its the m to the a to the double t cant cha see that these licks is the licks that set cha free? im a bad ass wigga from back around the way, i been spittin out mad rhymes since independance day 'ere comes a time in matt dawgs life,/ where he's gotta pass the mic to chilla... lemme recite/ my blight, so i can fight the fight that might take all night/ if you wiggas dont see, whos wrong n whos right yo , pass that shiznit to me!I be rollin through my crib, seein' cash money hoes yo~ when I bust a cap in their fuckin nose>> Yo bring it to the mastah, fuckin dealin dope to fags.. Gots ta clean up the streets rid the disease bags! even tho i be bus'in it out from hickville U.S.A.,/ i still got a lot skill that'll kill yo rap, cuz you know its i'll/ if you thinkin you can bury me wit yo weak ass rhymes, i got sum'n to say... / bus'n this out is effortless, an' yo nuthin but chicken piss, i could out rhyme cypress hill.
