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When I wrote about parties 
Someone always died 
When I tried to write happy 
Yo I knew I lied, I lived a life of crime 
Why play ya blind? 
A simple look 
and anyone with two cents 
would know I'm 
A hardcore player from the streets 
Rappin' bout hardcore topics 
Over hardcore drum beats 
a little different 
Than the average though 
Jet you thru the fast lane 
Drop ya on death row 
Cause anybody who's been there 
Knows that life ain't so lovely 
On the blood-soaked fast track 
That invincible shit don't work 
Throw ya in a joint 
You'll be comin' out feet first 
So I blast the mic with my style 
Sometimes I'm ill 
The other times buck wild 
But the science is always there 
I'd be a true sucker 
If I acted like I didn't care 
I rap for brothers just like myself 
Dazed by the game 
In a quest for extreme wealth 
But I kick it to you hard and real 
One wrong move, and you caps peeled 
I ain't no super hero 
I ain't no Marvel Comic 
But when it comes to game I'm atomic 
At droppin' it straight 
Point blank and untwisted 
No imagination needed, cause I lived it 
This ain't no fuckin' joke 
This shit is real to me 
I'm Ice-T  
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