piss on ya corpse, damn right im my own boss/

leave ya dead across to the north ya grew moss//

fire rap to ya head son, yea we the spark heaters
smash ya girls from the back, we called wife beaters
im a villain, my index brolic fuck a pushup mayne

set off 2 rounds hit harder than ya entire knuckle game

wit no remorse I do dirt, damn right im my own boss

best cop a lawyer, fuckin around and ya life ill divorce
and ya know it hurts like salt in ya wound hoe/
like ether, that shit that makes ya soul burn slow//
No?everything you say amuses me G/
you sound more like a banshee on the mic than an MC//
stop screamin in ya raps son, we know ya bluffin/
you a deer cauht in the headlights, stop huffin n puffin//
mumbling about something in verse wit no significance
how you gonna represent and not even know what you meant//
cause truthfulla ya know who you be isnt half as ill as me/
even if you caught asbestos lung from falling building debris//
spread my theory wit a blast when the 12 guage cough

if I cant go far wit the masses ill hit em wit a sawed off
when i coem thru, none of yall fuckin wit this/
blast thru like sonic, sixteen bit geneis/
bible myths...send ya down to teh depths of abyss/
you all neutral like the swiss, believe me thats a diss//
thats right faggot, you aint going nowhere/
ill smash ya nose and leave ya brain beyond repair//
doctor'll wish they coudl prenounce ya dead, shits foul/
reduce ya midn to a child, i call that my coma style//
its so sad man that i had to bring some flowers/
not for you but ya girl, the winners take whats ours//
everything you own will be mine, not visca versa/
ill have ya bitch dressin muslim, rockin a burka//
so think twice faggot before ever fuckin wit me/
this aint a school yard punk son this is b.saliski
freak that, ya games gone, no we dont see that/
break thru ya smoke and mirrors make believe raps//
rock heavily like we was sniper marines/
unlike ya wannabe analog socom fiends/
spit hard in it, these rap bastids be startin it/
cmin atme sideways like they bossin it//
gun delirious, ya herbs just cant be serious/
just started listening to this shit, now ya curious//
on what beef is,you can feel it in ya zone//
like i just kicked in the door waving fo fo's in ya home//
you's an insecure bitch playing an actors game/
but you aint tom hanks, youll win no oscar nor no fame//
so watch what ya say and what ya claim lame/
or ima rip outcha veins and make it reign pain//
america - over jay-z "dead presidents"

land of the free,so called, yet notiously

rippin thru rival crews like we all we can be

broken bottles on concrete, the poor and debris

cant make it anymore without a college degree

unless life turns into a hustle, anotehr everyday struggle

dead presidents in the end all we like to snuggle....   with

stuck in a dead end placement we eventually commit

to a nine to five, more paper if its non legit

blood money, monopolies, stolen properties

its what this country's been built on, aint no stoppin these

but who cares...it just furthers the cause

i eat, you eat, fuck the rico and rockerfeller laws

all we want is our booze and chill wit out crews

hit the clock on snooze and have our own views

get paid like jews, we do our damn thing sonny

thats why in america, we do one thing, get money!

i take my work very seriously, dont believe me
takes twenty hours to make my best of jay-z cd

scholastically, I am drastically

the illest cracka on the mic, aint no one passin me
even when i fall off, youll never be sicker than be

catch a case of diabetes and you lookin sugarey
scholastically, I am drastically

the illest cracka on the mic, aint no one passin me

i rep bloodlust dustblunts, and that paralyzin spit

leave ya numb for six months on some suicide shit
we turbo graphic splatter house full tone havoc

vivid, explicit, forgive us lord we live it

doomed from the beginning, like adam and eve

I deceived devievers, taught satan tricks up his sleeve

I break bread wit gods, demons, gangstas and thieves

Unconcieveable themes you cannot comprehend or believe
Heed my words sonny, it is what it is
Cause what I prefer aint funny, death to ya kids

I Walk wit a slight lean from the weight of my heat

Guaranteed Timb boots rockabye ya ass to sleep

Right terms leave corpses ripe for nightworms

If nice, cremate ya life, confined to an urn, I yearn

To brutalize, victimize, shank out despised eyes

left for hells riverride dumb, deaf and blind
im so uncut raw, Columbians fear bringing their coke to my door

first things first, im all about the cash rule

from gold, crdit, coins, pounds, dollars and jewels

everything around me literally revolve around B
aint noone in this world coppin weight or respect for free
plan to be the be the million dollar champ like dibiasi

kickin balls out ya hand, own skyscrapers in gotham city
that’s the plan, to shake ya hand, steal land like old white man
jacked the city for 24 dollars knowing they aint understand
king bee in a kingless world, my greed takes hives
even the government fears and yet respects my drive

resent how I present my legal intent
be like the mob’s contractors I shall represent in cement

the core of my flow don’t come from my drawer anymore
so much coming in when I’m old ya whole steez I ignore

cause when its all said and done I will die with a grin
laughter stems from all the money I been calculatin and makin

