FEEL THE MUSIC - 1

Feel the Music! (2X) – 8 bars

Guru - Verse 1  - 8 bars

Times like this make me clench my fist  / Then I'm caught up in the midst of the musical bliss 

Guru blow a kiss to the ladies in my corner / Caress the mic and kick my game like I wanna 

What? You never see the brother Guru falter  / Respect is due praise me like the altar 

The crew we're as true as they come son we come from  / ill life experience, and take rap serious 

Interlude – 2 bars

Feel the music 

Chorus – 8 bars

We hold the key, to our destiny 

We can make it everybody 

Feel the music 

--

Just free your mind, sit back relax and unwind 

To a higher plane we're going 

Can you feel the music? 

Feel the Music! (1X) – 2 bars

Guru - Verse 2  (1/2 verse) – 4 bars

Original baldhead Crooklynite, rudebwoy instructor / I came back to lay down law, to the suckers 

I'll crush ya, if you ain't actin like my brother / Make one false move and with the mic, I'll bust ya 

Interlude – 2 bars

Just lay back and feel the music 

Chorus – 8 bars

Feel the Music! (3X) – 6 bars

Guru - Verse 3 – 8 bars

When I step into the club, I come to do work  /  No hesitation, because I'm fully alert 

Like Max Julien, I'm an authentic Mack  /  Many others can't compare, I'll bet on that 

Dialect and vocal tone, completely exact  /  I react, then I max in this mellow track 

In fact, I'm knockin MC's out the frame  /  cause I'm smooth like jazz, Guru is my name 

Feel the Music! (2X) – 4 bars

½ Chorus

Guru – Verse 4

New reality.. a higher level of conciousness / Don't play yourself; get out of line and get stomped with this 

Negativity is a chronic disease / But I'm like the cure, causin infections to freeze 

I'm not gonna let up, until you get the picture / My sound gets around so you know I'm always with ya 

Feel the music *echoes* 

Feel the Music! (1X) – 2 bars

Chorus: repeat to end… ride out…

TRANSIT RIDE - 2

Saxophone intro line – 2x – 8 bars

"Watch the closing doors!" (cut and scratched 4X) 

Guru – Verse 1 – 12 bars + 1 bar!

Right now I'm gonna take you for a ride  /  Hold on tight so you don't slip or slide 

This train is packed you don't get no seat yup  /  You gotta stand on your tired feet 

Where we goin don't worry you'll be there in a hurry  /  But you better watch you pockets cause the thieves work quickly /  This is a New York transit thing / 

Don't wear too much gold and hide your diamond rings  /  And don't smile at anyone 

Cause people out here, they like to travel with handguns /  You say you like this trip, well are you sure? 

You better step lively, and watch the  /  watch the closing doors 

Saxophone intro line – 2x – 8 bars

"Watch the closing doors!" (cut and scratched 3X) 

Guru – Verse 2 – 12 bars

Here we go, as we ride, through the underground  /  Coming from Uptown, taking you downtown 

Headed for Brooklyn, Brooklyn the planet /  Somebody stinks in here - I hope you can stand it! 

Homeless people everywhere holdin cups for change  / And if you don't have none, they may look at you strange / But this is all part of the scene / And yo check those kids cause they're startin to scheme 

See them lookin at you up and down?  / Oh yeah they can tell, that you're somebody from out of town 

Think they won't harm you? Well they might  /  And that ain't right, but everyday is like a fight 

Saxophone intro line – 3x – harmonized – 12 bars

"Watch the closing doors!" (cut and scratched 6X) 

Guru – Verse 3 – 12 bars

Ah ahh, ahh ahh ahh  /  I can't quit, I gotta do what I must 

Cause I can take you on a ride with the lyrics I bust  / Cause I'm a master, try to diss and I'll blast ya 

Any wack MC that steps up, is gettin plastered /  Straight against the wall, cause I don't stall 

I give em drama and trauma, til they all fall  /  And for those who don't know, about the city life 

It's where we take no pity, and the kiddies are trife  /  Takin the train is just part of it 

The next stop is Brooklyn, you're comin to the heart of it  /  You never know what will occur 

So just keep to yourself and watch the closing doors 

Saxophone intro line – 2x – 8 bars

"Step lively" (cut and scratched 3x) "and uhh" 

"Watch the closing doors!" (cut and scratched 2X) 

Guru – ride out – saxphone blows over top

Yeah 

B-R-double-O-K-L-Y-N 

New York City 

Takin you on a transit ride with my man Branford 

And I'm out

Sax blows out tune…. Bass drops out near end…

LOUNGING - 3

INTRO

Yea I'm loungin' I got my man Donald Byrd /  I wanna give a big shout out to my little man Miko he's 2 years old / He's away visiting his grandmom but I miss him dearly 

Guru – Verse 1 - 8 bars

Check it out 

If I rhyme this you will find this situation shall advance  /  You could take a glance or dance 

Elevator lyrics to arouse the crowd /  Now tell me who's the man to show you how 

Many legacies of brothers who get buzy / And I do it fluid til the suckers get dizzy 

Saying peace to the blackbirds 125th street  /  And check the flow that's unique 

BASS OUT - 4 bars

For loungin', mellow out and just loungin' /  Loungin', loungin', mellow out and just loungin' 

Guru – Verse 2 - 8 bars

Can't refuse this, never lose this, it's the choice this / 'Cause my voice is the smoothest

Dominating to your boys 'cause I've been around doing work  / And sold tons of others jerk 

