Welcome To West Chester University 


I see the sign: Welcome To West Chester, land of the popped collar
Chock full of college stereotypes—white bourgeoisie top dollar
High socio-economic status classes that clashes when they try to ingratiate themselves with radio hip hop—cause there’s nothing’ like rich white boys hootin’ “Holler!”
I’ve come to the regrettable albeit inevitable conclusion that there are far too few cats who walk the line and entirely too many that falter

I see a broham with a brew playing beer pong—a causeless rebel
Whose G.P.A. is substancially lower than his blood alcohol level
I see the effect that Kent State has on universities prohibiting weapons
I see the effect of feminism; on-campus feminists object to the word freshman
I see ignorant, indignant liberals and conning conservatives on campus ignored by the cynics
Yeah, I see exorbitant amounts of money being wasted on students modifying their Honda Civics
I see very few individuals who came here to learn, think, and overstand
I see musically ignorant masses who still listen to The Dave Matthews Band
I see Campus Crusade For Christ oblivious to the actions of Pope Urban and Pope Pius
I see the reason why Bill Hicks wanted to hunt down and kill Billy-Ray Cyrus
There’s monikers whose physical manifestation of their ego’s would confuse astronomers
And cats lapped by kilometers cause they can’t see anything beyond their computer monitors
What is it with an inexplicable attraction to a false medium?
I came here to be educated in reality and in class I’m confronted with tedium
With the usual suspects—a motley assortment of high school rejects
And it makes me wonder how they’re here and my friends lives are saddled with high school regrets
Cause at least they’d laugh when they saw a broad with a sleek shirt that said “Very Kissable” thinking she’s a unique individual 
and (directly behind her) is a woman wearing a shirt that said “Very Huggable” which us Norristown cats would translate in our streets as “Very Muggable”
I see a hippie with a bong trying to scrape out the resin, an adult woman acting like a prepubescent, a convalescent, a seemingly happy individual who owes it to anti-depressants, someone staring out at the night sky full of stars and a fertile crescent, and look—I see Steve Turner, East Norriton Middle School agent provocateur legend!
I see cats who don’t venture out into the real world—they’re too busy bread and buttering assignments
On the flipside I see cats whose number one priority in life is bustin’ some hymens
I see a happy couple laying in each others arms staring at a new dawn
With college maintenance personnel standing opposite filling potholes in their lawn
Check it—there’s a mockingbird that satirically sung a song
It’s a soundtrack to the intoxicated broad who stumbled along
And then public safety rolled up, the citation was met with amazement
And a checkbook, which is the only means to balance that equation
(Although her dad is a doctor, so presumably he could treat that patient)
I see a guy going for a BS business degree who would be better off studying masonry
I see a left-wing female walk around town and sneer at the pro-life agency
I see Republican townspeople disparaging the liberal Universities adjacency
And I see apolitical college partyers slamming beers and yelling, “This is the place to be!”
I’m in a bar that’s thick with noise and a squire telling patrons to pick their poison
I see a table populated by students fettered in drag
Another by a gang star with a veteran rag
And still another by a man whose truck proudly displays the Confederate flag
Students studiously ignoring the homeless cause they wanna be the ones cradlin’ the Coronas
I see misogynists arguing with feminists and wonder why they don’t find common ground and both just admit they like penis
I see a man standing on a corner with a four foot placard showing an aborted fetus
And its funny because he’s the type that when the son of God returns he’d end up re-crucifying Jesus
I see someone trying to make sense of it all while swingin’ on a swingset
A rebel without a pause contemplating life over a cigarette
And a spider weaving a silken tapestry with its spinnerrettes
And these brief moments of lucidity and former clarities is as good as it gets
Because these Zapruders paint a portrait of people building futures—and when you think about it it’s a curt monument to Kurt Vonnegut
How about that for an absurdity? Yeah, welcome to West Chester University