FEEL GOOD

Fuck this shit, im def the illest

In Bg history none of you can feel this

Originally from the Staten Island Rock

A straight takeover like jay Z did nas

Everyone worth a mention in this place can suck dick
Yes! absoltlesy everyone unless u reppin my click
I spit relentless so you gotta admit
that Be Saliski is without a doubt be the sick

est MC that can come down and wreck ya town
I rip em like the shredder in all forms do I set frowns
Planned religiously to end up being world renown

Hash, jmil, and I ?uess slimp po can just sit down
I rep double you’s like the clan in all of my raps

Thatsv twice the man that you are, double metaphor for ya saps

Understand that if you can but I know you wont

Cause im a smart ass from the start of my life, that’s y what I say is set in stone

YO I feel good, especially when the drums hit

one single strike will just leave ya lost for life

Like jesus Christ walkin thru the dessert 40 days and 40 nights

Ill run thru a pack of 6 to 12 and catch a case quickly

Just give me a few hours and ill devour ya cowards weekly
I scar lives wit pencils, pens and marbled books

You overlook from the sky before I arrive at the hook

Shook beyond doubt leavin sessions you stressed

On how ya style don’t impress while mine cause Cardiac arrest

Generic punchlines, wit a jigga flow, nuttin you say is worthwhile

You should just be a comedy act cause all I can do is smile

Atcha faggot ass, please just stop being hostile about now

Mind ya p’s and q’s and the proper use of verbs and vowels

terrorist wordplay cause 747sto be grounded to JFK
Safety messure to protect, code red all day everyday

Until they find a way to shackle me down and throw me in the cage

Wage war on any being that steps on the stage

Ya dreams of gettin cream like the supreme team 

Ends when I suspend ya lisence to rhyme under my regime

Hope that made it clear like crystal to you on what I have done

I son you wit sunfire, you couldn’t generate heat wit a gun
When I stroll thru ya town the population drops
You can tell by the Increased sale of Burial plots
Cause me and the reaper been keeping it real for years
Watch heads blow when words shoot thru their ears
Rock more live niggas than Rock Marciano
Did he just say that? yea and I never change my ammo
Alien caliber that destroy ya whole frame
Tearin you up as the verse whistle out my name
Be. Saliski, bars of steel, yours cant dent mine
Damage proof my physical straight made of tephlon
My lanuage is scary, haunting lyricism

To get rid of my ass ya gon need more than an exorcism
Man down, heavy heat but cant make a sound

Balboa gats so ill straight Drago ya skull now
you dieing for my shit mentally and physically

now its time for XXXXX to come and rip shit instead of me

knock knock yes im back for another shot at the track
To make it mine, even tho I produced this smack

Its diesel right? as I ride the beat

You start tripping off lyrics no need for acid sheets

Abstract and com-plete, I silence the lambs

But only thru slaughter, Blood lay on my hands

I spread plagues iller than aids.RIP

Start makin funeral arrangements, you can also see me

That’s how I make my money, first I sell my raps

Then death touches you, and I get paid to bury ya ass
Most of the time the pocket stays fat and im rich

When I go broke spit 16 and dig another ditch

That’s it, ya’ll faggots really wanna fuck wit me

I’ll have ya screamin holy shit hidin ya face in ya hoody

This just the intro, broadcasted in anolog and digital 
Almost forgot, this the spot, listen for the lable it pivotal
Im a hustla for knowledge and stackin my wealth

You just dreamer, a complete fabrication of yaself

Slang therapy I use cruise past the meters
Got no love for scooters, cant trust the skeeters

Herb status

Hold on let me park my shit just like ghost

the most abusive, sick yet shining like a diamond
wanna eat for cheap, ill introduce ya to ramen/rhyming
Tear thru emcees as I bust thru their hymens

People stay doing what I say and the names not simon
Bomb like muslims in the name of mohommad
fuse lyrics straight, flow need to fix the timing
4 3 2 1 lots of money in embalming

cause death is certain, and that’s all we got in common

im chess and u in check, king me like Tutankhamen

attack all ya senses even my words will be blinding

crime ends… go for the next assignment
another one done, skating by chea we be grinding

thru all ya’ll I can take the heat like a fireman
apocalyptic, 911 you be dialing

like cappadon, the whole wardrobe stay stylin
murderious melodies, you can say I play the violin/violent
ground zero playground

slimpadon n bill maxed out on production

ya status certified herb and shit is discustin

Got no love for scooters, cant trust the skeeters

Herb status

Heaterz verse

Spawn of the new age, I keep rap heads afraid

Of Catchin the beast and lettin me outta the cage

They used to think caucasion wasn’t part of the equation

Now nuttin can stop the grime rhyme invasion

When im around, im found Guilty of sound

Cause I make death fun like a Ground zero playground
Times twelve, ya know I rebelled in hell