Donald Byrd word on the track, quite exact  /  Giving you the format, Jack 

See we gotta pave the way and display / How to loungin', loungin' 

BASS OUT - 4 bars

Mellow out and just loungin'  /  Loungin', loungin', mellow out and just loungin' 

Interlude – 2 bars (bass back in for 1 bar, drop out for 2nd bar)

Guru – Verse 3 – 5 bars

Peace to the pioneers but I gotta try to clear  / My throat, check out what I wrote 

You can't tap into this unless you know the roots / Word shoe like light absolute 

For real so now you gotta know the deal 

BASS OUT – 4 bars

For loungin', just loungin', mellow out and just loungin' 

Loungin', loungin' mellow out, check it out and loungin' 

INTERLUDE - BASS IN - 4 bars

BASS OUT – 4 bars

Loungin', loungin', mellow out and just loungin' 

Loungin', loungin', peace to Brooklyn where I live 

Guru – Verse 4 – 8 bars  - Bass Drops out for bar 7 & 8

Realistic, kind of mystic when I kick this / You should witness the slickness 

Of the hornplayer and the dope rhymesayer / Quite emotional and inspirational 

Philisophical and yes very logical / Teaching you the method for loungin' 

Tag – BASS OUT – 4 bars

Everybody knows they have times when they wanna just lay back 

kick their feet up, y'know 

listen to some good music and just lounge 

That's right, I said lounge

Trumpet blows the tune out…

Ex-GIRL TO THE NEXT GIRL - 4
HORN INTRO – 8 bars

Guru - Verse 1

You know I used to be a player, fly girl layer and a heartbreaker, / 

lovemaker, backbreaker but then I made a / mistake yes I fell in love with this ill chick

sweatin' me for money, my name and the dilsnick

my homeboys told me to drop her for it would be to my benefit / she used to say I'd better quit hanging with those derelects / romancing is my thing but I can't swing with no scheming hoes

(drums/bass out) wherever my beema goes you know that I'm driving

surviving in the 90's is a must so I trust / that everyone listen up as my vocals give thrust

I bust my rhymes first never chasing a skirt / do much work while other suckas need more time to rehearse / now back to the ex-girls, ex-lovers, ex-friends

it made me mad to find that she was only after my ends

she phones me and goes on about her new life now / I wish she knew right now / I think she's busted let's discuss it / when I was with her no trust, just fights /  just the he-say-she-say and the neighborhood highlights

now I got my new girl or as I say my baby doll / but I'm still gettin' crazy calls, my ex-girl's got balls

don't wanna play the field cuz I get lovin' at home base / don't gimme no long face just exit with a grace

you and I are the past, c'est la vie, much respect girl

(drums/bass out) but now you're my ex-girl cuz I'm on with the next girl

CHORUS w/ hornline

Next   <cuz girls look so good>

Guru – Verse2

she had much loot liked to buy me fresh-dipped gear / liked to have me near cuz of my svoir faire

the time we shared was brief cuz I needed relief / from her high-classed antics and all her conceit

now she's crying wolf and I like don't wanna hear that / I told her the bear facts when things started out

she wines and she pouts about how I did her bad / yo but she'd tried to buy me 

even tempt me with the hiney

I fell for a sec cuz the clothes were real fly / I could almost feel I  would give into her whims

her thoughts were erratic, sporadic, crazy in nature / I told her hey look I can no longer date ya

Tried to pimp with bank and fell short, your ship sank 

many thanks for the time and the watch and the link / you and I are the past, c'est la vie, nuff respect girl

but now you're my ex-girl cuz I'm straight with the next girl

CHORUS w/ hornline

Guru - Verse 3

(bass out) you saw my mom in the supermarket and gave her your number / you asked how's my sister then asked how's my brother /  didn't ask about my father cuz you know he ain't like ya / every time I left for your crib yo he'd really get hyper

(bass in) the advice he used to give me makes much sense now / I can't believe I used to let you break my confidence down / you used to ask me why the hell did I wanna live in Brooklyn? / you messed up my flow although you were good-lookin'

yes darlin' was fly and this was the problem / cuz back in the day she had me scheming and robbin' / 

to get her things to wear so when she went to the club / all eyes were on her and me I just bugged

caught in between felling proud and feeling more like a sucker / had to go undercover, get away, find another /  been in Brooklyn 9 years and been around the world too / I've seen so many fly girls and I knew just what to do /  I went from ex-girl to next took my time with each one / and you know they still love me so stop jellin' me hon / went home to see mom and I saw you at the bus stop 

must I stop? nah I think not / you and I are the past c'est la vie, much respect girl / but now you're my ex-girl & I'm out with the next girl out...

CHORUS w/ hornline

TRUST ME - 5

Intro – 2 bars

PRE-CHORUS – 6 bars

I wanna trust you baby / I wanna trust you baby

Wanna trust you baby (trust me, I love you) / I wanna trust you baby (trust me, I need you)

I wanna trust you baby (trust me, I want you) / Wanna trust you babe (trust me)

½ CHORUS – 4 bars

Trust me, I love you / Trust me, I need you / Trust me, I want you / Trust me

Guru – Verse 1 – 8 bars

Baby why don'tcha, honey why won'tcha / accept the fact that it's not just the knack

that I care, so please let me share / special moments, moments so rare

Check it out, if I could give you the world, you know I'd do it / Everything at your feet - ain't nothin to it

But it's hard sweetheart, and it's rough out here / but I doubt there, is anybody else for me

CHORUS – 8 bars

Trust me, I love you /  Trust me, I need you / Trust me, I want you / Trust me..

