Climate Control
Asher Roth

Mhm, yeah

As far as progress, you'd be hard pressed

To find another artist with a heart like Artest

APR is the bar set

With the bars spit, thank my stars ain't far fetched

Part narcissist, aren't we all?

Hard when it gets, starting to quit, fall apart

Thought as a kid, all that is lived, it all revolves

Farther you get, falser the trip, it's all a lark

We make it up as we go along

I didn't know this song, but then I'm sure I'm not the only one
But I'll keep going on, the need to grow a spawn

'Til it's at your knees like for weeks you didn't mow the lawn
My strength's unique, I got the speech to keep you holding on
I got to reach the people, Jesus freak, holy Quran

I think the means defeat the reasons to be flowin' long

I like the east because the seasons keep me going strong

Peace to Uncle Ron, we gotta un the arms

Give you what you need, would you please keep your undies on?
You disagree, then peace, just sleep, it does me none the harm
'Cause recently I have a belief in me, I'm one to charm

I know that we can teach it, the mode is piece-for-piece and
Although it's slow, don't let it go, you'll never know defeat
You'll always beat it, you see, feeling out free and it seems
When you just leave it to be and whatever it be, will be

Do I believe in fate? Certainly seem that way

The synchronicities, it feel they happen every day

But I can pay 'em no mind, getting on back to the grind
Trading my time and reality, fear of falling behind

And never catching up, so I invest in what?

Someone's agenda who suggests we getting Jjust enough?

So more or less it sucks, the stress, it mess me up

Like what's so special 'bout a friend who hits you just to f—?
What's the buzz? What's enough? Tell me, what's the rush?

Mess with drugs just because, keep my head in muck

It's a struggle just getting out of the covers

Our ship was without a rudder, our children without a mother
It seems, or maybe not, maybe we need each other

Few days without water then everything else you really don't ne
ed

Open sea, no breeze, in the cold and you freeze

So I just go for the heat, hundred and forty degrees
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