Devil thinks of me everytime he hears the ringing bells

Just a broken shell, didn’t even get a farewell

Prolly cause I took him down, broke his atoms and split the cells
Punked that bitch like I was Constantine

Im mean… quick to dead then resurrect ya team

Do it again, it’s a hobby not a trend

know where ya children are? its about 10 pm

cause I patrol the goal and take control

shoot on me and ill take ya soul to the hole

talk shit to me and ill beat ya ass in the park

try to fight BE youll serve ya sentence in the dark

once upon a time this shit was all untold

fuck your enthusiasm, ill curb ya soul

Jesus water walked the Dead Sea but I can surf the waves

No board just a trick I learned living out my days

Crime pays in and out in any and all ways

Fuck gun play I rock the ol fashion razorblades

Gem star regime hidd in the jaw at the seem

Scar thru ya team, liquor rich blood I fiend
Stay true to my being, always find what I mean

Pen inks my dream to the pad, recreate the scene

Others lack my wrath to catch the mass appeal

Never sell out my self for a record deal

Just repeat the real so everyone can catch the highlights

So bright I shine like the sun in the night
I’m a hustla for both knowledge and stacking my wealth

you just a dreamer, a complete fabrication of yaself

Hall of fame batting average, big swing and you missed
Herbs do it like that and we do it like this….
HOOK

Straight corrupt wit dumb luck like Mackie on The Shield

Had god scream holy shit, man speaks how he feels
Depends if my mood is certified asshole or not
Act hard and ima have to shake up the whole plot
Scust in my mind due to snitches in PD
Only thing worse in my eyes is IAD ya see
Because even in my crew we all look out for each other

Don’t have to watch behind cause we all backed by our brothers

Each take it upon ourselves that white label stay ill

Sick enough to cause cancer like the Great Kill Landfill

and that’s where I reign from even if I stay in nj
might rest my head here but new york is where I prey

on emcees foolish enough to stake a claim

on how their careers be taking off stayt spittin the same

bullshit since day one guilty but no blame

embarrass ya legacy make the govt change ya name 

HOOK

change form and storm like deceps  when I warn
press reset on ya life like a christian reborn

im torn… between worlds and who to trust

go about things the right way or live life unjust?

Its just a must that I do me for what I’ll become

Never fall down to hell and dwell amongst the scum

take what you want, this is the land of the free

but ya soul up for chance when you try to Ice-Be

impossible it seems, you cant defy the odds

cause I set ‘em , if broken you’ll meet wit my squads
violent unintentially, I work my time for digits

conquer land like napoleon just I’m not a midget
time stay personified by cash and lives in my rhyme

always be around to jack that which mine

and the nerve of some out in my court and demand a price

take a gamble with ya life, shoot the dice
best cop a disguise luck vasnished wit snake eyes

its funner when yur a runner, that I advise
drape yaself in colors and start repping a known set

bleed blue or red, don’t matta crabs and slobs stay wet

Saliski is my title and the name I was birthed
Be stand for Bobby but not Digi for what its worth

ruthless beyond doubt in what I do

transcend the signals, up the power, this my debut

tick…tock… seven thirty on the clock
ya time is up, get this shit poppin on the block
no more hearin bums brag about they glocks
cause I took it ol school and smashed they shit wit a rock
wanna be black but you yellow, aint hard like steal

im a villain

my index brolic fuck a pushup mayne

set off 2 rounds hit harder than ya knuckle game

knock out ya teeth smashin the burner in ya mouth

cock the hammer back, pull and spread blood on the couch

knee caps blast off, this the first priority

get em begging for they life picture my authority

i roam in a realm of heavy heat where bullets spray

bucking at me ill have ya living a reverse good day

i grew up gangsta from when WU told me to PROTECT

the dirty bird blast collapse the base of YA NECK

hate when dealers talk shit then wanna be my friend

mix the coke wit their blood and make red snowmen

80sCrackRAP
bring it back like coke rap circa 84

theme is crack, black gat, and cash galore
white gold was told to hold power on the globe

but low and behold there was a new rock to be mold

vials stayed filled, fiends stole to cop a piece

robbing from fam grandma to their young niece

setup shop, no stick up kids or theifs
got beef, jam the jammy right through ya teeth

wonder what a brain looks like beneath the bone

wanna be a smart ass and ya knowledge get blown
Seis all you need ice down anything that move

trigger happy at ya nikes, get down and groove

wit the boom of the blast and the light of the spark

reminds me of a nightclub when the party start

so raw Columbians look at my powder and stammer

don’t bake pies wit soda but Im armed wit hammers
plan to roll down south deal wit bammas

