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by KRS-One
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Peace and much love. It is not every day that an actual participant in our culture, a legend, sits down to pen a book or reflect upon that which he has produced over the years, and Chuck D, of the legendary rap group Public Enemy, has produced much over the years. Including the Hip Hop album classics; ‘Yo! Bum Rush the Show,’ ‘It Takes A Nation of Millions To Hold Us Back,’ ‘Fear of a Black Planet,’ and ‘Apocalypse ‘91: The Enemy Strikes Black.’

When it comes to Hip-Hop, any Rapper can produce a book that may reflect upon his/her lyrics. However, the important questions here are; but how many of those books would matter? How accurate would such books be in the explanation and further understanding of Hip Hop? How influential would the lyrics of such a book be toward the development of Hip Hop’s music, culture, and politics? A book explaining the inner depths and imagination of a pimp, or a drug dealer, or a stripper/whore turned rapper has its place in the explanation of Hip Hop’s total development. However such writing would be deemed the unconscious and unaware writings of a desperate group of people that used the technique of Rap to free themselves from poverty. Such writing would be deemed “desperate.”

Chuck D’s reflective writing is in a whole different category. Chuck D is always writing and publishing something of intellectual, spiritual and cultural value to Hip Hop, the United States and African Americans in general; not because he has to, but because he wants to. Chuck D is NOT desperate. He hasn’t been forced into his style of writing because of a lack of money, education or opportunity. Chuck D is conscious! He is awake! He is mature! And yes, he IS Hip Hop! This is why the instrument before you is indeed a classic and accurate work of enormous cultural benefit. In the future, it is clear that books like these shall reveal to our posterity the true meaning, character, and purpose of “their” Hip Hop Kulture. Chuck D reflecting upon the meaning of his work offers attuned Hiphoppas in the future an accurate look into what helped to cause Hip Hop in their time.

For the serious student of Hip Hop as well as for the true Hiphoppa living our culture every day, Chuck D’s writings are reviewed with the same reverence as the “Psalms,” or the works of the great poet Rumi, or the writings of Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., or the mystical poet Kahlil Gibran. Please do not confuse this book for a lyrical reference of Chuck D’s rhymes laid out for the true P.E. fan. Of course, you can limit this instrument to just that. However, for the attuned Hip Hop scholar and for those that may teach Hip Hop for a living, or remain a committed Hip-Hop activist, this instrument is an authentic peek into the genesis of Hip Hop’s social protest voice. And unlike other more “objective” commentaries on the works and thoughts of Public Enemy, this instrument comes with a certain academic as well as cultural authority. Chuck D himself is the author of his songs and books. THANK GOD! Emcees like Chuck D speaking and writing for themselves, expressing their views independent of mainstream media, is critical to Hip Hop’s cultural development.

With all the books being published today on Rap and “hip-hop” by objective journalists looking more to sell a product than to document Hip Hop’s cultural events and personalities accurately, our Hip Hop influenced children in the future would have had to learn of their own Hip Hop heritage through the writings of those who have systematically exploited Hip Hop and its elements in our time. But THANK GOD FOR PUBLIC ENEMY! The combination of Flava Flav, Professor Griff, Terminator X, Media Assassin Harry Allen, a production team called ‘the Bomb Squad’ and of course Chuck D with the S1Ws (Security of the First World) standing at attention in the back reflects Hip Hop in its self-governed, self-aware, independent leadership state. Because of the existence of Public Enemy in the development of our culture, it can never be said that Hip Hop was exclusively about bitches, hoes, pimps, and thugs. The existence of Public Enemy proves that Hip Hop was and still is conscious of itself. 

It is indeed a sincere privilege to hold such an instrument. It is not every day that Hip Hop gets to speak for itself. And yes, PUBLIC ENEMY IS INDEED HIP HOP! In fact, Public Enemy is that style of Hip Hop that everyone wishes would return to mainstream media. Whenever we think of what’s wrong with “hip hop” and what we must do to get back on track everyone quotes Chuck D’s lyrics and unanimously agree that we need to hear more “groups like P.E.” on day-time radio! This is the truth! Most of us who grew up in the 1980s and 1990s are stunned at the way Rap music has become so commercialized and toned-down, and how so many Rap artists from our same era have sold-out, given-up or have accepted this sad state in hip hop’s music, culture and politics all in the name of possibly getting rich. These are the desperate. 

