IT'S GETTIN HECTIC.
NIGGAS RUN QUICK.
BUCKSHOTS ARE THE PAYBACK FOR DUMB SHIT.
ALL YOU NIGGAS ON THE BLOCK TRYIN TO TEST ME,
BEST WEAR A VEST SO I COULD OPEN LIKE I'M SESAME.
I'LL RUN UP ON YOUR MAN DEEP.
WHILE YOUR TRYIN TO SLEEP, I'M STEADY PUMPIN BULLETS IN YOUR SHEETS.
WAKE UP.
MOTHA FUCKA, DON'T STUTTER.
POINT BLANK BY A NIGGA FROM THE GUTTER.
YEAH,
GIVE ME MINE, GIVE ME MINE, GIVE ME MINE.
MADE MY RHYMS, NOW I'M BACK HERE BUSTIN 9'S.
AND BROTHAS CAN'T GET NONE. HELL NO.
A QUICK FURY AND HE'S BURY WITH A SWELL JAW.
I CAME IN FROM THE AMATEAURS TO PRO HITS.
AND 5-0, SO YOU KNOW I TAKE NO SHIT.
AND EVERYBODY WANTS TO KILL A BRINGER.
I'M BAD NEWS SO THEY CHOOSE,
TO POINT THE FINGER. (CHORUS)

YOU COULD GET THE FINGER
COME AND GET SOME!!
THE MIDDLE.
AAAWW YEAH!
THEY LOVE TO POINT THE FINGER.
BOOM!BOOM!BOOM! ON YOUR BLACK ASS, BITCH.
(CHOURUS)

I THOUGHT I HIT ROCK BOTTOM,
THEN MY ALBUM POINT THE FINGER.

I GUESS NOBODY LOVES A REAL NIGGA-SLASH-RAP SINGER.
I THOUGHT I'D BRING A LITTLE TRUTH TO THE YOUNG TROOPS.
I BROUGHT PROOF THAT THE NIGGAS NEED GUNS TOO.
IT'S NOT TO BE A RACIST, BUT LET'S FACE THIS.
WOULDN'T YOU IF WE COULD TRACE PLACES.

I GOT LYNCH SPOTS FROM THE COPS.

AND TILL THIS DAY,

THE SAME MOTHA FUCKA ON THE BEATS GETTIN MAJOR PAY.

BUT WHENI GET MY TECHA-TECHA TECHS OUT. 1,25
SO, WE PRAYIN FOR THESE PIGS TO KNOCK THE BLACKS OUT.
AIN'T THAT A BITCH.
SOME OFFICERS'LL GET RICH.
WHOCPIN ON THUGS AND ROBBIN DRUG DEALERS FOR THEIR SHIT.
AS FAR AS JEALOUSY, BEING A CELEBRITY,
NO MATTER WHO COMMITTED THE CRIME, THEY ALL YELL AT ME.
AND THE MEDIA IS GREEDIER THAN MOST.
YOU COULD SELL EM YOUR SOUL
AND THEY'LL BE ON YA TILL A NIGGA'S A GHOST.

AND EVERYDAY I READ THE PAPER, THERE'S ANOTHER LIE.
THEY SHOW MY PICTURE FOR THE CRIMES OF ANOTHER GUY.
NOW HOW'S THAT FOR THE LIFE OF A BIG SHOT.

A DEAD COP, A LAW SUIT, A LITTLE KID SHOT.

I PLAY THEM FUNKY ASS MARKS IN THE PARK
BY TRYIN TO EARN THEIR STRIPES IN THE DARK.

JUST CUZ I COME HERE, DON'T MEAN I FROM HERE.
PEEP.

ONLY JEALOUS MOTHA FUCKA BEEF.

POINT THE FINGER. (CHOURUS)

PEACE TO THE REAL GS.

STAY MEAN TILL THESE MOTHA FUCKAS KILL ME.
I BRING SKILLS AND I BEEN KILLIN WILLS.
SMOKIN SESS TILL I'M ILL.

STILL FEEL ME?

T SAY 1,2, 3.

PEACE TO THE REAL GS.

STILL MEAN TILL THESE MOTHA FUCKAS KILL ME.
PICK IT UP, PICK IT UP, GIVE IT UP.
BEST TO DUCK OR GET FUCKED FOR BUCKS.
SCREAM 1,2, 3.

PEACE TO THE REAL GS.

STILL MEAN TILL THESE MOTHA FUCKAS KILL ME.
I CAN'T GIVE UP.

IT'S A RAP THANG.

AND I AIN'T GOIN BACK TO THE CRACK GAME.
YOU CAN DO IT SON.

BE A MAN AND STAND UP OR RUN.
BITCHES, LET EM POINT THE FINGER.

YOU CAN DO IT SON.

BE A MAN AND STAND UP OR RUN.
SNITCHES, LET EM POINT THE FINGER.
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PEACE TO THE REAL GS.

STILL MEAN TILL THESE MOTHA FUCKAS KILL ME.
T GUESS NOBODY LOVES A RAP SINGER.
THAT'S WHY THESE MOTHA FUCKAS POINT THE FINGER.

AS I RUN UP ON A MAD MAN, A NUT CASE WITH A SCREW LOOSE.
A ZOOT TROUPE FULL OF FOOLIES WITH TOOLIES.
NIGGAS RUN TO ME.

DON'T COME TO ME WITH BEEF.

TAKE YOUR JEWELS AND YOUR JEEP.

BooM! BOOM!, LET THAT ASS SLEEP.