Trust me, I love you / Trust me, I need you / Trust me, I want you / Trust me..

Guru – Verse 2 – 8 bars

Mmm the things I feel, they are for real / I'm past the point of dwellin, on the sex appeal

Mad chicks sweat me, but I desire your womanness / Dude sweats you, but I'm the best

Listen, we could build a future together / No doll and I would never soup you ever, never

I'm buggin out, over the thought of you leavin / Tried to step to you, but now you're retreatin

CHORUS – 8 bars

CHORUS INTERLUDE – BASS OUT – 4 bars

I do believe you do care /  To tell you the truth, I am scared / Some freaky people out there / You know?

½ CHORUS – 4 bars

Trust me, I love you / Trust me, I need you / Trust me, I want you / Trust me..

Guru – ½ verse – BASS OUT – 4 bars
I sent you flowers and, I sat for hours and / contemplated, the state of our affairs and I find there

is no way out I'm in a love lock / The funny thing about it I don't wanna even stop, so

CHORUS – 8 bars

Guru – Verse 3 – 12 bars

(BASS OUT) So now you know the flavor / It's not about the stuff I gave ya

and my behavior is based on strong /  feelings I have, of you and me, it's like a bond

A treasure, not to be corny but word

(BASS IN) I wanna give you all the joy that you deserve / I know we argue, sometimes I start to annoy you / But we should never ever, try to destroy two / hearts joined, intertwined with a passion

Give me a chance love, that's all I'm askin / and furthermore, you can be sure that I'll do

every little thing you need, yes it's true / I'm not desperate, but I'm the one for you

CHORUS – 8 bars

CHORUS INTERLUDE - BASS OUT – 4 bars

Love is so risky y'know / I want you to do and show /  me all of you openly / Honestly.. + 4 bars interlude
I wanna trust you baby (trust me, I love you) / I wanna trust you baby (trust me, I need you)

I wanna trust you baby (trust me, I want you) / Wanna trust you babe (trust me)

REPEAT AND RIDE OUT …

WATCH WHAT YOU SAY - 6

Intro – 2 bars

coming with the realness, lyrics of life

some people need to watch what they say

CHORUS (Chaka Khan) – 8 bars

watch what you're saying, / someone's gonna hear exactly what you said,

soon you'll be paying, / in the dead of night they'll be nowhere to run,

while you were laying, / laying for the doom that's coming to a head,

no kind of praying, / is gonna save us from the past that will surely come

Guru – Verse 1 – 8 bars

warning, rappers be like boring / they're sleeping, it's deep man

so peep in closely when I'm speaking / weaklings, it's obvious you can't like up to

your pety pointless words, yet and still you love to / run off your jibs, now there come a time for judgement

punishment, what if we take away your ornaments / and strip you down to the raw deal

then I'd reveal the evidence / cause you don't really represent

CHORUS – 8 bars

(Chaka Kahn)

listen here I'm getting tired of you shooting lip

you better tighten up or you will really slip up

and say something that you mean to do turn around and it'll be on you

to save yourself from your call and blunder and bury your mother like the world it's under

and like a fool you'll sit and wonder (STOP) what who do you wanna know, wish (IN)
no water, no magic spell can save you from your self made hell

you've made your bed and you know darn well you got a lay it in there’s no prayer

and there's no magic potion to save you from the wheels you've set in motion

the stone is cut, the die is cast what were you thinking

CHORUS – 8 bars

Guru – Verse 2 – 8 bars

I can't understand it, they should ban it, can it / too much weak talk and not enough real hip-hop

I sense a purpose is filling me / to display credibility and show responsibility, willingly

I'll take on any Johnny Dangerous / pull his file, for he knows he cannot hang with this

the illest king, I smack the jokers / no hocus pocus, a real mc when I kick vocals

CHORUS – 8 bars

Horn blowing on the way out….

JAZZ THING - 7

"I would like to play a.. little tune I just composed not so long ago"  *scratch*

"Ms. Billie, Ms. Billie, Ms. Billie Holiday" / *HORNS*  / *drum roll*
/ *piano keys played*

*HORNS* /  "Byrd..?" / *trumpet solo* / *group horns* /  "The music called jazz.." -> Guru *HORNS*

GROOVE – 4 bars    |    Add horn line – 4 bars

Guru – Verse 1a – 16 bars

It's roots are in the sounds of the African / or should I say the mother.. bringin us back again

From the drummin on the Congo, we came with a strong flow / and continue to grow

Feet move, to the beat of the t'balo / Now dig the story and follow

For then it landed, on American soil / Through the sweat, the blood, and the toil  (horn line)
Hear, "Praise the Lord," shouted on chain gangs / Pain they felt, but it helped them to maintain

Scott Joplin's rags, Bessie Smith's blues / St. Louis blues, they were all the news

Ringin smooth.. in all the listeners ears / Fulfillin the needs, and plantin the seeds of a jazz thing

Guru – Verse 1b - 8 bars

King Oliver's group was a train comin through / to Chicago, bringin the New Orleans groove

And when Satchmo blew, the audience knew / Basil Street blues was the whole house tune

it was music.. great to dance to/ Great to romance to with a lot to say to you

Relaying a message, revealing the essence / of a jazz thing

DJ Premier cuts "jazz music"  - 8 bars

Guru – Verse 2 – 16 bars

In the 40's came be-bop, the first be-bop / The real be-bop, so let me talk about