country grammer hicks better mind they manners
cause I steal from the rich and feed the poor
not quite robin hood im an entrepenuer

no need to hide shipments from a rival drug dealer
paid Op. prime to be my 18 wheeler

if pulled over, he lust for combat
trust is a must, gave me megatrons gat

blastin shots, killin cops

the loss of rocks equal plummet of my stocks

a new breed of gangsta, anything to stay rich
no morals, send infants to god speakin gibberish

certified in death I know where ill dwell

guaranteed to bunk in the devils cell in hell

he wanna chat and be my friend
off my dick faggot or to heaven ill send

stand ground on my real estate, they call me crack abbot

flip keys fast as rabbits to support my liquor habit

stick up men turned kids in a quick flash

give it up fast wit the cash or receive shotty blast

jam the burner in ya mouth and knock out some teeth
smart guy in ya head, lets see what lies beneath
efore my time, called the white powder era

born 7 into the decade, after crack was the terror

just a buncha scared fiends lined up on my block

kinda like pacman just the dots is crack rock
creating def jams to go murk the president
TAME1 – SuperBad

Im a bad man wit even worse intention

Creating def jams to go murk the president

Beyond the beer bottles that litter my home

Lies a fucked up being, lil demented in the dome

Grimey enough to shank ya kid or ice ya bitch

gone as far as suicide that I make ya commit
straight sinister like mister, I never stop

10 body all ministers, lie on the conscious of my glock

but he don’t care…and either do i….

no remorse wit mothers in my face askin me why

straight sinner in the past up to my death

nuttin gets me higher than the smell of alast breath

yes, a rebel straight to the cause

im my own world, fuck girls I rape laws

take ya chances in the sea and swim wit jaws

aint no cleansing without water, bloodbath off shores
keep comin back for another attack

aint slanty eye asian but I lacerate cats

do my work dirty wit a rusty screwdriver

but my game needs no tetnus shot, leave no survivors
contracts on lives that mean shit to me

as long as they pay ill slowly bleed ya girls pussy

dry to the bone wit no regrets till she moan

pull a salisk the ripper tear at the flesh till unkown

go to sleep bitch knowing you die in pain

and I act quite normal, you conversate wit insane

Live n let learn
Only speak shit I been thru, never been one to talk
Shy away from mine rhyme hit like hbo after dark
This a punchline game, built on fury, fuck a pain

Speaking from the heart so you can inject my vein-
Is hard… never got like that

but my word is bond and never contradict a fact

I strived for perfection before god created the past tense

What I say is gospel, soul crafted a little dense
Always planned to succeed to reign on those above

Doing whatchu gotta do like getting the bitch ya love

That’s real and understood from the burbs to the hood

No one taste the top without givin all they could

Don’t know what to say, toungue tied words no unity

Fell prey to what I never thought I would, fuck a immunity

My downfall’s the lust for power, thought money could quench
Wrote this on a cold new york day sittin on  a park bench

Second 8

Live life and learn, speak whatcu feel
Hit em wit the real, moments you reveal
Lord tempt us in our time wit the material objects 

But who knows in this world what bound to come next

Only speak shit I been thru, never been one to talk

Used to live on the island, certified shack in new york

You Wanna talk about projects, well we had no bathtub

Roaches and rodents crawl no matter how hard mom scrub
But no complaints, it was home. Left to jersey to start over
Things got better, had luck from my 4 leaf clover

Until my father couldn’t move and workmans comp start

proudest man in the world body couldn’t keep wit his heart

tried his best to keep things from me and family
caught asbestos in the lung, cancer it may turn eventually
and that’s why I strive in this world for perfection
take his wisdom and guidance and set my direction

give his child his best that’s why im ressurectin

the opposite path, manual labor to knowledge infectin
walk on past that shit, from that bitch I love

all the way thru fast time, live life and learn thereoff
spread my theory wit a blast when my 12 guage cough

cant go far wit the masses so I hit wit a sawnoff

rapper so I rock the sawnoff on stage

hate euro herbs but love the brew under the green cap

go cheap rep some schafaer ---"where brooklyn at"

NAUTILUS

Hit hard and rip cords, give a shit bout ya mic
Fuck you on both ends, no homo or dyke
Aint a dreamer cause I know what ima hit

Do this for fun, never trade cash for the spit

Yoda I pull backawards I speak
come out of nowhere, yea son we stunnin/

backblast keep ya rival rap crews running//
im a villain, my index brolic fuck a pushup mayne

set off 2 rounds hit harder than ya entire knuckle game

RZA-DEDICATE

Yo son…. I had crazy visions

Dreamed of my team locked down up in them prisons
Dying in the system, the belly of the beast

That’s why we parole violate and disturb the peace

To prevent the need to get on the grizzly

Been there, done that, im tired of it g
we cold, stick you wit icesickels when we roll
Cross us like jesus and we’ll take ya soul

Old fashioned, dotn rock my kangol backwards

never follow trends, I create em unlike u cowards
plan to start shit, business on the clock

the block need to know that its time ock
hit em wit raw whether it be lyric or coke

both uncut, gotchu having a stroke

asking me for a verse is smart in my mind

give ya dirty shit a real good spit shine
modern day moses the way I rip mcs in half

fuck shots of liquir I drink gallons of blood

took a gat to my mouth and lit myself up

cause it tastes good, now you wnana get busy?

