
Qb's Finest, We break bread
[intro] G.o.d. What's Up Man? Word Up Son I'm Goin Uptown. What You Doin? I'ma Leave This Motherfucking Money That's Hot Shit Let's Go Son Qb Shit Fuck Everybody [black] Who Make a Better Entrance Than a Qb Squad From Guns, Cracks to Tracks We Some Qb Stars Ain't no Question 'bout Who We Are Straight Poems From Shae, Nas to the Bar We Keepin' the Hood Glowin It's Mecca How the Hood's Glowin and Lives Changin' Little Dunns Runnin' the Streets With Macs Blazin' Young Cats Runnin' the Streets With Soap Blazin' Now Y'all Know Why the Biggest Hood Could Be Labeled Amazin' We Stand Up Running Songs We Step to the Plate Guaranteed to Make Ya Hot Like Kuwait I Went From Toppin' On Plates To Hittin' the Ave. and Puttin Up a Now It's Thoughts, Pencils, and Papers Provin' I'm Great Same Nigga in the Hood Or Tourin the States Violator Have to Raise the Crime Rate, Check My Mind State You Could See It's On a Whole Different Level It's Ill Will I Front Queensbridge Rebel... [littles] A '78 Baby Comin' Up in the Hood Crazy Watchin' Crack Bubblin' in Mid-80s Now I Live It Daily Young Ones With Guns Cockin the Hammer Speakin' Hood Grammar Hustlin' Cracks Dodgin' the Slammer All 31s Get Funds Runnin' Raps For They Dunns Quiet Storm So You Won't Hear It Come Heavy Metal Excident I Got Some Seditives to Make Ya'll Start Relaxin' Ill Will Now Waitin' For the Chance to Keep the Dough Stackin' Qb Niggas Waitin' For They Anthem Look Black Play the Cut Like the Phantom Out Front Niggas Catch Me On the 40 Sideway to Blunt Have Some Liquor in a Cup Crime Fam' Livin' Up This Beat Is Excellent I Feel It Too Much Fuck Around Somebody Might Get Touched I'm Bravehearted You Get Tackled On the Fifty Line Yardage If You Come Against My Whole Team of Starters Mic Murder Slaughters [lord] (Chorus) We Grow Grey in the Same Place Walk the Same Block, Squeeze the Same Glock We Gotta Eat For Niggas That Don't Sleep We Hustlin' in Sleep Catch You Permanent Creeps We Brake Bread From Fucking the Same Bitch We Reppin' the Same Clique For That Qb Shit We Mos' Real My People Is Mos' Ill Nigga Take It How You Feel Get Shot For Real [chaos] I Tripped and Fell Many Times But Rose to My Feet Fo-fo Longs Concealed in My no Face Sleeves To My Life Slip Away One Step From a Grave And Steady Took Away My Youth For Locked Me in a Bink Man, I Was Too Young to Understand What Life Means See Y'all Gon' Understand a Story of Thug That Like Things Can't Express the Rush I Get When Busting Macs How Adrenaline Flows When the Hammer Kicks Back I Know It's More Than Life in the Hood But I Still Spit Stories of My Past Ways It's Like a Glass Maze Six Blocks Caged in I Was Razed in The Illest of Fond, the Realest in Dunns Qb to the Death of Me, I Suerve and Ride Till' My Physical Is Stiff and My Sould Is On the Other Side Mo' Money, Mo' Murder, Mo' Homicide Fuck Wit' Qb Man You Better Have That Allibi [craig G.] I'm From a Planet Called Qb Where Drama Runs Deep And Gunshots Wake You Up Out of Your Sleep Like An Alarm Clock In '84 Top Ten That Was a Bomb Spot Practiced Playin' Ball in the Wrist I Have a Strong Shot At 4 O'clock I'll Rob You Under the Tressle Came From Out of Town Actin' Special That's Why I See You Fake Leaders, and Snake Breaders Shit Me and the Bravehearts Go Back Like Saint Weeders Ball Bustaz and Brain Beaters You Ain't Worth the Coins in the Change Meter On Every Block and Bridge We Flame Heaters Hollow Points For You Laying Cheaters Waiting Till' Your Main Day Needers Shit, Craig G. Naturally and Tragically Obligated to Bust Ass In the Clutch Like Kurt Warner Throwin' Touch Pass Don't Believe Anything That You Read Inside Them Smut Rags Half of These Rappers Sound Like Smoke Twenty Dust Bags Probably Did, You Ain't Holdin' the Kid That'll Bust Back When Drama Is On I Know For a Fact So Trust That I'm Stuck in This Life Buck Legged Cap Across the Body Fuckin' His Wife Sharpin' His Place Stuck in His Knife What's in the Mic Wires, Mechanics and Stuff But Without the Fire You Really Can't Apply It Too Much I'ma Let You Find As Such With My Vocals I'll Roast You No Matter Where You Live This Ain't Bi-coastal Bring Drama the Most You Heavy Hitters Down to the Hopefulls Niggaz Rullin' the Charge and Just Broke Through I Ain't Gonna Approach You, That Shit That You Spit I Been Spittin' Back in 1989 When Hip Hop Had no Limits Twenty Eight With no Gimmicks, Real Is What This Shit Is Got Nothin' to Lose Cuz' I'm a Double Life Bidder In Hip Hop Shoot the Back of Ya Timbs Turn 'em to Flip Flops Do a Drive By With a Horse So Run When You Hear the Click Clocks This Shit Rocks From Fresno to Fort Knocks This Verse Should Be Enough to Make All of the Torque Stop No Niggaz That Four Cops no Niggaz That Court Shots Close Fantasy Your Hypeman Should Be Mr. Raw Ock (Chorus)
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