Diz' and Byrd, givin the word / Defining how a beat could be so complete

Playing with ferocity, thinkin with velocity / About ornathology, or anthropology

and even epistrophe, and this is real history / Theolonious Monk, a melodious thunk

No mistakes were made with the notes he played / His conception, was recondite

A star glowing bright among dim lights / The critics did cite that he sounded alright

Charlie Mingus, such nimble fingers / Droppin the bass, all over the place

and Max Roach, cymbals socking / Bass drum talking, snare drum rocking

Restructuring… /  the metaphysics of a jazz thing

John Coltrane, a man supreme / He was the cream.. he was the wise one

The impression of Afro Blue / and of the promise, that was not kept

He was a GIANT step, and there was Ornette Coleman / He was another soul man

The original invisible, playing great music / I wonder why the Bankers couldn't use it

Now listen see / The real mystery is how music history

created by white men or any other white man / that pretended he originated "uh-huh.."

and contended that he innovated "uh-huh.."  / a jazz thing

("Of course we know who can really blow") / Scheamin on the meaning of a jazz thing

And this music ain't dead, so don't be misled / by those who said that jazz was on it's deathbed

Cause when Betty Carter sings a song / ain't nuttin goin on, but simply good music

And you won't refuse it / She's takin her time, makin the nuances rhyme

Sonny Rollins, tenor saxophone / with a big old tone, recitin poems

with notes as words, and haven't you heard / NEXT STOP BUTTER, RIGHT PAST OLEO

Now there's young cats blowin / And more and more people, yes they will be knowin

Jazz ain't the past, this music's gonna last / and as the facts unfold, remember who foretold

The 90's, will be the decade of  a jazz thing

“I love jazz music" (3X)


* Primo scratches "I love jazz music" *

A jazz thing… 

MASS APPEAL - 8

VERSE 1

No way you'll never make it

Come with the weak shit, I break kids

Step into my zone, mad rhymes will stifle ya

Lines like rifles go blast when I kick some ass

A lot of rappers be like one time wonders

Couldn't say a fly rhyme if there was one right under

Their noses, I hate those motherfuckin posers

But I'm so real to them it's scary

And with my unique skills nag you can't compare me

And no we don't make wack tracks

and all the suckers get pushed back when I'm kickin real facts

I represent set up shit like a tent boy

You're paranoid cause you're my son like Elroy

And you'd be happy as hell to get a record deal

Maybe your soul you'd sell to have mass appeal

VERSE 2

Oh yes I'm greater than all MC's when I breeeze give me room please

I be like fascinatin when I be updatin

Cuttin off wack kids, pullin their trump cards

I thump hard, and mak eem say that I'm God

Niggaz be pretendin they hardcore

Never know the meaning of [real hardcore]

But I get props like a slogan and no man

Could ever try to diss when I kicks my jam

Lyrically def and connecting complete mic wrecking

No double checking vocals kill like weapons

But if I have to I go all out with no mic

Yeah that's right cause I survived mad fights

And for my peeps I truly care

Cause without some of them I wouldn't be here

And they all know how I feel

Cause suckers be like playin themselves to have mass appeal

VERSE 3

I know I'm dope but don't wet that

I've suffered setbacks but now I'm makin greenbacks

Just like baggy slacks I'm crazy hip-hop

Check one two and you don't stop

Your head'll bop when I drop my crop

of pure bomb, just like the seashore I'm calm

But wild, with my monotone style

Because I don't need gimmicks

Gimme a fly beat and I'm all in it

Word is bond I go on and on

For you it's tragic I got magic like wands

So I'ma end this lecture and I betcha

Those who kick dirt and do time I'm gonna get cha

Cause I be kickin the real

While they be losin the race tryin to chase mass appeal

NO MORE - 9

[Guru]

Aight, aight, don't be yellin yo

Calm down man, can we talk like civilised people?

I can't take this no more

CHORUS

I don't love you / No More / Come I'll show myself to the door

I don't love you / Cuz I don't love you no more

VERSE 1

I'm out the door, I can't take it no more / Things have really changed, it's not like before

I mean the vibes between us nowadays are quite shaky / And lately, I ain't been feelin you baby

Somehow you left my interest wander / And now I'm fond of someone else who's diggin me for me 

It's what I longed for / About our current arrangement I ain't sure

Cuz I don't think I love you no more / And yo I had a major effect on you I know

But sure you be showin disrespect to me, so I gotta go / You never gonna see it how I do

And I don't like your attitude and I don't like being lied to / I'm not a door you can't push my buttons

We tried to make it work still we've come up with nothing / So now my patience is thin, the fighting is a bore / And I don't think I love you no more

CHORUS

[Craig David]

Girlfriend I'm walking to the door / Ain't gonna see me no more

All you seem to do is bore / Me, since I came back off tour

See if I can take your ways / I'm walkin away from only bad days

I know there is no easy way / But there's nothing you can say

To change my mind, yeah

VERSE 2

I wish I didn't feel this way, wish I was kidding / But another girl has stepped on the scene to put her bid in

I never would have looked in another direction / But you got a strange way of showing love and affection

So I told myself that I deserved better / You only came my way because you heard I had cheddar

And now you seem to me to be so immature / And I don't think I love you no more

And plus I know about that stuff you told your crew when we met 

I gotta go somewhere so please let me jet / See you forget about my generous ways and my good heart 

You never wanna admit you're wrong, but you should start

Let's put our differences away and end this peacefully / We haven't been getting along at all recently

I've been thinking about this since I came home from tour / And I'm sure, I don't love you no more

[Craig David]

Now I gotta explain that I'm loving and feeding you no more

Everything keeps sticking around since I came back off tour

So tell me why do I have to explain myself baby, ey

Cuz girl you gotta admit that there's nothing more for me to say

Ooh yeay

CHORUS

LIVING IN THIS WORLD - 10

CHORUS [Sweet Sable]

Living, in this world /  What's happening? / Living, in this world /  What's happening?