But Public Enemy has never been desperate. And as mentioned earlier, Chuck D is indeed awake and conscious of his space and time. Such awareness of one’s role in the continued struggle for peace, freedom, and prosperity has compelled Chuck D to stay the course even when others have long since given up! Such a spirit cannot be read about, or told about, or studied to be attained. Such a spirit and character is genetically passed down for the survival of one generation to another. Almost everyone genetically carries the struggles of their ancestors, elders, and parents, but only a few actually develop the skill, the courage and the vision to hear and obey the calling of those who have come before them. Only a few can even hear the impulses of freedom and justice calling them into a life of leadership. Only a few even have the heart to care. Everyone else is too preoccupied trying to satisfy their cravings and overcome their insecurities. This is why Chuck D’s “Lyrics Of A Rap Revolutionary” is so critical to the understanding of true Hip-Hop. 

Those of us who are “awake” are also “aware” that in the distant future it is inevitable that some seekers of truth (our children) seeking the meaning as to why they live the way that they do in their time shall come across our Hip Hop activities in world history. And what shall we look like to the Hip Hop community (our children) of 2020? What shall the Hip Hop community of 2100 rely upon as their actual cultural heritage? Everything is being recorded, and our own children are the seekers of our truths. What shall they see? What shall our collective activities as Hiphoppas in world history teach our posterity? Shall the programming of today’s mass media Rap music outlets become the actual “history” of Hip Hop?

Those of us that ask these questions are always happy when Hip Hop attempts to speak for itself! And this instrument is indeed Hip Hop speaking for and of itself. Chuck D is Hip Hop! And the published works of Public Enemy are indeed fresh and accurate documentations of Hip Hop’s collective intellectual development. Such an instrument is not to be simply referenced or even read and put aside. Such an instrument is to be carefully studied and interpreted. If you are a serious Hip Hop historian or Rap music discographer, it is impossible for you to discuss Hip Hop without several references to Public Enemy and their impact upon Hip Hop’s music, culture, politics, morality, character, direction, and overall value. But those of us who practice Hip Hop beyond entertainment respect Chuck D beyond the messages of his lyrics.

We’ve seen Public Enemy on the frontlines of the verbal warfare movement now for nearly 20 years! Chuck and I have worked on the Stop The Violence Movement together. We have introduced Hip Hop to America’s universities and colleges together. We have proclaimed Hip Hop an international culture of peace and prosperity at the United Nations together. We’ve toured together, recorded together and we’ve attended numerous “hip hop” summits, conferences and meetings together advocating organization, knowledge, and discipline throughout the Hip Hop community. And this is only what he and I have worked on together. Chuck D works with everyone!

As a full-time Hip-Hop activist, Chuck D is the definition of someone who “puts their money where their mouth is,” talks their walk and walks their talk, and practices exactly what they have preached. Beyond his poetic abilities, Chuck D fits the description of Hip Hop’s authentic “poet of protest.” And when reading the words and thoughts of such an icon as Chuck D it is always best to remember that Chuck D uses Rap as a tool for social change and the renewal of mass consciousness, not just to achieve a fast buck. Reading and further interpreting the words of Chuck D are crucial to understanding the protest movements of Hip Hop’s ‘Golden Age’ (1981-1991). However, after reading such sacred poetry, it is only right that you obtain ALL of Public Enemy’s classic albums and videos, and reunite yourself with the spirit of true Hip Hop in its most inquisitive and intellectual stages of development. Enjoy.

KRS-One
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I’m a firm believer that music in general, and lyrics in particular, can be helpful, hurtful, or neutral. And I consider neutrality as belonging to the dubious category of not doing a damn thing for you as well, so I’ve always written lyrics and songs with the intention to steer people forward or at least allow them to be able to analyze the things that are in front of their faces. The initial goal we set for Public Enemy, when we came onto the scene in 1987, was clearly stated; to develop 5,000 strong, independent Black leaders by the year 1989. Leadership, for us, would be measured by how much people believed in themselves, and the extent to which people would choose to create their paths instead of becoming followers of things not to their benefit. Although there was no official count, we believe we were semi-successful in that we had a lot of people a least looking at themselves. Due to our approach and the stances we’ve taken, I’ve been at the center of more ideological and political controversies than any other rap personality. Some have accused me of being misogynistic, anti-Semitic, racist, seditionist, and anti-American. Despite all of that, we gotta do what we gotta do. With the current state of rap music and lyrics, there’s a massive gap between what the artists are serving, and what the audience wants, in fact, and more importantly what the audience needs. I’ve come up with an acronym called R.H.Y.M.E., which stands for rap has your minds empty. There’s only so much you can rap about what you drive, what you wear, or how much money you have. As the hip-hop listener gets older but has little or no specialized skills in an increasingly competitive and technology-based economy, little marketable education, to go along with children and increased responsibilities to take care of, they will seek and demand more.

