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When you see me spittin/ the four elements/ your crew slowly start to evacuate the premises/ I’m your mortal nemesis/ your rhymes need work on they’re real life relevance/ my motto is- huh-/ nothing less than excellence/ you just can’t stop me/ I’m the linguistic Rocky/ I rhyme like monsoons/ spit sparks and harpoons/ your rhymes just make me laugh---/ like cartoons/ we put MC’s in dark tombs/ we sharks with sharp tooths/ skilled with art tools/ attack with smart moves/ I’m a soldier for my culture/ a master in modern microphone torture/ I strike like a cobra/ two seconds and it’s over

CHORUS

(scratching)

I leave tongues twisted/ I leave minds lifted/ lyrically gifted/ gimme that mic and watch the way I rip it/ you can’t stop this kid/ I’m taking cats out like my name is Joel Rifkind/ put your mitts up ‘cause I’m the verbal Sonny Liston/ we keep on pimpin/ something different/ learn and listen/ the hip hop savior/ has now risen/ bringing knowledge and wisdom/ I’m like light through a prism in a very dark prison/ forget this system I’ll keep living how I’m living/ bringing truth to the table/ working the angles/ with spray paint cans/ and microphone cables/ we the literal lyrical atoms that bond to keep these four/ elements stable/ all you have to do is just nod your head/ and move when I say so/ I eliminate the hateful/ and bring in the love/ I don’t make music to bang in the clubs/ I make hip hop ‘cause it runs in my blood/ now everybody in this joint/ get your fists up/ and keep them pumping while the needle rubs- uh come on/

CHORUS

(scratching)

You see us shining/ without no diamonds/ you see us climbing/ without no declining/ strike like AZ lightening/ keep MC’s frightened/ mics what we igniting/ keep heads enlightened/---shh—alrgiht then/ call me MC Triton ‘cause I’m ruler from another world/ an under world/ I’m like iron your like plastic/ destroy you with my/ lyrical tactics/ put your whole clique in caskets it’s called practice/ son you ought a try it/ you needs to take a nap ‘cause your rhymes are tired and extremely uninspired/ lacking heart, wisdom, purpose, and desire/ I came to take you higher/ farther and wider/ show you how to acquire/ knowledge by fire/ sit back relax and watch my words work/ it’s time to spit til the mic glows/ with polynomials.

CHORUS

(scratching)