I eat my gun for fun, rounds keep me dizzy

A modern day moses on how I can part an m-c

Mayhem my degree, death just a specialty

the flash of a glance can stop you where ya stand

Frozen while son point the heat like pyramids in sand

Filter thru garbage that wanna rise on top

Shit stink like ya lyrics, surprised u get props

Hit you up like PAC but u wont front on me BIG

Epitome of gangsta, merk u ,ya wife ,and ya kids

The end like apocplips now, anti-C vs Christ
Handicap match, fuck them up, im too nice

Wit all these rappers runnin around actin a bitch

dont know wether to pull out my gat or pull out my dick
Idk wether to pull my gat our or pull my dick out, cause us a bitch

Temperature rising start, melt the polar ice caps

My burner gonna cause global warming if I keep hittin cats

Dead u like winter

GOD OF RAP

Gonna have to up the heroin flow of this smack

Quicker than I could down a whole twelve pack

Faster than Jackie joyner kersey ran the track

Dumb down my lyrics so I can cop a plaque
But never that, I wont sit, cant commit

To makin wack hits that I call tabloid spit

On some seating room only but cannot sit

When it change up and hit, crowd go ape shit

On some 4 times 4 syllable mess I roll

Dig underground and riot out of control

Come up on the scene go everywhere in town

Amp up lives like 5.1 world surround sound

Hold crown, and king me new like the spring

Dead crews like winter, Fall last season u cant cling

Just slam and bang crazy shit like a drummer
Create a hit, this is my “Dear Summer”

RITE WHERE U STAND

I can see shit clearly, no need for fiber optics

Salty em-seas/emcees spittin watered down topics

Now it more important to have shit bang in the whip

Drums over words, no hot beat? track skip

Originality no more, army of AF1’s and white t’s

Who needs albums with mixtapes on the streets

More rappers than fans, all try and come at the mic

Spittin the same tale, they drug kingpins and nice

Eighty percent hype, ya image make ya tight
Compared to what I knew, this is “95-lite”

I don’t fuck wit r’n’b garbage from sesame street

You can be number 1 on ya sing song Atari beats

They say it was founded on the party scene to solve
Problems in the hood, but it just devolved
Into a sideshow, epitome of a corporate takeover

Fuck video hoes, ya jesus piece and the ranger rover

fuck the planet im stretching beyond

Strong as steel, withstand temperatures beyond

In the heat you hardboil, so stop egging me on

Easy to crack and under pressure you fold
So start Manning up or you’ll be too old for gold

Kicking and screaming like a colt, the image you painting

Never in my rhyme a rock a corny punchline

Just rock fiends in the face, tell em to walk the fine

So nasty I put porn bitches to shame

When I eat mc’s I down wit the liquir

DON BEAT

My jobs to hit hard like that symbol of Christ on the cross

when it translates in minds of those who call god the boss

if a image worth a thousand words than what would be the cost

of one Saliski verse where the meaning never lost

realism unmatched with Webster’s vocab to play

pen inks a better picture than ya favorite painter any day

feel it ya sphere the means to travel new frontier
whether subject is life, goals, or threats to everything you hold dear

ahead of my time, I truly take it back to the future

from the 80s to the O’s, got more styles than kama sutra

the Delorean suped up and no you cant borrow 

cause the past is history and I straight up murdered tomorrow

Accept what I give you, present is now not later
Thick with the accent, haters need a translator
Just admit my spit hit submit and quit

goal to have ya scream holy shit from the wit I emit
WOOD BETONY DOOM

What has to be done to make the world see son/sun

Eclipse the sky and cloud the judgement of everyone?