VERSE 1 [Guru]

What's happening.. check it out / It's critical, the situation is pitiful

Bear in mind, you gotta find somethin spiritual / We never gain, cause we blame it on the system

You oughta listen whether Muslim or Christian / or any other type religion or creed

Cause what we need is less greed / We can't continue to kill ourselves

We gotta build and expand our wealth / So one more time I'll design a rhyme divine

to educate and elevate your mind / Nowadays we gotta fight to live

Human means we got a right to live / without the homicide, without the genocide

Don't tell me let it slide, I'm feelin ghettofied / So be a soldier of truth

Protect the lives of our youth

CHORUS [Sweet Sable]

Living, in this world /  What's happening? / Living, in this world /  What's happening?

VERSE 2 [Guru]

What's happening / In the land of the free, home of the brave

too many of us reach such early graves / They tell us to behave, but they don't know

about the neighborhood drug flow / They don't know about the drama or about the guns

I ask how many politicians steal our funds / and how many officers will turn up corrupt

The governments don't care, they pass the buck / I'm growin tired of the trickery

and the misery, it's makin me kinda sick you see / But now I meditate, so I can get it straight

My thoughts penetrate, so I control my fate / So be advised by the wise and concious one

We take the easy way out, too often son / We better get some kind of work ethic

Realize it and correct it

CHORUS [Sweet Sable]

Living, in this world /  What's happening? / Living, in this world /  What's happening?

VERSE 3 [Guru]

What's happening / From New York to L.A., dead children lay

Victims of an unfair socie-ty / But for those who are blessed

we must correct this mess, or dissapear into nothingness / We're living in the age of doom

How many teachers reach all the kids in the classroom?

The beast is stalking us, but there's no stopping us / as long as we maintain the strength within us

Cause we're winners, descendants of the kings / They try to hinder us from doin our thing

So get the money, but spend it wisely / I get ill when the beats hypnotize me

Realize that the key / is for each, to master, his own destiny

Deal with reality, and keep a tight focus / Cause there's a lot we got to cope with

CHORUS [Sweet Sable]

Living, in this world /  What's happening? / Living, in this world /  What's happening?

REPEAT and fade….

HUSTLE DAZE - 11

Intro – DJ cutting “if you ain’t real”, bass and drums

VERSE: Guru

It's ninety degrees on the corner, in the summer heat

Dreamin of beach houses, mad ladies and Hummer jeeps

Got another beep now it's time to watch a brother creep 

and pull another scam, not yet the man but the brother's deep

Ain't tryin to stay in this life for too long / You tellin me that I'm bound to lose, but you wrong

I'm too strong, plus me and my team's got a true bond

I'll stay in these streets, you stay in the house where you belong

Yo who's wrong, you never had to live in my shoes / And my view's, that every second is vital

The way I see nigga's the way I G it / A raw ghetto entrepeneur, yeah I be it

Not as glamourous, as the gangster flicks

I'll show you some gangster chicks that hold me down we get rich

And get this, bet this, I'm after payola / The loot, the paper, til my hustlin days are over

CHORUS: Donell Jones

I'm a hustler, a hustler hmm / Gotta get the dough to win / And I'm a baller yeah, baller / Shot call-errr

I pack plenty of steel, plenty of steel / For niggaz that wanna be actin ill

All the player haters stay, off my nuts / while I'm/we handlin business

VERSE: Guru

Illegal business, I need to invest in somethin legit

This money's comin too quick, I copped a house and two whips

Who switched it, not me, I'm keepin it real

Keepin the steel while the envious watch hungry, I'm eatin my meal

Late nights, there ain't no time for stage frights / This ain't fiction, it's my mission to get paid alright?

No need to speak about greed, long as I'm feedin my seed

then I'm completin the deed, so I'm keepin this cheese

High-priced lawyers, I'm too nice for ya / Never touchin the work no more, too precise for ya

Controllin the town, holdin it down / I'm the Master Allah Now, I'm showin you style

I go in your file, and make you hard to locate /  Delete all your data don't disregard your fate

I'll off you then I'm off with a honey like suave bola / Shit I'm livin this life, til my hustlin days are over

CHORUS

VERSE: Guru

Bouncin in and out of town, hope I don't step out of bounds

Chicks love to crowd around cause of my rep, how that sound?

Enemies are growin in numbers, hopin to catch me slumber

I wonder; how many are hopin to take me under?

