
The Setup 
 
 
It feels like a setup Get ready for a setup 
 
What's up cracker Yes you silly mobster 
 
Don't got your head on straight Because my name is all over the place 
 
From the east Coast 
 
To the West Coast 
 
I will be shining from my inner drive That is so Inspiring right 
 
Yet you all think I be lying 
 
When your lying to your own face 
 
Slander slander  
 
And defamation  
 
Is the name of your game  
 
You ain't got no game  
 
Not even a foot print to stand on Not no mountain to climb off 
 
You are sinking in quicksand As we protest all around  
 
Kill one kill two 
 
You are the ones who should be out of town  
 
If you ain't for country Then get out of here 
 
We were the first one's  
 
And now you see us all around  
 
You claim this country 
 



As if you have no where else to go  
 
The world is watching  
 
So you better turn it around  
 
And if you are lucky 
 
Super Tuesday won't be so sucky 
 
Quit breaking all the laws And scaring us all 
 
You call it national security I call it domestic terrorism  
 
If you can't be friendly  
 
Then go back to your country 
 
You ain't no American  
 
With your military costume  
 
Consuming my space as if you had grace 
 
If you ain't for freedom  
 
Then you are simply targeting the greats 
 
You keep on coming  
 
Since 9/11 with your terrorism 
 
Every single day 
 
Every single time  
 
It's the same ole day 
 
I sit around  
 
While you all jump around  
 
Out of style like a bunch of clowns  



 
Why are you all scared Yeah I got black hair 
 
I don't mess around  
 
I got one year of law school  
 
I guess you could say I turned around  
 
I got three degrees  
 
And eighty eight awards to please  
 
They gave me an honorary degree Which I am going to hang up on the wall  
 
Its best to update your databases With the latest milestones  
 
And quit relying on old mistakes  
 
If you keep on coming  
 
I will keep on defending  
 
Until one of us loses in court 
 
I am still waiting to be served So we can discuss once more 
 
We all know I am not the loser you created A lot of us don't see what you manufactured  
 
I don't want to be some serial killer Joel says I am a child of God  
 
He says this is all a stepping stone  
 
To come out all on top 
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