Ignite the night, shine like the star but more bright

Heal blind men’s sight with this lyrical might

I think I gotta do that cause what im hearin is wack

My 16 bar verse VS ya 16 shot gat jack

This could have gone down however way you wanted it

But I lacerate wit the tongue on some knife to gun fight shit

Oh yes I dare… and infact I call your bluff

You have never owned heat or felt the ring of steel cuffs

And either have I, neither plan or need to

Rep’s wild like animals, so welcome to the zoo

Never been caught, a mastermind of situation

If you did what you say, you’d be on an iron vacation

Locked for life, couldn’t get away if you planned

Cause Forensikz prosecutin, whole existence you scammed
COLOR SONG

full color tv blast sattelite broadcast

sky crips aqua lung low contrast

pinstripes clear sky cripped god name in vain/vein

aqua lung hypnotic drown life pill sustain 
hot pepper rivers of blood and firey flame
stop sign to hell, we Clifford stomp the elmo campaign
chinky eyed make pissed killer bees rise like sun

mr blond pijama binannas yield, cowards taxi run

pure like winter, rich cocaine snow polar bears

milk paper to the big house clouded wit old hairs
SIN CITY

To that man in 5-0 to whom this may concern

When will you learn my gunplay catches more burn

More experience in this, proof to you wit the scars

Not scared of prison, I stay rhyming in these bars

welcome to candyland u snow white fiends

snortin coco flour, cop it by any means

Pushin candy-cain , and what would ya know

Every bitch in the hood got a sweet tooth for blow

I wanna fuckin kill shit, tired of you people

Family to friends, right now you all about equal

Broken promises that come and go like money

Which im still owed, getting played like a dummy

Had it up to the NECK, YO you better respect

Like Rodney, essence of WU so go PROTECT

Flaming burnt out, wanna fire bomb the house

Now I know why average man beat their spouse

Alcohol induced, but its still the syrum of truth

Make me wanna slug on faggots like my name was babe ruth

I fuckin dare any of you listening on ya ipods
To step to me, mad enough to make god

Fall back, fuck everyone of you cats
I sound repetitive? Fade to black

And hide wherever you go cause this is not a track

It’s a statement of death, lawyer inked in black

Saying no you wont, well I bet I will

Dare those of you out there coppin appeals

My fam is home to where hate was grown

Fuck gun shots, bare hand crush ya dome
And smash that shit into the fuckin ground

Until the skull collapse and brain leaks the sound

Of clashing bone and concrete, im never complete

Until the reapers satisfied wit my tally on the streets

You got no idea what im about to do

Fuck ya crew, be in i.c.u. when im done, im true

Swear the oathe and lie so the lord can judge me

Merk him and his son, holy ghost cant haunt thee

Strike me down faggot, give me a heart attack
I spit on ya jew, christian, and muslim artifacts

For fuckin me up and making me so sincere
Im getting explicit wit lyrics, parental sticker is near

Fuck you both also you shady motherfuckers

Lied every step of the way, I curse you like truckers

and that boy who knows he modern day oscar the grouch

these threats are real, no more tapping and you going “ouch”

yur my brother, but I hate you more than anyone

everything you said and did just cant be undone

dead to me like graveyards filled wit corpses

don’t even think of letting you live, devil forgive

scribing that shit beyond school system knowledge

text booking lies, so called higher learning in college

so follow me son leaders of the new tribes

questing to stop questionable radio vibes

rhyme cold winter snow, flow slick like ice

like ricky d, eye patch blind, 1 snake eye on the dice
too old for childish shit like this here

but cant go back and kindergarten them blocks dear
beyond norm shit, tested out in the form

of nasty nas illmatic boom bapping in dorms

we common sense not street smart, wood stakin the heart

opening doors for the encore, first need to start
breathing deep and exhaling verbs that ill

plan on waking the dead like presidents on twenty dollar bills

aware in this world that all odds are against
knowing the people on offense my 6th sense of defense

im the prez on the phone, world waring the plans

or the man switch boarding, AT&T’n them scams

the hustler on the block letting the diesel sell itself

the grocery store clerk stacking veggie cans on the shelf 

how bout the school teacher reading lies out of a book
or the author of the text selling lines like a crook
billionaire monopolizing quality product on a whim

the airess spending benjamins, anorexic and slim

homeless and having to lie to cop a bottle of vodka

elderly woman, by herself crying her eyes in a rocker

non existent god, but there is no him just me
i am a crowd, we are we, them, us and many
gestopoed out, gas ya fam up, only to torch the flame
banking like accountants, social securing numbers wit names
pathologic liar with plenty of tales, lies, and fibs

But fuck all them, I think im just a poor college kid
The alpha and omega, womb birth to death first breath

Life penned in between lines and behind bars from the left
Wish to be righteous but the air always blows off course
That why we take it back to the matrix and return to the source
Change up the system, break down and reform the convicts

My influence is sick, tongue sling drugs I addict

The sword don’t bend, the liquid word twists minds till tomorrow 

Whispers when backs turned, amateurs acting, well the star know

Cause when the clock strike and shit has finally hit the fan
On my signal hell unleashed, you just do what you can
talking realms unexplored, not even fear will go there

and wont care cause I play these cards solo like solitaire

can never lose cause there aint nothing to give away

like the genius said on “living in the world today”
Survey say yes and by no means do I wanna burst ya bubble
But if ya game stay the same you in some serious trouble