This book series, Lyrics of a Rap Revolutionary, is designed to transcend rap and venture into the realm of offering commentary and analysis into some of the broader aspects of life itself. I’ve wanted to produce a lyric book for years. However, due to the current climate in the industry, where they’re playing the hell out of songs aimed at dumbing down American kids with; ‘its so hot I’ma take my clothes off down from my neck to the crack of my ass with a shot of Courvoisier,’ it became much more than a want — I had to do this, and NOW. It behooves us to try to transcend our artistry into something that will benefit humankind. Since there are plenty of things in a society designed to suppress large numbers of the population, perhaps music and art can serve to help set minds free.

Often when listening to rap music the lyrics and true meanings of songs get lost in the music. Other than interviews, which forces artists to explain why they’ve written particular songs, artists rarely give detailed explanations about songs that they’ve written. Rap lyrics are important to analyze and dissect because they offer a way to look at society from a perspective rarely taken seriously. Rap music is a genre that already has substance, but the addition of books will lyrically solidify the content, just as videos solidify the music. Many hip-hop writers have jewels woven deep down in the meanings of individual songs, but the whole duty of hip-hop is first, writing, and secondly, to get the song across, and a lot of times artists are more focused on how to get it across so that the substance, reasoning, and metaphors written into the rhymes get overlooked. This series will allow me, and other featured artists to give direct explanations and interpretations of what our lyrics are about.

We are at a point where reading has become the dividing line between the haves and the have-nots. It’s a ‘revolutionary’ concept, but we’re living in a millennium where books are one of the things that will set people free. This series, Lyrics of a Rap Revolutionary, will start with the lyrics from my first seven years with Public Enemy (1987-1994). The second volume will naturally progress to more recent songs of mine (1995-Present), and future volumes will contain the writings and thoughts of other prolific thinkers from the hip-hop genre, all of whom are undoubtedly worthy of having a more in-depth analysis of their thinking and writing as well, including; KRS-One, Common, Nas, J. Cole, and Talib Kweli, to name a few. 

People who grew up listening to Public Enemy’s lyrics when they were younger may not have understood them thoroughly. What this book will do is clarify — in a way similar to when a person rereads a book ten years after initially reading it, and allow for a deeper understanding and further insight than obtained before. We must remain mindful that there’s a road to freedom, and resist the embarrassingly popular trend that ignorance and a ghetto mentality, which is cast upon us is our only food for thought or food for non-thought. As MC’s we must become more responsible and revolutionary in our approach because we have young people around the globe listening to our every word and watching our every step.
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I


YO! BUM RUSH THE SHOW


(1987)
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Our first album, Yo! Bum Rush The Show, initially started out as a demo for the college radio station WBAU in Long Island. I made it to fill up time on the radio show at the time. ”Public Enemy #1” and ”The Return of Public Enemy,” which later became the lyrics to “Miuzi Weighs A Ton” were the first two cuts for Public Enemy, and they were both on that original demo tape.

I composed most of my songs in 1986 while in the car driving to work. A major inspiration for me during that period was listening to New York’s Black talk-radio superstation WLIB every day. They featured Gary Byrd in the mornings and Mark Riley in the afternoons, and both of them had powerful programs. WLIB was an enormous influence on opening up my mind on who we are as a people and where we should go. At the time I  thought that WLIB was the greatest thing ever in that regard. Besides, I was working for a Black company, so I was full of Black pride.

Consequently my placement on the Air America radio network in 2004, had put me sorta full circle back to my heroes. Inner City, the company that owned the signal of New York black radio signals WBLS FMas well as WLIB  on the 1190 frequency on the AM side. Mark Riley presently was chosen as the co-host of the morning show The Morning Sedition, and Imhotep Gary Byrd as of this writing still masters a morning show on WBLS.

On the album cover for Yo! Bum Rush the Show there’s six of us. At that time three-person groups were abundant, and they were quickly dwindling down to groups of two, and some soloists. One of the many things that impressed me about Grandmaster Flash and the Furious Five was their numbers, and the same went for Stetsasonic. 

