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Things started out tense earlier in the day when while Jay-Z was discussing his favorite Rocket Power episode with Solange (the one where Uncle Tito is arrested for possession of child pornography), she interrupted to point out he had a booger in his nose. They were getting ready to go to some fancy Hollywood gala or some shit, and probably John Travolta, or at least the dude who kicks rats to death to make his lacefronts, might be there! Solange couldn't have Jay-Z, her best brother-in-law--or her only one, anyway--out here embarrassing himself in front of the star of Look Who's Talking Too, or maybe just his wig-maker, but still! 

 

Jay-Z scoffed, "Excuse me, Solange," (he says "Solange" like So-langj) "but you are being very rude. I was in the middle of saying my haiku to you that I wrote about Uncle Tito's grown man molester titties. Are you unhinged?!"

 

Solange shuddered, "I don't like the way you say my name like that. It makes a bunch of mucus build up in my body and I start identifying with that grody Mucinex snot plug. I start feeling sexual towards him, do you understand?" 

 

Jay-Z was confused, "I don't understand how identifying with someone/thing equates to feeling sexual attraction for them? That doesn't make any sense. I think you should seek mental help. Or at least be completely quiet while I'm talking about Rocket Power and never interrupt me." He smiled. It smelled like sulphur. 

 

Solange was annoyed. Why did Jay-Z always have to be so condescending and talking about Rocket Power all the time? What was his damage? She just wanted them to be cool siblings in law. Why couldn't he fix his lips and face and stop being like this? Why couldn't he get an entire facial removal of his face? Like, why couldn't he pay a huge sum of money to the best plastic surgeon to replace his face with that of someone that Solange would at least like to look at without feeling like yanking the threads out of her chest. You know those threads in your chest? Oh, no? No, Solange doesn't either ha. But how come every time she dreams it's just a floating pile of mashed potatoes with a single needle sliding through it? Solange doesn't even like mashed potatoes. #TeamTaterTots. Or whatever. "You still have a booger in your nose, Jay-Z." 

 

Jay-Z scoffed again, "Why are you calling me by my drag name, So-langj? You know my real lizard name is Edward Scissorhands. Why are you being this way?" 

 

Solange rolled her eyes, "Sorry. Edward." 

 

Jay-Z stomped his feet, whining, "Edward Scissorhands!!"

 

Solange rolled her eyeballs again, and she saw those flaming corpses, but blinked the image away super fast so they couldn't catch her, "Edward Scissorhands."

 

Jay-Z crunched up his face like he was going to cry, but Edward Scissorhands is a robot or some shit I think, so he can't produce tears. Well then how does he have emotions? It'd make more sense if a robot could produce water, then, like, complex ass human emotions. But okay Tim Burton, you dingy white. No amount of Halloween-infused haberdashery will change the fact that you're just a regular degular mayonnaise-eater. What even is mayonnaise?? I bet you know! "What happened to you?" 