Causing ruckus, anything to get their fix

But it still troublesome a decade later in 06

Even if you cut out my tongue ill haunt you as a ghost writer
Possess new emcees wit the influence of a power that higher

+supernatural+

Just a mind boggle flip but no one protecting our tomorrow

Quick to dead ya religion like they killed Christ on a cross

Go ahead and pray to ya god, even he calls me the boss

Feel Like Home (Chris)

I feel a little antsy when the alcohol dries up

A complete mind fuck when body fiends for a cup

But no luck, im stuck, makes me ready to bust

On those foes below, I turn that ass to dust
Cause it pop, crackle, and snap, and I aint talking bout beats

We city dwellers, those urban gorillaz that roam the streets

too advanced, we already populized what you do tomorrow
bout to repossess whatchu got cause I didn’t say you could borrow

you stay cookin up shit in the heat and you bitching

well the rights bout to burn you out, so step outta the kitchen

and you wrong country grammer bammas crunking up songs

cats don’t even got running water, how you gon fuck wit the strong

still dirt roading so watch me pave the way
but lots of green spent on a diamonds for the teeths display

land where you divorce ya wife and she still ya sister

won the war before, and history repeats itself mister

shoot the J!

like the excacalibur to king author it sits at my side

if you ready plug it and lets enjoy the ride

cause every word an adventure cause when i spit it unreal

the real power to the people arise when words hits teh steel

when i grip the handle of this weapon i speak

cock back the elbow and and set off shots to the weak

and it hits loud and hard wit the boom as the bass

depending if i wanna battle, guaranteed go red in the face

cant hear you, your voice cant translate behind them bars

yous like a convict faggot, take the dick outcha jaw
Grandmasters intro

Street light dimming no line skimming

Fuck whatchu heard, I don’t care, these the new beginnings

Merked out and colored purple when diesel touchin veins

Numb to death, just a number cause we don’t fuck wit  no names

A tally, a statistic, bum status rocking

Like homeless shelters full of those whos clock be tick tockin

Midnight sparks those alive who rhyme in the parks

Cipher city blacked out like dope fiends in the dark

Speaking of valleys of death, I been thru the canyons
Known to scare men, turn bitch like there companions
blank slates of hate leave bodies chalked at cheap rates
green paper as bait fishing for weak mind states

always a bite and always a catch which equals a story to tell
aint no wonder crime rise in the summer cause the heat remind me of hell
that’s why churches stay full, people pray and tend to waste their breath
wishing for the opposite and wantin something better then death

aint no wonder cats wanna believe in heaven cause it hot here in hell

basics is no longer shelter, clothing, water and food
its to rule the world, own bricks of boy and girl before life conclude
chris song
speakin of crime, I don’t wanna know ya face or know nuttin

cause just something can lead ya heart cold flow rupturing

bleed diesel and spread my dope life all over the easels

that’s why cats overdose on salisk, I dead babies like measels
a germ for which science has not come wit a cure
bitches pull pulp fiction scenes spazzing on raw

just a unqiue view for what I do and what I will speak
son crews every Sunday just to start the new week
im the reason rza resurrected the empty head mentally dead
blood and dirt

Slower bellismo

my eyes are off the skys and fixated upon the prize

hold green by any means, clutch cream when I die

lifes a gamble, get rich but never show your cards

got the ace up my sleeve to be the richest g in the graveyard

blueprints all set but im building up slowly

no rush to pass inspection and hit the clouds that holy

take my time for the shine, never put my life on the line

cause it takes to make, no need to compromise the design

yet theres a lot more to life than the bank account

fam and friends, a good chick who don’t stress its amount

but things change, especially people and their loyalties gone

too many fair weather friends disapear in the storm

but we keep on moving to keep ya head up and stride

yet inside i understand why people would rather drink and drive

that fast track tempting but leave the submittin to simps

cause in the end lifes just a bitch that im gonna pimp

milk it for everything it got and worth and turn that white to cream
holding that blue ball in my hand, son I don’t have dreams
that’s my philosophy, real truth, positive non fiction

aint got a restriction it’s the future, I don’t do predictions
quick to dead thoughts that wanna stop my tomorrow
need to quit numbing my mind, shoulda a long time ago

but that’s real its my shield cause I aint hard as steel
strive for perfection, not just a motto, its my ideal

defines me it’s the creed to push on and succeed
if I can bless words on anyone I pass that to the seeds
up in this all or nuttin cant hold back something

cause the stakes is high only content with a trump win
loyal to the cause and even if I mostly stay to myself

