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Crash Bandicoot 

 

 

Like a crate with a question mark 

Hitting my crash bandicoot  

At times I’ve been one note 

Got me on my marvel shit 

I am Groot that’s the route 

 

Wish things at times 

Was all so simple 

In actions and in words 

My thoughts overcrowd 

They absurd 

Wish I could kick them to the curb 

But in it, I learned these words 

 

After I crash out… 

After I lash out… 

Took a knife to psyche 

Leaving me bloody 

Took a gash out 

Finally paying for it 

After I dined on it and dashed out 



Now let me talk you through it 

Experience my crash out 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Off A Whim 
 

 

 

Took time off  

Now I’m back 

Just like an egg 

I had to crack 

Had to step away 

Now I’m the return  

Watch me Mack 

 

Yeah I’m on my mark Morrison 

Espresso Martini 

Yeah that Sabrina I been pouring  

Like a carpenter watch the buildup 

Watch em puddle 

Because when they slip up 

Watching me from the ground 

I’m flying  

Take a trip up 

 

Whim whammie 

Need to book to Miami 

Been right under the edge 



You understand me 

Whim whammie 

street fighter all day 

No character select 

But yall Cammy’s 

 

 

 

 

 



Fun  

 
Took a break 

Just for fun 

Lottery draft pick 

Number one 

Pen game slick 

On a run 

One of a kind 

I’m one of a one 

 

Yeah I’m Mario 

Never Luigi 

Clear vision 

Use a squeegee 

So classic 

A la Beegees 

Don’t be mad  

I can be needy 

 

I need that money 

Need that respect 

And with that 

I get the power 



Lyrics gone in  

Sixty seconds 

I do this shit for hours 

People think this shit sweet 

Leave you on a note that’s sour 

 

Long Island drink of choice 

No wonder I rep the team NY 

Yall think yall do this shit as a profession 

Right now I do this shit for sport 

Conditioning for years  

While many still seem like tryouts 

Been cut too many times 

Now I make the teams 

Yeah you I can buyout 

 

Sparring match 

Just for fun 

I got the belt 

Never bronze 

Check my stats 

I get done 

One of a kind 

I’m one of one 

 



Summa 

 
Last name better 

First name no one 

I’m a chief in this realm 

Wordplay shogun 

Some try to victory lap 

When they need to start a slow run 

Some ain’t even trying  

And that’s just ain’t no fun 

 

If I want a clown  

I’d goto a circus 

Entertaining minimal bs 

I’m not the one that deserve this 

Words feel it in your spine 

My system got you nervous 

 

Paralyzing 

Tantalizing 

Connection was just 

An act of service 

 

Moving through love languages 

Better understand me before you stand me 



Not dealing with kid shit 

Take yourself to the store and buy some candy 

 

On my summa shit 

And that’s all fine dandy 

Time this all over  

You’ll be the one that’s fonna 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



IRL 
 
 
 
 
 
 

IRL 

I’m an entity 

Manifestation 

But less than a deity 

Don’t pray one me 

But pray for me 

Weathering the seasons 

March April May with me 

Most people seasoned 

But I’m Old Bay simply 

 

Too much flavor 

Just enough to savor  

IRL 

Keep the countdown 

Millennial TRL 

I’ve been down always 

Still prevail 

No matter the ship 

Friend or relation 



It still sail 

 

Glasses shining 

MK timepiece 

Mean I got time today 

Leather interior 

Compliment the exterior 

My sport back sits in the driveway 

Too much minutes in the day 

Just know I got time today 

I do this shit IRL 

Insert a coin over here to play 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Still Can’t 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hmmm 

I just had an epiphany 

Unlike Nicki 

Many can’t Minaj with me 

Yeah still can’t fuh with me 

Lotta people got jokes 

All bill Bellamy 

I don’t want any girls 

That want some bills 

Just stay belling me 

 

Calling me like they calling collect 

This flight ain’t connecting 

Just know when I speak  

I keep it direct 

Like Nike  

I keep it a check 

I do it this all day 

No erect 

Put in the Aretha 



I still want the respect 

Put in the Aretha 

Yeah I want the Franklins 

Dealing with these Nick Jrs 

Thinking two different Franklins 

Been doing this for awhile 

Yeah I’m good for a hankering  

 

Good for a hooting 

Good for a hollering 

Don’t drop me a line 

If I wasn’t calling 

Don’t try to brag and boast 

Don’t have the gall and 

I do this for amusement 

You must be this tall and 

And you still can’t fuh 

With me 

The last I recall and ✌🏿 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 

 
 

‘Crash Bandicoot? was inspired by “Crashout”, a song from American artist, Lizzo 
 

‘Off A Whim? was inspired by “Yitty On Ya Tittys (Freestyle)”, a song from 
American artist, Lizzo 

 
‘Fun? was inspired by “Just For Fun”, a song from American artist, Lizzo 

 
‘Summa? was inspired by “Summa Shit”, a song from American artist, Lizzo 

 
‘IRL? was inspired by “IRL”, a song from American artist, Lizzo & American singer 

SZA 
 

‘Still Can’t? was inspired by “Still Cant Fuh”, a song from American artist, Lizzo & 
American rapper, Doja Cat 
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