Subject: Yo my names Kurupt (whatever, lisp) , and I'm callin out names

Check it Kurupt. The name is Viper (Kurupt? Lisp? Viper? MAKE UP YOUR DAMN MIND!) so get it straight. With a name like Jethro, boy never gets a date (with a lack of intelligence, I bet you don’t get dates either, lisp). 'Cuz when he's in groups all he does it masterbate (here you go again with bullshit). Look lil cuz, you fat piece trash (how pathetic, a piece of trash can kick your ass). Walkin up in her like yo name is Kevin Nash (he knows his name is Jethro, nicknamed Jet. You still have trouble knowing your name is Chris, nicknamed Lisp). Daddy one Daddy two (see, even YOU know you have two dads)? Listen up baby boy (I’m sure he’s 13), the game is to much to handle (I’m sure it’s easy to outrap a dumbass, so he can handle it). Go home snuffle boy (make him). Run to ya mommy 'ol giggle panties. haha. Your lookin at the highlight of the night (highlight? I had to read your shit, this is the worst night ever!). So what cha gonna do now. Who's gonna back you up (a lot of people, lisp), no ones on your grounds (your grounds are more empty than your skull, so if I were you I wouldn’t be talking about friends). haha piece out lil man (but I thought he was fat). SpikeDudley where you at man. This is Ja, so get back here. A'ight. I'm out.

Ref: This rap sucked cock and made no sense what so ever. It get’s 0/10.
Subject: background? Fuck you!
what? you gonna try and rap me out now? You black piece of shit. You try and masterbate, but you aint got a fuckin dick. So you go to your daddy, "here son, have a lick". Comin up in my account sayin I can get a date. You just mad you got beaten, by that fight you had with Nate. Tryin to speak strait, but your S's come out lisping. You messin with me, you dont know what you be risking. Talkin shit about my mom, the most stupidest shit Ive ever seen. She'll kick your ass so hard that your nose'll start ta bleed. Writin your insults to everyone B, what da fuck you be doin? All your shit is on me. The Highlight of the Night? You can barely start a fight. And even when you start one, you get your ass kicked, vipe. Dude, you're wacked. Comin here and tryin ta rap. You can rap shit, all you do is lisp and spit. Listen up everybody, this motherfuckers trash. Hes got all the shit, I've got all the cash. 
And you listen up vipe, or should I call you lisp. You cant rap jack shit. So dont even try it, bitch. You'll just end up being a crackhead like that punk-ass Finch. What cha gonna do now? Ive got Yoko on my side. You can do shit you dickless son of a bitch. And Peace isnt spelled "piece" dumbass. So go home to yo mama, Ms. Chicken Friday cause you aint got nuttin on me four-eyes. And stop wearin the same pair of clothes everyday, you startin to smell. And by the way, Fuck you!
Ref: This rap was longer and WAY better than Lisp’s, but there were spelling errors through out, so I give it an A.