In our situation, since I was the chief vocalist and minimal vocals were done by anyone else, we had to develop silent duties for everybody else so that they would have a presence without saying anything. The first person we worked on building was Flavor. When we performed the first record Flavor didn’t have a lot of vocals, he would go back and forth on stage, and I remember Hank saying to Flavor, “Whatever you do wear white and keep moving because if you wear white and keep moving people will pick you up. If you wear black, you’ll get lost, and you can’t afford to get lost, ‘cause then Chuck will be out there by his damn self.”

Terminator X became the next person we built. We built him up in the same way that Run-DMC built Jam Master Jay, off of a hook line in a song. When Run-DMC came out with the record ‘Jam Master Jay,’ that brought Jam Master Jay to prominence. Later on when we did ”Rebel Without A Pause” we mention Terminator X, which made Terminator X a recognizable member. If ”Terminator X Speaks With His Hands” did not do it, then “Rebel Without A Pause” was the record that made Terminator X known. People wanted to know “What is Terminator X?” It just sounds fly, so we used it in the hook. The S1W’s were next, with Griff as the focus, then after Griff, we would build separate identities for each one of the S1W’s. That plan was eventually sidetracked in 1989, which I’ll get to later.

The initial plan was to build each member over time, but because of our crazy, anti-government ideas we firmly believed that we would only have about two years to do our thing before they caught on to what we were doing, and then we’d segue into something else, but our chief purpose would have been fulfilled. We knew that somebody would try to stop us with the type of messages we were going to be pumping out.

***
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

You’re Gonna Get Yours
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In this corner with the 98

Subject of suckers-—object of hate

Who’s the one some think is great

I’m that one—son of a gun

Drivin’ by-—wavin’ my fist

Makin’ ‘em mad when I’m goin’ like this

Top gun—never on the run

They know not to come cause they all get some

Goin’ quicker in the speedin’ lane

Jealous can’t do it and it’s causin’ them pain

Caught in my smoke—all they did was choke

Look at my spokes—you know I’m no joke

Out the window—middle finger for all

Jealous at my ride, stereo and blackwalls

Suckers got the nerve and gall

To talk ‘bout my car when they’re walkin’ tall

Pullin’ away—every day

Leavin’ you in the dust

So you know I get paid—on the mile ego trip

And 5—0 tailin’ on my tip

Watch me burn rubber—fall in my flame

This episode always is the same

Seein’ no comp comin’ like I’m blind

All left back—trailin’ my behind

I go faster cops try to shoot me

They’ll get theirs when they try to get me

I’ll let go—my turbo

Run, I’m in the river cause they’re movin’ too slow

Laughin’ hard at their attempt

So what if the judge charged me contempt

I’d rub my boomerang—feelin’ proud

And I wouldn’t even hear them cause my radio’s loud

Cruisin’ down the boulevard

treated like a superstar

You know the time so don’t look hard

Get with it—the ultimate homeboy car

All you suckers in the other ride

When I’m comin’ get to the side

My 98 is tough to chase

If you’re on my tail—better watch my face

Smoke is comin’ when I burn

Rubber when my wheels turn

Tinted windows—super bad

Lookin’ like the car the Green Hornet had

It’s the reason I’m ahead of the pack

It’s the reason I left them back

It’s the reason all the people say

My 98-0 blows ‘em all away

Understand—I don’t drive drunk

My 98’s fly—I don’t drive no junk

No cop gotta right to call me a punk

Take this ticket—go to hell and stick it

Put me on a kick but—line up, times up

This government system needs a tune up

I don’t even know what’s happenin’—what’s up

Gun in my chest—I’m under arrest

Sidewalk suckered wanted to spill me

So I got my crew and posse

Step outside—got in my ride

Drove them around—looked around town

Caught I’m out there cold—ran I’m over and down

They didn’t get me—that’s the truth

Cause my 98-0 is bullet proof

Reflection

“You‘re Gonna Get Yours”

The name of the song that became “You‘re Gonna Get Yours” was originally going to be “You’re Gonna Goetz Yours,” because of the Bernard Goetz fiasco that happened in New York. For those who don’t remember, or perhaps were not yet born, Bernard Goetz was traveling on a New York City subway when several young, black teenagers allegedly accosted him. When the train ride was over the black teens were all shot, and Bernard Goetz went unpunished with a self-defense claim that many at the time questioned, mainly since a few of the youths were shot in their backs. We were convinced, however, that our use of the more controversial title might cause some unwanted legal ramifications down the line.

