Robert Smiff

I took a step back found conclusions.

I found this rap game lost in illusions

It’s all based on the lifestyle lies your choosin

Pimps to the Hoes to the Smoke to boozing

I can tell by the weight of your lids where you been

On the edge of win with a taste of losing

Seems like everyone’s abusing

The artform to perform, forgot about the music

So the rattle the cattle, without a battle to battle

Most styles are saddled, deep thought scadaddled

Fought the current and paddled for a different shore

Where melodies and harmonies as a gift meant more

Deep breath relief, now I found belief

That the biz lost pulse so we pound the beat

Now the sound in me can have a farther reach

Same thing with the crew so we groove to Teach.

Said we groove to teach

So the sound in me can have a farther reach

Now…

Don’t stress it’ll get right

Sit tight!

If you flex all your insight

To new heights!

If you stretch you can touch skies

So Bright!

Catch freedom at first light

Pass night!

And what once was lost had a road to cross

Now it found applause, cause it found a cause

Lot of times wrote rhymes inside paradigms

Defined by the times, confined what was mines

Inside the lines, the pictures drawn

Born from the brain, but the style was wrong

Realized every word, every noun, every verb

Shit I thought superb, was only shit I heard

The mindstate created, regurgitated

Based on raps from cats, that like fashion faded

So I stayed in the lab, the plan developed

The darkroom was a womb, we became enveloped

Built more than songs, found a place to belong

A brigade six strong, holdin on till dawn 

And thoughts repressed that congest the chest

Broke though transgressed, notes help digest

All types of stress, and I must atest

That a soul expressed, is a soul that’s blessed.

Is a soul that’s blessed.

Thoughts repressed that congest the chest.

Now…

Don’t stress it’ll get right

Sit tight!

If you flex all your insight

To new heights!

If you stretch you can touch skies

So Bright!

Catch freedom at first light

Pass night!

And what once was lost had a road to cross

Now it found applause, cause it found a cause

So now the question come why do this?

Why march to this drum go through this?

The most ruthless, the less traveled path

Why fuck with your math, fill half your glass?

For the souls on the streets tryin to make ends meet

For the babies on the Ave. getting less than half

For the workers on the sites, way before sunlight

For the teachers in the districts, handling their business

For the fam and the fans and the helping hands

For the dreams and schemes and everything between

For the life and love and all of the above

For the leaders yet to come bringing their own drum

So why music? Why art? Why self-expression?

Respond with aggression, there should be no question

To stir passion, That’s what it’s their for!

To bring action, That’s what it’s their for!

So you can see, That’s what it’s their for!

To be free, That’s what it’s their for!

So you can grow, That’s what it’s their for!

To touch your soul, That’s what it’s their for!

So you can think, That’s what it’s their for!

So we can link, That’s what it’s their for!

So you can try, That’s what it’s their for!

So you can fly, That’s what it’s their for!

That’s what it’s there for!
