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Everybody throw your hands and participate/ as these words I lyrically articulate/ I’m the lyrical rebel/ taking hip hop to a whole other level/ keep it from the ghetto/ but keep it intellectual/ I spits lethal chemicals that’re very detrimental/ to your developmental/ destruction with a pencil/ it’s Arhythmaik coming with that Latin connection/ I’m the half breed cat with the light skinned complexion/ when I start spitting darts/ you better run for protection/ this style is art so take a trip to the gallery- southwest collection.

(talking)

New world vernacular/ lyrically attacking ya/ sink my teeth into these beats- like Dracula/ straight smacking ya with paragraphs and parabolas/ a different kind of rap of a much higher caliber/ Your lifestyle is excessive/ while my life is my style/ lyrically aggressive and even more impressive/ changing the mess of rap to rap with a message/ I feast on speech/ eat the weak and leave the rest to rest kid!

CHORUS

Throw them hands up high now/ we about to just wild out/ it’s that southwest style now/ we rock like block block blau/ we about to blow right now/ throw them hands up high now/ we about to just wild out/ and all y’all can just bow down

I’m a lover not a fighter/ I’m the ruler of this great southwestern empire/ where they push oaks and locs and low pro tires/ tinted windows with the Dayton wires/ I penetrate the surface/ devastate you earthlings/ if the beats ain’t perfect/ rhyming over them/ really ain’t worth it/ all you MC’s think you’re never gonna die/ but you’re just a person/ when they pull out something/ your heart stops pumping/ cool calm and collected/ and very well respected/ keep my style eclectic/ I’m the influence and you’re the opposite of over/ stepping up to me don’t forget your four leaf clover/ you better come sober/ ‘cause this ain’t a game son/ this is our culture!

CHORUS

Throw them hands up high now/ we about to just wild out/ it’s that southwest style now/ we rock like block block blau/ we about to blow right now/ throw them hands up high now/ we about to just wild out/ and all y’all can just bow down

In real life/ I’m a real nice guy/ but when I get on that mic/ I’m like a monster in disguise/ just waiting to be taking/ MC’s lyrical lives/ so stop acting cocky/ your style is sloppy/ I told y’all cats/ nothing can stop me/ I rhyme for myself and my Modurn Languaj posse/ I’m cooler than Fonzy/ crueler than a nazi/ more chulo than cha-chee/ I use verbal karate/ to put MC’s in a thousand pieces/ destroy their lyrical thesis with my/ obese releases/ my style is flavor/ my swords is saber/ nothing, nothing, nothing can save ya!/ my mind is a razor ‘cause I stay sharp/ I’m that red laser dot/ pointed directly at your heart/ it’s that kid ghetto thought/ that’s making this mic rock/ that’s making this crowd applause/ and I ain’t even really started/ I’m just sharpening my claws, what-

CHORUS

Throw them hands up high now/ we about to just wild out/ it’s that southwest style now/ we rock like block block blau/ we about to blow right now/ throw them hands up high now/ we about to just wild out/ and all y’all can just bow down