“You’re Gonna Get Yours” talks about the ‘98 Posse’, the well known and feared gangsters from around the way, and they all drove Oldsmobile 98’s. There was about nine of them, and they all used to dress their cars up. If somebody came out to Long Island and started some static, the 98 posse would line up and cut off the exit at the Parkway and catch people out there. There was a different mentality on Long Island back then. Long Island was different from the city. In New York City people catch trains, or they might catch a bus here and there, or they’re trooping with the fellas in the street. Nobody in the Bronx was rapping about cars because young people didn’t have cars in the Bronx. 

On the contrary, I rapped about cars, 7-Eleven’s and things that we did have out on Long Island. It came to be that the things I rapped about on Long Island related to people everywhere else in the country except New York. New York City is the only place in the U.S. where the mass transit system is so complex that people can get where they need to go and not need a vehicle. New York City is designed like Europe because it’s European based. Long Island is what they called the ‘boondocks,’ ‘the sticks,’ or the ‘country.’ We took a lot of pride in saying that we were from Long Island so the things I rapped about reflected life on the Island where we had to get from point A to point B in a car because things were more spread out than in the City — we had to drive, it wasn’t a choice. 

”You’re Gonna Get Yours” was a love song about my 98, which was actually a messed up Buick LeSabre that my brother wrecked, and at the same time it was dedicated to the whole 98 Posse.

***
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Sophisticated Bitch
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That woman in the corner—cold playin’ the role

Just leave her ass in the corner till her feet get cold

Knowin’ for a fact—that girl is whacked

If you hold your hand out—she’ll turn her back

Better walk, don’t talk—she’s all pretend

Can’t be her friend unless you spend

Wall to wall—after all

Get ready to throw only money at the bitch

Cause she thinks she’s so-—

phisticated

Peekin’, seekin’ inside a book

Her demands for a man with a chemical look

Wishes, desires—gettin’ worse with age

She doesn’t want a man—all she wants is a page

Ain’t got a man so she goes to a club

Blacks think it’s classy but it’s really a pub

But that’s the kind of place she likes to go

The bitch got a problem

Cause she thinks she’s so—

-phisticated

Jackets, shoes, everyday ties

The girl only wants one of those guys

Suckers who front like it ain’t no thing

Pretend to be friends—don’t want that thang

Talk like this—don’t talk slang

Do anything to get that thang

Tries to be chic and play it off

Peekin’ through the window—

I saw her take her clothes off

Nasty girl—stone cold freak

Stayin’ in bed a whole goddamn week

Comin’ and leavin’ guys servin’ up storms

From execs with checks—boys from the dorms

Never kept a name—never seen a face

She could pass ‘em in the street like it never took place

I know she’s a ho so I’m on the go 

Expose the funky bitch

Cause she thinks she’s so

-phisticated

Now she wants a sucker but with an attaché

And if you ain’t got it—she’ll turn you away

You can smile with style but you lost your trial

Cause you got a gold tooth—she thinks you’re wild

She don’t want a brother that’s true and black

If you’re light, you’re alright—better stay back

Cause the sucker with the bag is out the catch

With something in his bag keepin’ her attached

The man’s got a plan—it’s IBM

The devil at her level—yes it’s him

His Audi she rides—his gold and clothes

The ill base method—turning up her nose

Lack a lack a lack—now beaming her up

She still got the nerve to turn her funky nose up

Her status looks at us from down below

Now the bitch is in trouble

Cause she’s was so-

phisticated

Little is known about her past

So listen to me cause I know her ass

Used to steal money out her boyfriends clothes

And never got caught—so the story goes

She kept doin’ that to all her men

Found the wrong man when she did it again

And still to this day people wonder why

He didn’t beat the bitch down till she almost died

So—

phisticated

Reflection

“Sophisticated Bitch”

”Sophisticated Bitch,” tells a ficticious story about a woman who plays Black men. She’s a sister, but she goes outside of that realm and chooses to use this brother to support her drug habit. 

I caught hell for that song later on because critics labeled me misogynistic for using the word “bitch.” What I was doing was telling a story on how the people in the neighborhood looked at her. She kept using different brothers until she ran into the wrong brother that ultimately beat her down for going through his pockets and digging in his money while he was sleep. To understand the use of the language in the song critics would have to read the whole story and not just go by the title.

