets take it to the streets for a lesson


Dynamic Duo


(M) We walk the line—whether it be yellow brick roads or broken asphalt
Crossing tectonic plates that create paradigm shifts to convince you that you’re at fault

(E) We’re in a pickle, a cappela den dipshit, because we just figured out Mother Nature and Fate are one and the same fickle Machiavellian mistress

(M) Yeah, well I guess writing misunderstood rhymes on carbon-based products while remaining true to myself didn’t exactly put me on her good side

(E) Look ma, a lackluster black hustler and pre-Diamond Cutter Ghostbuster 

(M) Driving a Delorean A 1959 Miller-Meteor Cadillac Ambulance No, the A-Team Van

(M + E) YEAH…….THAT’S WHAT WE SHOULD RIDE

(M) Fully automatic rifles, disguises, cigars, gold chains, booze, broads, car crashes and one-liners guarantee some good times

In our world where the tinkling of gun brass cascading on cement takes the place of the warranty on your wood chimes

(E) Now don’t dismiss us as two street mavericks out to wreak havoc

(M) Clearly, we ain’t gonna be brushed aside so cavalierly

(E) We’re both on a quest that may ultimately lead to nothing

(M) Such men should fire at will as they're bound to hit something

(E) Two intelligent street urchins with immitigable gall

That’s seemingly a catch-22 like purposeful falls

(M) C’mon, get outta here—we’re high flyin’ straight up to the stratosphere

Only to come back down and bitchslap Starbucks scenesters sippin’ java and show them how to be real men by drinking lava

(E) Yeah, and this right here is my master thesis

I eat microphones and shit out masterpieces

(M) Yeah, wielding the sword of destiny—unlike Steve’s Oedipus Rex complex with biological matriarchal incest

Looking back at that hourglass, I imagine he wished he picked up the three pennies instead of dat princess

(E) Amen to that flippin’ hassle, cause that sliz stay be in a different castle

(M) Concubine cancer ( (E)yo ock, that makes me sound like a pussy) yeah well so’s a Black Panther and puma

And don’t be fooled, star, I’m in it to win solely to stomp on some Goombah’s ( (E) gettin' one ups till sunup, ya'll)

(E) Aight bet, and I’m in it for static fireworks and those magic mushrooms

(M) Careful you, lest the authorities decide to up and bust yous

(E) So I’ll flush tubes while we’re making these Krush Grooves

(M) Outta sight, crew

(E) Yeah, like Babe Ruth grandslams or me dodging 45 rounds of .454 caliber

(M) Knowing full well all this could blow up in our face like the Space Shuttle Challenger

That’s what makes it all worthwhile, burnin’ bridges cause we’re the only two cats on this dastardly dowager

(E) You know, those two vaudeville villains known as relentlessly awesome while being bastardly characters

Check it—you know there’s no care on this road to nowhere

(M) I played drums with nunchakus (you dumb fuck) now I got a broke snare

Words of faux pas wisdom—parents admonish astonished children gazing at the blind: “Don’t stare!”

(E) But the bottom line is it’s gonna end with Mick Fury and Eric Remi like it all started with Robespierre

(M + E) Dynamic Duo!