NARC's and Feds, throwin darts at my head / Some new cats tryin to make me part with my bread

Now I'm in a zone worse than Nino in Sugar Hill / Now I'm all alone, the piper wants me to foot the bill

Now I'm facin the judge, my name on a folder / In jail for life, my hustlin days are over

{*"If you ain't real about it, don't talk"* -> Baby Thad}

CHORUS

{*"If you ain't real about it, don't talk"* -> Baby Thad}

R&B ride out…

Oh yeah /  Yeah yeah yeah, uhh / Uhh.. ooohoooohwooooohhh 

Get the paper, get the dough / Cause I'm hustlin / Gotta get the paper, get the dough

Cause I'm hustlin / And I'm a hustler / And I'm a baller, yeah / I pack plenty of steel ETC ETC ETC…

ROYALTY - 12

"Gangstarr has gots to be the sure shot" --> Greg Nice /  "and it's like dat"  (Primo scratching)

"GangStarr"
"Represent"

VERSE 1 [Guru]

One of the meanest and the cleanest / And still I'm kind of feindish when I'm at this

Been doin this for eons, peons best to catch this / vision of excellence, precise rappin ability

Bout to make some dead presidents, macking a million G

The money though, it's got people actin funny yo

As soon as some niggaz get some light, they be like dummies yo

Products and puppets and pawns, gettin played out

When authentic niggaz step up, respect be layed out / Major effect to your sector, I'm the corrector

Live and direct, waving my mic like a sceptor / Supreme exalted, universal leader

Descendent of the kings and queens, the overseer / The overlord, cream of the crop, creme de la creme

Spent years buildin with cats in the streets, so they my men /  Again, GangStarr has done it

Remember too much jewels back in the days?  You'd have to run it 

Check it, the ground be hot under our feet / So we be listening to beats to keep the cypher complete

Whether you kids be holdin, on the block all day / Or you be puffing lye, out in the back hallway

Or whether you being schooled, or in the library 

Wherever you are Baby Pah, realize that your essence

is divine son, and let it shine son

As we refine son, aiyyo, this shit'll blow your mind son

We're royalty

CHORUS: K-Ci and JoJo

Wherever I go / I want to take nothin less than the best

Whatever I choose, I choose to do / I have to stand out from all the rest  

Whatever I do, wherever I go / I want to take nothin less than the best

Whatever I choose, I choose to do / I just wanna stand out from all the rest

VERSE 2 [Guru]

And all the girls they want to spoil me / My honey annoits me with oils G

After work she greets me, and treats me like royalty / Works with me, giving herself, by my side

She don't sweat me for loot, my fame, or my ride / A lot of ladies out there, be lookin lovely

But they don't got no control of the their life, inside they're ugly / Word to Bugsy, and to Red Alert

Sway and Tech, and Funkmaster Flex to make your head jerk

Chicks go beserk when they see us in the spot / K-Ci, JoJo and Primo, creepin to the top

And to the sweethearts out there breaking hearts / While we're takin part of this hip-hop art

Listen yo, the best way, it ain't always the fast way / And yes the best way, it ain't always to act nasty

I'll open up the door always before you pass me / Baby Doll, because you're royalty

CHORUS: K-Ci and JoJo
"GangStarr has to gots to be the sure shot" --> Greg Nice

"and it's like dat"  (Primo scratching)

(repeat 4X)

freestyle singing…

LOOKING THROUGH DARKNESS - 13

INTRO – HORN LINE

CHORUS

Lookin through the darkness / (Yeah I'm lookin, lookin at you)

Lookin through the darkness / (I see you lookin at me, whatcha wanna wanna do?)

Lookin through the darkness / (Here we go.. take a walk with me)

Lookin through the darkness.. /  (Check it out.. now now.. now now, now now)

VERSE 1  [Guru]

Now as I peer through the window of gloom, and everyday living

And all the hardships one faces, to make you give in

I dig more intensely, finding greater strength / A lot of heads is empty, I've got a greater rank

than MC's not aware of situations / that'll force one to understand, true stipulations

Thou shalt not bite, thou shalt not front / Fake it if you want but for the battles I've come, cause I'm

½ CHORUS
Lookin through the darkness / (Yeah, I'm lookin out.. lookin at you)

Lookin through the darkness / (Lookin at me, my style is free, do you wanna be?)

VERSE 2  [Guru]
For me this rap life is real life, I don't have to create / some false image, to make the crowd get hyped

Too many children get the wrong message, from clowns that walk around 

hopelessly lost, thinkin that they're the boss

They're in a daze, while dope MC's don't get the front page / Me -- I try to channel my rage

As I travel through the city regularly / Turning the anger and frustration, straight into energy

Yes you will remember me; as the brother who cared / to dare to step up, with his soul bared

But never fearing cause I've got instructions / from Him, to go and fight the corruption so I'm

½ CHORUS 

Lookin through the darkness / (I've got to look through it.. try to try to find the light)

Lookin through the darkness / (Uhh, maintainin..)

VERSE 3  [Guru]

My granddaddy always told me, to keep the light shining

So as my mic illuminates, you can feel the state that I'm in

Thoroughly immersed in a verse, way more than hardcore / I endure, cause in myself, I'm secure

Delivering syllables and selections with profound perfection / Comin back like the resurrection

In this session, I'm professin, that those who don't

hear and understand, never loved me, and so I planned

to take a stand, as one who is firmly focused / Plus I'm mad worthy with words

I rock from East New York, all the way to the suburbs / The lightkeeper, knowledge seeker

I switch the stress that's on my mind / into the voice that rocks your speaker

And I get deeper than the ocean when I'm

CHORUS
VERSE 4  [Guru]

Yo I'm so ill, I go ill, when beats with jazz / fill my need to express myself, like the blues I can't lose

Weak MC's, they're seekin refuge / from my barrage, there's no rescue

Then I look through the madness, finding sanity / I'm crazy alert, I never swim in vanity

I do this rap stuff every year / Aiyyo peace to my fam especially my man Premier as I'm

CHORUS – ride out… 

CAVE IN – 14  

(NOTHING ON THE RECORDING?)