In retrospect, I would counter the fact on any controversial lyric I’d written was backed by the fact that I was blasting all with equal opportunity white, black, and especially hard at times on my brothers. Thus this was a story and not a characterization of a mass. Sounds like an excuse but in the context of the totality it is what it is, a story with no happy ending.

***
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Step back, get away—give the brother some room

You got to turn me up when the beat goes boom

Lyric to lyric—line to line

Then you’ll understand my reputation for rhyme

Cause my rhyme reputation depends on what

Style of record my DJ cuts

His slice, dice—super mix so nice

So bad you won’t dispute the price

It’s plain to see—it’s a strain to be

Number one in the public eye enemy

I’m wanted in 50—almost 51

States where the posse got me on the run

It’s a big wonder why I haven’t gone under

Dodgin’ all types of microphone thunder

A fugitive missin’ all types of hell

All this because I talk so well

When I—

Rock—get up—get down

Miuzi weighs a ton

The match up title—the expression of thrill

For elite to complete and attempt to get ill

If looks could kill—I’d chill until

The public catches on to my material

Ducks criticize my every phase of rapture

Can’t wait to read the headlines of my capture

Accused of assault—a 1st degree crime

Cause I beat competitors with my rhymes

Tongue whipped, pushed, shoved, and tripped

Choked from the hold of my Kung Fu grip

And if you want my title—it would be suicidal

From my end—it would be homicidal

When I do work—you get destroyed

Make all the paranoid—try to avoid

The Public Enemy seat I’ve enjoyed

This is no kid and I’m not no toy boy

Rock—get up—get down

Miuzi weighs a ton

I’m a Public Enemy but I don’t rob banks

I don’t shoot bullets and I don’t shoot blanks

My style is supreme—number one is my rank

And I got more power than the New York Yanks

If Miuzi wasn’t heavy I’d probably fire it

I’d make you walk the plank if I was a pirate

If they made me a King—I would be a tyrant

If you want to get me—go ahead and try it

Snatcher, dispatcher, biter never been a

Instead of takin’ me out—take a girl to dinner

The level of comp has never been thinner

It’s a runaway race where I’m the winner

It’s unreal—they call the law

And claimed I had started a war

It was war they wanted and war they got

But they wilted in the heat when Miuzi got hot

Rock—get up—get down

Miuzi weighs a ton

My style versatile said without rhymes

Which is why they’re after me on my back

Lookin’ over my shoulder—seein’ what I write

Hearin’ what I say—then wonderin’ why

Why they can’t ever compete on my level

Superstar status is my domain

Understand my rhythm—my pattern of lecture

And then you’ll know why I’m on the run

This change of events results in a switch

Lateral movements of my vocal pitch

It eliminates pressure on the haunted

But the posse is around so I got to front it

Plus employ tactics so coy

And leave no choice but to destroy

Soloists, groups and what they say

And all that try to cross my way

Reflection

“Miuzi Weighs A Ton”

As weird as it may sound, ”Miuzi Weighs a Ton” was not intended to refer to anything violent. My uzi was a metaphor to the way I think and deliver words. At that time in New York rap, an excess of guns, drugs, and money was accessible while opportunities were at a low, smack dab in the middle of R&B Reagan and Bush. There was a lotta gun talk; thus like Afrika Bambaataa, the method was to flip that talk into a metaphor instead of the reality of it in the streets. Miuzi weighs a ton was also the lyric before the end of the first verse in Public Enemy Number One. Being that they attached this to the most wanted gangsters in the past, those with Tommy machine guns and that rap itself was all considered ‘gang’ and ‘gutter’ music, Miuzi was again a metaphor.

I even say in the lines, “I don’t shoot bullets, but I don’t shoot blanks— and I got more power than the New York Yanks.” Because hey, I’m a Met fan, especially at that time in 1986 after the Mets had won that year’s World Series.

The demo for WBAU that I mentioned earlier, which I knocked out with a guy named Sugarbear, had a song called “The Return of Public Enemy” which became the lyrics for “Miuzi Weighs A Ton.” It’s some bragging, don’t f— with me rhymes. It was titled ”Public Enemy #1” initially because Flavor told me about some guys that wanted to “take me out,” so there was paranoia of people being “after me,” so I had to fend them off with some skills. I felt I was being treated like a public enemy. Once I put that tape on WBAU, they all left me alone, because the rhymes were mad hard and they were dope, as the word was back then. In those days there was no competing against a tape.

