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Copemtcus is a street poet with a guner 
mentaJity-or maybe a saint without a god. He's 
perceptive as hell: acuhural K:onoclastwho uses 
his head and aims tor the gut. And a damned 
slwp wit, too. This is spoken poetry and vocal per
formance with and wtthout an eclectic blend of 
musicaJ accompaniment. Often funny or fasci
~.asin "Thal.amenloiJoaAf> 
pies," so real it hurts. Don't ignore this man. 
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