It's thin the herd - cull the cattle times
Dismember disillusioned minds with battle rhymes
Coming through Power Weapons blazing one hit kill Golden Gun Scaramanga power
Topple emcees like ancient Mesopotamian civilization or a Jenga Tower
Don't waste my time thinking you can step when you heard it from the grapevine
These sucka emcees whose IQ's are smaller than America's Next Top Model's waistline
With precision give 'em a lyrical Y-Incision for thinking they can take me
Bad decision like walking around in federal prison with a sign that says "Rape Me"
Artists need to belt buckle dookie dookie down and get serious
Spitting recycled buzzwords stolen from others as they sweat delirious
I'll bombard retardulous worplay on your catch phase cause I'm a competent lyricist
Who won't give you the time of day when your rhymes are undercast monosyllabic
I'd rather listen to my monotous teacher read through the class syllabus
I'm Cruisin' USA RC Pro Am Gran Turismo powerblast steerin' this
I'm no hip hop savior just an educator with Megaman flavor that hopes you're hearin' this
Wannabe emcees say I rock glasses and attend community college classes because they're fearin' this
They have no talent so its all about image - if they're really street times up line up on the line of scrimmage
Break free from manacled shackles - Two Hand Touch? No this is full contact tackle
Hail Mary Long Bomb to the endzone Tecmobowl touchdown - 21 - 0, what now?

I'll Break you in 2 : Electric Bugaloo with the Krush-Groove ultraviolent power of FAU
Make 'em run home to tattle and shake the babies rattle, mommy slaps a band-aid on the boo-boo
My expanded midbrain beats your big chain, jersey, do rag, echo, sean john and iceberg
Just more underachievers according to my Belle Curve
American History X- California Smile - smash your teeth into hell's curb
Disenfranchised and left weak, doesn't matter if you beatbox, loop a phat or a wack beat
I'll still run circles around you like the Roadrunner at a track meet (beepbeep!)
Imperial wordsmith exercise gives excess demise to rap demons that I exorcise
My intrinsical lyrical rhythym I'm givin' them will rip them an aneurysm
The premise is that you're missing the premise, so leave the premises
Worried about royalty reticent percentages supplied by prepubescent sentences
My 5 Deadly Styles Venemous rap for kids benefit play punks like Resident Evil Nemesis
As opposed to studio gangsters high capacity magazines for the critical Glock
De La Soul said, "Just cause you talk all that Glock shit don't mean you can rock shit!"
So why bust rhymes about guns when you can't tell time unless its on a digitial clock?
Think the gangsta rap game is cool, bust capillaries but the chamber is full? - Cunt Don't front
The only thing you fired at and missed was old school playing Duck Hunt
And now the audience and the dog kick back the 3 Stooge's laughter
Not a street disaster, I comma splice fine and drink rice wine I'm the Drunken Master


Print a retract, because in fact, my syntax, is intact
I'm Mark MaGuire 71 Home Runs at bat
Muhhamed Ali offense advance and commence the attack
ECW RVD Van Terminator leave you sprawled on the canvas mat
Can't defeat that- my counterattack is to counteract with abstract
You're digging a hole depper into your own casket, shooting a shot into your own basket
I rock the mic like high caliber King Arthur holding Excalibur steel from Damascus
To give a fleur de lis red letter and brand musical "artists" like Chingy
Musicians who couldn't blow the mic if they were Monica Lewinski
So "Drop It!" - I'm Robocop giving you orders to cease and desist
Infinite ammo automatic beretta only thing I carry is my vendetta no point to resist
Wage war against ignorance from fans and musicians who step on the scale of life and see that they don't even exist
The Great Gatsby - get at me