“Return To Public Enemy” was done over a Roland 5000 synthesizer, and along with ”Public Enemy #1” were the first two demos that we played in front of Rick Rubin at Def Jam, and the first two songs that said anything about Public Enemy.

At that time my pops had a furniture shop in Laurelton, Queens which was a storage facility. He used to move furniture for rich people and fabric companies in the city. They would have surplus furniture that they wanted to get rid of so my father used to stock them in Laurelton for them. At the beginning of the song where Flavor says, “Yo, tell them that stuff you was talking about when your pops was at the shop in LA Laurelton Queens. Let them know what goes on.” That’s where that came from. Flav and I were riding together at the time. Then I say, “that same stuff we were talking about earlier, yo man kick some more like you was talking in the car.” That’s exactly where that song comes from. It was true. I was telling Flavor to say on the record what he was telling me earlier in the truck, and he was telling me to rap what I was doing in the truck.
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Timebomb
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You go ooh and ahh when I jump in my car

People treat me like Kareem Abdul Jabbar

When I’m up to par—no matter who you are

I betcha go hip hop—hooray or hurrah

But the ahhs and ohhs is my kind of news

Pop your tape in—put your car in cruise

I never heard the boos—I never drank booze

Cause I just rock the rhythm—left alone the blues

The L.I. mystique—you sneak to peek

A look and then you know that we’re never weak

I know you can’t wait—it’s never too late

No fear I’m here—and everything is straight

Cycles, cycles—life runs in cycles

New is old—no I’m not no psycho

The monkey on the back makes the best excel

The people in the crowd makes the best rock well

The people in the back let’s you know who’s whack

And those who lack—the odds are stacked

The one who makes the money is white not black

You might not believe it but it’s like that

When you come to my show—watch me throw

Down with the other brothers toe to toe 

When you make a move—new not used

And watch the bro here just bust a groove

A fat lady soprano—loads my ammo

And hear my jam—with a funky piano

Easy on the wall but hard on the panel

A fool smokes Kools cause he chokes on Camels

In effect—the crew’s in check

Run by the posse with the gold around the neck

Homeboys in heat—lookin’ for sweet

Ladies in the crowd so they can meet

Somebody to body—makin’ a baby

Givin’ it to Grandma then makin’ her crazy

I’m a MC protector—U.S. defector

South African government wrecker

Panther power—you can feel it in my arm

Lookout y’all cause I’m a timebomb

Tickin’, tockin’ all about rockin’

makin’ much dollars while the crazy one’s clockin’

The rhythm—to shake the house downy down

Bounce to the ounce—sound to crown

The man—the enemy—Public King—no

All fall to the force of my swing

Like Ali-Frazier—Thriller in Manila

A pinpoint point blank microphone killer am I

No need to lie—got the Flavor Flave

To prove I’ll win and if not the save

I’ll pick up, rack up—put your whole shack up

Just choose to lose the bet—emcee stick up

This is the wiz—but the mike’s not his, it’s mine

One time let the star shine

And I’m tellin’ you—yelling at you you’re through

Don’t think you’re grown because your mustache grew

I’m number one—you know it weighs a ton

And I’ll be the burger—you can be the bun, girl

Surroundin’—my steady poundin’

Get—get on down to my funky sound

And rock the rhythm rhyme—one time your mind

Rhythm roll—two times control—

the mauler and the caller of your doom

And when I’m ready to leave—

you’re gonna know I go boom

Three times y’all—rhythm rhyme and rock

Then you’ll know that the D is on the block

Four times y’all and never ever the whack

It’s the hour to the minute—time to blow BLACK
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Too Much Posse
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What do you got to say about this

A force so strong that you can’t resist

You may as well join ‘em—you know you can’t beat ‘em

Pack a hundred people—ya know ya gonna need ‘em

Straight with the system is down by law

Cause every two hours they get nine more

They run all dollars that come in town

Either join the crew or get beat down

I watched all the guys be so damn cruel

Try to get fast—you must be a fool

Blood through and through—the boys don’t play

I seen ‘em tax and run an operation today

They got too—too—too much posse

Yeah, I threw a party- much people came by

I’m talking to a ‘g’ cause the ‘g’ real fly

Sittin’ in my room—chewin’ off her ear

Chillin’ stupid fly—I got fly gear

My door kicked open—her man and crew

The ‘g’ turned to me and said, “Who you?”