KING PIN - 15

CHORUS

Taking off my jacket, my talk is classic

'bout to elevate to kingpin in this racket

Taking off my jacket, my talk is classic

'bout to elevate to kingpin

VERSE 1

Here it is now, it's back to the best

Complete with hollow-tip vocals made to smack through your vest

First I drop on, then I'm going after the rest

You gon' need deacons and ushers, I have to confess

I spit flamous, live famous, no need for this glanous

You could point the finger at me, it was I who made this

I'm like *Hannibal* in Rome, I'll dismantle your dome

Leave your fresh carcass out, where the animals roam

Pull savages, could lose whole savages

I wreck whole spots, and I pay no damages

Remember the face but you can't place the scene

Set an incredible piece, while you chase your dream

I aint worried about how many that come, we'll watch them go

They all want to stop my show and stop my dough

But I know that the people endorse me

This means that I'm the new boss, I got the streets to enforce me

CHORUS - 2X

VERSE 2

Now the streets may show love but the po-po doesn't

They want to lock us all up like it's a local custom

Some people are frauds, yet you hope to trust 'em

Soon as you find they snitch, you ready to load and bust one

Not an advocate of violence, but I fight for truth

I like firing rhymes more than I like to shoot

I see the young ones, grabbing their guns for fun

Aint nothing glamorous about slinging jums in the slums

The god came up hard, straight of the boulevard

Playin to win, stay in your skins like a bullet scar

Authorized to rise just like baker's ease

Now those who come against me, want to make the peace

And all you knuckle-head, coward ass chumps get back

Rhymes spray, fools pay, as if I dump my mack

And of course you know the people endorse me

This means that I'm the new boss, I got the streets to enforce me

CHORUS - 2X

FULL CLIP – 16

DJ Premier: Big L, Rest In Peace

Intro: samples --Feel the realness--  --In this business of rep--  --Go ahead--

VERSE 1 [Guru]

Fresh out the gate again, time to raise the stakes again 

Fatten my plate again, y'all cats know we always play to win

G-A-N-G, to the Starr's, son / Haters, took this shit too far, son

So thats all for you, I'm whiping out your whole team

I'll splatter your dreams with lyrics to shatter your schemes

The badder you seem, the more lies you tell / The more lies you sell, then by surprise you fell

Into my deathtrap, right into my clutches

Stupid, you know the God must bless every single mic he touches

I've suffered, just so I could return harder / Wanna be the shit starter? Fuck around, make you a martyr

I make ya famous, turn around and make ya nameless

Cause you never understood to me how vital this rap game is

Save it and hold that, you catch a hot one / Rhymes chase a fake nigga down soon as I spot one

CHORUS: (Gang Starr samples, except where noted)

--Full clip-- /  --Do you wanna mess with this?-- /  --Gang Starr-- / --I'm one of the best yet--

--I'm nice like that-- /  "It's all good" ---> Noreaga / --In this business of rep--

(*repeat, change last line to: --so I suggest you take a rest--*)

VERSE 2 [Guru]

So if you stand in my way, I'm gonna have to spray

Learn that "if you come against me son your gonna have to pray"

Since back in the day I held The Weight and kept my head up

The wanna see the God catch an L Itz all a Set Up

I give no man or thing power over me / Why these niggaz so jealous and lookin sour, over me?

I'm bolder, G, I'm like impossible to stop / I'm like that nigga in the ring with you, impossible to drop

I'm like two magazine fully loaded to your one / Plus I ain't gonna quit spittin, nigga, till your done

Plus, more than over, I got my whole shit together / More than a decade of hits, that'll live forever

Catchin rep off my name? Your bound to fry / Know how many niggaz that I know, is done to die

We never fail, and we ain't never been frail / You niggaz talk crime, but you scared of jail

CHORUS

VERSE 3 [Guru]

Attackin like a slick Apache lyrics are trigger happy

Pullin back your wig piece just for the way your lookin at me

Talk back, blaow! I hit you up right now / I don't know why so many of y'all wanna be thugs anyhow

Face the consequence, of your childish nonsense

I could make your head explode just by my lyrical content

Get you in my scope and metaphorically snipe ya / I never liked ya, I gas that ass and then ignite ya

The flame thrower, make your peops afraid to know ya

How many times I told ya, "play your position" small soldier

My heart is colder, makes me wanna resort to violence

Stop beatin me in the head son, nah, I'm not buyin it

I'm ready to blast, ready to surpass and harass / I'm ready to flip, yeah I'm ready to get with all that cash

I hold my chrome steady, with a tight grip / So watch your dome already cause this one might hit

CHORUS, ride out…
KEEP YOUR WORRIES - 17

VOCAL VIBES: [Angie Stone]

Ooooooh-ooooooh (uh mm) / (mmm) Ooooooh-ooooooh (uh mm, keep your) Yeah yeah, my brother Guru / and Angie Stone (ooooooh-oooooh) and DJ Scratch (yeah mm mmm) / Uhh Guru, and Angie Stone   {*Angie Stone keeps harmonizing*}

CHORUS:  [Angie Stone]

Keep your feet, out my shoes / A nigga like me done paid my dues

Keep my comb, out your hair / Unless you bout ready to take it there

Keep my name, out your mouth / Until you got somethin worth talkin bout

Keep your hands, to yourself / Cause I belong to someone else

VERSE 1 [Guru]

It's the, G-U-R-U, once again settin it off / Lettin it off my chest plus, bettin it all

Record sales, awards, accolades I'm, gettin it all / Mad chips, right above my grip I'm, lettin 'em fall

Who said the G-O-D wasn't comin to do his thing / Who said the industry, wasn't gonna bow to this king?