I’ll journey for three and the kid who keeps me off the shelf

lets get on with this and make and watch as I display my way
rhyme just turned into an essay I aint got no more to say

cause the current generation lost, aint noone unique

straight corrupt-son

heat nazi used on jews

got my buttons undone years before it was pop to button up

I make beats so I can get to sleep at night

Write lines in rhyme to open minds

THE LABLE

The lable built off weed smoke, dollars, beer bottles, sins

Construction timbs and greatness measured in wins

During the length of the rule, Never took an L

Passed it straight to BC cause son burns more than hell

Violence moves in silence, birds catch wind and use their feathers

But I Rather stick to my craft of gluing music together

Cause I can both tap the drums or crack a kid in the jaw

Don’t matter cause each impact liable to keep peeps on the floor
Im the reason rza resurrected the empty head mentally dead
a rook with a team of pawns checkin to overthrow the dark king ahead 

so fuck gun flexing, its your mind that let you conquer the game

but anyone can blow out your brain, even morons with no aim
taken down to their level real quick with a lead lobotomy

a better probability than your chances of winning the lottery

thats why I sounds like a genius and purposely get retarded
both worlds mastered and its clear that I have no scars hid
EFLAG HOOK

We Can do it anywhere, MTV to pirate radio

And Don’t even care, from pc to home stereo

Voice pressed on white lable, no date of release
Bootleg my own album, too broke to pay sampling fees

Fled the cuckoos nest, learned to fly

And if it came between me and you and who would wreak more havoc

Im bricking quick like shit from a goose and your NY city traffic

When guns chatter, blood splatter and whole crews scatter

Dead the whole hood if the pays good, no it don’t matter
If I sin in the presence of woman and children

Cause bitches are evil and lil boys all grow to be men

When the black hole stares, end the facade
Focus now on the white of my eye, make peace with god
Just the flash of a glance can stop you where ya stand

Frozen while son\sun point the heat like pyramids in sand

Hell bound cause heaven is shook of my shell rounds
Ear drum collapsing screams got all dogs howling at the pound
From sidewalks of concrete to locked down bars of steel

But only in one of them prisons can you pick ya last meal
Know the deal, ill show you how to really get wet in the rain
Cant see in the dark or hear Gunfire muffled by the train
stare thru the blood shot eyes, stacking visions
religions cashed in for dead presidential precision

disabling competition makes for a rough transition

but always bizness never personal, the Corleone tradition

by any means, get what is coming to me

cause the weak hold grudges caused by jealousy

i can see right thru so dont tempt me dude

wanna know if my enemies sit at my table and eat my food?

the games like chess, mind over matter

muscles cant cause a mess … when theres no brain to splatter

some ask that are near, want respect or be feared

true bosses use both thats why they never disapeared

live by the gun and die by someone else pullin the trigger
anything to be noticed to make the rep get bigger
as long as the fam is fed and theirs roof over my head

stay doing what i do till i end up dead

this aint a game that we play cause you can end up in a grave
that’s why watch our backs and rock the tools of the trade
fade away or get whats ours in due time

all about cash, that’s why we live this life of crime

Yo son…I had crazy visions

But wit all this paper coming thru, its kinda clouding my decisions

yo i tried to sell these bags to theses fags

they ran down the street now its time to play tag , with mags

who they wit? (It was them kids pushin that raw)

then its time to show them fake scarfaces how to goto war

Nah I think they shook jsut some puss ass crooks

Lets just get them each alone so we cna fuck up there looks

Fuck that, no ones ever gon beat me and live

Take dollars from me, i know... youll kidnap their kids

Infact, you know what, antes been upped,
 give me a quarter bout to phone my man to rape this guys daughter

U can do the dirty work but i want the guy that snatched it

I want no evidene gasoline the house and match it
Ill rock the hatchet and cause their skull to split

But tahts after I teach em agony like this the wu torture skit 

fuck planning it out grab the ak and hop in my whip  (car engine)
what you wanna do? drive by his and straight pop at his crib
i see you wanna do it quick while I inflict the pain

its all the same. As long as they dead I really cant complain

this the house right here wit the door made of wood?

blow it down. (BOOM) Knock knock!? WHAT THE FUCK IS GOOD!
from the alpha to omega, every breath could be the last

when the odds are vast , the choice.. live life fast

and they wonder...why people go off course

crimes the matrix where we live to take it back to the source

but it turn man against man in a fight for the top

the only ones wounded are each other, laughed at by the cops

almost hopeless walking around rocking the poker face

tired of racing for the stars cause you die in space

depressions the hell that dwell when you sit in a cell

when heavens all you got from fucking killin yourself

shooting D to meet god while financing the devil

religion may be a lie but hey... it keeps us level

maybe i should believe, restore hope and prodceed

bleed the greed out my form, get up and exceed

what was ever expected, no more tricks

cause we all know it still troublesome in 2006