So I said, “Yo fly. Yeah the ‘g’ lied.”

Stuck in the corner while the ‘g’ cried

And then from the back—my homeboy came

He pulled out a gun and said, “Go blame.”

Ya lying ass girl with the fake tears

We got posse and we show no fears

We got too—too—too much posse

Reflection

“Too Much Posse”

”Too Much Posse” was a Freeport, L.I. inspired record that Flavor came up with since he’s from Freeport. In the song, he talks about a situation where he has “too much posse.” We were rolling deep, rolling seven strong. In the song, he names a couple of scenarios where we’re backed up by a squadron that can’t be messed with.
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Rightstarter

(Message To A Black man)
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You spend a buck in the 80’s—what you get is a preacher

Forgivin’ this torture of the system that brought ‘cha

I’m on a mission and you got that right

Addin’ fuel to the fire—punch to the fight

Many have forgotten what we came here for

Never knew or had a clue—so you’re on the floor

Just growin not knowin about your past

now you’re lookin’ pretty stupid 

while you’re shakin’ your ass

Mind over matter—mouth in motion

Can’t deny it cause I’ll never be quiet

Let’s start this right

Some people fear me when I walk this way

Some come near me—some run away

Some people take heed to every word I say

Some wanna build a posse—some stay away

Some people think that we plan to fail

Wonder why we go under or go to jail

Some ask us why we act the way we act

Without lookin’ how long they kept us back

Mind over matter—mouth in motion

Can’t deny it cause I’ll never be quiet

Yes you if I bore you—I won’t ignore you

I’m sayin’ things that they say I’m not supposed to

Give you pride that you may not find

If you’re blind about your past then I’ll point behind

Kings, Queens, warriors, lovers

People proud—sisters and brothers

It’s the biggest fear—suckers get tears

When we can top their best ideas

Mind over matter—mouth in motion

Can’t deny it cause I’ll never be quiet

Let’s start this right

Our solution—mind revolution

Mind over matter—mouth in motion

Corners don’t sell it—no you can’t buy it

Can’t defy it cause I’ll never be quiet

Let’s start this right

Our solution—mind revolution

Can’t sell it—no you can’t buy it in a potion

You lie about the life that you wanted to try

Tellin’ me about a head—you decided to fly

Another brother with the same woes that you face

But you shot with the same hands—

you fall from grace

Every brother should be every brother’s keeper

But you shot with your left 

while your right was on your beeper

Mind over matter—mouth in motion

Can’t deny it cause I’ll never be quiet

Let’s start this right

As the world turns—it’s a terrible waste

To see the stupid look stuck on your face

Timebomb alarm for the world—just try it

Known to all zones as the one man riot

I’m on a mission to set you straight

Children—it’s not too late

Explain to the world when it’s plain to see

To be what the world doesn’t want us to be

Mind over matter—mouth in motion

Can’t deny it cause I’ll never be quiet

Let’s start this right

Reflection

“Rightstarter”  

(Message To A Blackman)

Half of the cutting done on this album was done by one of the guys we had in the studio from around the way named Johnny Juice. Johnny Juice heads up our studios on Long Island to this day, and has contributed to the latest albums that PE has presented including the “New Whirl Odor” single and album, as well as the brilliant single off the Revolverlution album called ‘Gotta Give the Peeps What They Need.’

“Message To A Blackman” was a title recommended by Russell Simmons. Strangely enough, there were curses as well as the word ‘nigger’ which Russell strongly felt should be edited out or changed. And we did. That’s what has made things amazing that Russ has allowed certain other things to float to the marketed mainstream eventually. 

It was originally called “Riotstarter,” which was influenced by a song called ”Firestarter,” but I said, “No, we’re riot starters.” “Mind over matter, mouth in motion, can’t deny it, because I’ll never be quiet, let’s start this riot.” That was how it was to go originally, but instead, it says, “let’s start this right,” because we fight for our right to be right. We fight for our rights. 

We have a drum track running through the song that I was rocking to, but when Johnny Juice cut through it Hank told him to just cut in the kicks, so when Johnny Juice was cutting in the kicks he took the drum track out, so we decided to do something crazy and different. On the hook line and the chorus there’s a Go—Go feel, which influenced me in a twisted way by “Rock the Bells” by L.L.
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