
The Roots, Unwritten
(feat. Mercedes Martinez)[Mercedes Martinez]When I think about perfect timesI think about yesterdayYou can asked me about the futureI don't know what to sayTomorrow's story's unknownSo listenIt's almost anyone's guessUnwrittenWhen I think about perfect timesI think about yesterdayYou can ask me about the futureI don't know what to sayIt's almost anyone's guess[Black Thought]YoIt was a cold nightNot cold like the winterJust cold like a energy was in the airI generally don't likeThe driver had to dip, so he left me in the whipTurned around and said, (&quot;You know you're on your own, right?&quot;)[PAUSE]I'm the zone likeThere's pictures on the wall of my own lifeJust like a drive-inOnly it's live, and this a montage of the places I beenMy sixth sense taste the problemThe sus-pense had my heart racin', throbbin'Just like a young punk with a tape revolverPointed at the driver of a car, faced to rob himThe cigarettes chased the vodkaThe nigga just chased the dream but won't taste the monsterThe son won't face the fatherThe gun won't erase the dramaWhile you're waitin', the time's up[GUN COCKS]
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