I paid dues stayed true so I, made it through / If you handle your B-I fly guy you can make it too

Your potential is infinite, be wise visualize witness it, Why waste your time focusin your mind on limp shit?

Angie understands me, and Scratch got my back 

So keep away from the fire, burnin desire, yo we got that
CHORUS

VERSE 2 [Guru]
I've never been a,  / stranger to struggle gotta maintain my hustle

Used to let the anger bubble / These streets can bring mad danger and trouble

And I can do bad all by myself / Do me a favor - don't be concerned about my wealth

If you're one of my peeps, you're gonna know that / But if I ain't feelin you player, huh

My face is gonna show that / So keep your eyes off my pockets

Don't be surprised if I cocked it / Can't outslick a can of oil, you never spoil my profits

See how I'm flippin this here?  / Things are different this year

Ain't got no time to listen to niggaz / that be trippin this year

Cause and effect, I always get, applause and respect

When I rhyme, universal laws, truth and righteousness connect

VOCAL INTERLUDE [Angie Stone]

You see the knowledge that I'm kickin's for you / And there is nothin that another can do

Try to stop me but I make it through / Recruitin angels as a warrior I'm true

People need people, it's true / True pride will sustain

In order to do what I do I can let you live / with me inside my brain

CHORUS w/ variations

VERSE 3 [Guru]

I've been tellin you, that there's war out here / And I've been tellin you, that there's more out here

So stop limitin your thoughts / Stop reconstructin your plots

It's more than luck it's an art / No more, duckin from NARC's

Haters stay at a distance, haters keep away from my fam

Haters stay in my business, haters still playin this jam

Mad Wisdoms, reflect the light of this man / Some jealous rappers, tried to pick a fight with this man

But despite all the nonsense, and false pretense I bomb this

Peace to those I get along with, my real nigga I'm strong with

And never get me twisted with no wack shit / And all that foolishness you was kickin, heh

I know you wanna take it back kid

CHORUS 2X – ride out….

YOU KNOW MY STEEZ

VERSE 1  [Guru]

Who's the suspicious character strapped with the sounds profound

Similar to rounds spit by Derringers

You're in the Terrordome like my man Chuck D said

It's time to dethrone you clones, and all you knuckleheads

Cause MC's have used up extended warranties

While real MC's and DJ's are a minority

But right about now, I use my authority

Cause I'm like the Wizard and you look lost like Dorothy

The horror be when I return for my real people

Words that split wigs hittin like some double Desert Eagles

Sportin caps pulled low, and baggy slacks

Subtractin all the rappers who lack, over Premier's tracks

Severe facts have brought this rap game to near collapse

So as I have in the past, I whup ass

Droppin lyrics that be hotter than sex and candlewax

And one-dimensional MC's can't handle that

While the world's revolvin, on it's axis

I come with mad love and plus the illest warlike tactics

The wilderness is filled with this; so many people

searching for false lift, I'm here with the skills you've missed

The rejected stone is now the cornerstone

Sort of like the master builder when I make my way home

You know my steez...

DJ CHORUS

"You know my steez" --> Method Man

"Let em know, do your thing y'all"
"Keep it live"

"To the beat y'all" --> Flavor Flav

VERSE 2  [Guru]
The beat is sinister, Primo makes you relax

I'm like the minister, when I be lacin the wax

I be bringin salvation through the way that I rap

And you know, and I know, I'm nice like that

Work through worldly problems, I got the healing power

When the mic's within my reach, I'm feelin more power

Stealing at least three minutes of every rap radio hour

It's often easier for one, to give advice

Than it is for a person to run one's own life

That's why I can't be caught up in all the hype

I keep my soul tight and let these lines takes flight

The apparatus gets blessed, and suckers get put to rest

No more of the unpure I got the cure for this mess

The wackness is spreadin like the plague

MC's lucked up and got paid but still can't make the fuckin grade

How many times are wannabe's gonna lie?

Yo they must wanna fry, they can't touch the knowledge I personify

I travel through the darkness carrying my torch

The illest soldier, when I'm holding down the fort

DJ CHORUS

("You know my steez" --> Method Man)

You know my steez...

"Let em know, do your thing y'all"
"Keep it live"

"You know my steez" --> Method Man


*repeat 4X with very last line modified as follows*

"The mic..."

VERSE 3  [Guru]
On the microphone you know that I'm one of the best yet

Some punks, ain't paid all of their debts yet

Tryin to be fly, ridin high on the jet-set

With juvenile rhymes makin fake-ass death threats

Big deal, like En Vogue, here's something you can feel

Styles more tangible, and image more real

For some time now, I've held the scrolls and manuscripts

When it's time to go all out you be like, "Damn he flipped"

Now I'm sick, fed up with the bullshit

Got the lyrical full clip, giving you a verbal asswhip

Don't trip it's the gifted prolific one

Known as Bald Head Slick -- why is the press all on my di-dick?

My style be wilder, than a kamikaze pilot

Don't try it, I'm about to start more than a friggin riot

Styles unsurpassable, and nuccas that's suckas, yo

Them motherfuckers are harrassable

For I be speaking from my parables and carry you beyond

The mic's either a magic wand

Or it gets tragic like the havoc of a nuclear bomb

Then I grab your palm, no pulse you're gone

And if you thought we'd lose our niche in this rap shit you way wrong

I stay up, I stay on, shine bright, like neon

Your song's, pathetic, synthetic, like Rayon

Fat beats, they play on, want dope rhymes, put me on

Word is bond... you know my steez
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