Cobo Hall
Boldy James

In the city of Detroit
Once upon a time

There was a ConCreature
(Blocks)

Named Boldy James

(Yeah, huh)

Where my east siders at?
ConCreatures

I'm from McNichols but my sister from Van Dyke (Yo)

My brothers with seven fears wish they can indict us

But what I'm selling bought my chips and my clique tight (Yeah, yeah)
So sit tight and make sure the plates on the whip right (Uh-huh)

The trip like eight hours there and back home (Right)

Put your seat belt on, and don't wear the hat (Ah)

Ridin' with that dawg, you ain't 'bout that life at all, y'all scared of cat
S

Bunch of Uncle Toms, 1il' Jerry Rats (No balls)

This a motion line picture, Miramax

Movie—-line cinema, HBO, Cinemax (Reel)

Showtime (Uh-huh), cookin' with the 'Chemist (Al)

He push it to the limit while I take that shit to the max (To the max)
Hit you with that hot stuff, that's a rumble pack

Type of nigga shoot your block up then double back

Just to make sure that he dead, up the TEC

(Pah, pah) Put two in his head, the double check

The last nigga who slept on me took a nap (Turned him sleep)
And still ain't woke up from that (Murder spree)

It ain't nothing for me to bust a cap (Nah)

And take off everything above the neck

So put on your helmet and your double vest (Uh)

And I hope you got your hammer and your ratchet set (Uh-huh)
'Cause once you gone, it ain't no coming back (Nah)

You niggas must don't know you you fucking with

It's Mr. Blue Steel, Red Beam, Rubber Grip

Thuggin' it, bangin' on wax for them Bloods and Crips (Real tribe members)
In the traps and them addicts still recovering (Uh-huh)

Eatin' free lunches up at Saint James

And every mother painin' and suffering

Who ever lost a son to the game that was hustling (God bless)

And every brother selling 'caine with a brother

That he lost to the gun in a grave that was touching bricks (It's money)
RIP D Live, my lil' nigga switched (My dawg)

He was sixteen when he passed like brother (Cuzzo)

We from drug zone 76 (Blocks)

Where that money is the subject and the predicate (It's ConCreatures)
Yeah, so when you come, you better come correct

I'm a vet, I'll never ever let you see me sweat

Gotta learn how to live with regrets (Why?)

'Cause God forgives but I don't forget

The last nigga who slept on me took a nap (Turned him sleep)
And still ain't woke up from that (Murder spree)

It ain't nothing for me to bust a cap (Nah)

And take off everything above the neck



So put on your helmet and your double vest (Uh)

And I hope you got your hammer and your ratchet set (Uh-huh)
'Cause once you gone, it ain't no coming back (Nah)

You niggas must don't know you you fucking with

Oh!
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