Untitled...
Sitting here with a pen and pad. Dreaming about stuff I should of had, and all the shit that I'm gonna get, To level out all the pain I been dealing with. College boy life who knows if this is the right path.  Secure college life but how long will it last. See my niggas still on the block sellin to the fiends. We live different lives but got common dreams. Same goals different views, learned you can always win when you have nothing to lose. So thats how I walk around, with my head held high knocking targets down. Even though I blast my favorite artist  lyrics I make my own decision. Because I dont need to follow Wale to follow my own ambition.

See I'm tryna fuck the game up and leave this bitch soaken. Streets told me to go raw, so nigga no trojan. And no my time didn't cum yet...but each bar I give is proof of me stroken. See my soul is acking and I let them know across the nation about where my trap at. My motivation is from my location located on my snapback.

S W A G wrong swag can have you rocking G A W S gaws from a hollow. Im flippn words backwards lets see if you can follow. See when I spit  R A W i can start a W A R. Soon as I cut the W and grip the AR. Or when i  A I M i can leave a nigga M I A as soon as i cut the A and IM you every shell i spray. I just played lyrical scrabble, this track should be in a hearse to me. Cuz  I just committed redrum backwards...1st degree.

How did I come up with this sometimes I wonder. But I'm just portraying the rain in my life and my voice is the thunder. I swear going against me is like being out in a storm flying a kite...bad plan. And when I rap it's like flying that kite and lightening strikes....dead man.

See i think I'm pretty good if I do say. But still my girl gets mad at me just about everyday. She think im cheating on her cuz she heard I'm getting fucked by Sallie Mae.

I know here I go with that college talk again. I know you like "I thought you was a street nigga how could a college welcome him." "Nigga what you get on your SATs?" I just learned enough  math to know if you fucked up my money i can let that snub nose sneeze. Nigga please, when you see me respect me. Cuz I'm running through competition so the hating doesn't effect me.

See what you know about being homelss, looking dirty, no hair cut money, and you combless. And what you know about being hungry, taking a dub out your teacher pocketbook because you need the money.  You might think you bad cuz you got chased by a cop. Well consider me, Le who never knew my pop. And put up my hands to the nigga replacen him. See fuck a cop, Le had death chasing him.

I was told lifes a gamble, I'm surving but I'm a high roller. But look at me, they say beauty is in the eye of the beholder.... so tell me what you see when you look in the eyes of this soldier.

                                                                                                                                                   -Le
