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(I wonder when I wrote this. Nah it's weak) 
The money's ya religion sky the limit live life 
Numbers is big business makes the poor live trife 
The glimmers of hope provoke those without dollars to dream 
Through your existence become wealthy knowledge is king 
Pimps and card sharks thiefs murderers with hard luck 
Addicts and fiends prostitutes passin' for teens is my society 
Cops that shoot blacks is routine for noteriety 
Grow up watchin' well dressed niggas with charms 
Beautiful ladies on their arms 
Dangerous new cars was my fantasy for Nas 
Rubbin my lips with Campophenique 
Still behind the ears wet turned out to be 
Pioneers vets amongst hustlers crack sellers and liers and 
squares... 
(Nah that was weak there) 
My people be projects or jail never Harvard or Yale 
Pardon me type in my 2way while I'm chargin' my cell 
It's hard to be iced up with Gucci god poverty's real 
 
 
“Book of Rhymes,” Nas, God’s Son  
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