
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Does Heaven Have a Ghetto? 

If only you knew my life— 
The essence of who I am. 
My ambitions are complicated 
But I am a simple man. 

I was raised in the streets. 
My ‘hood is St. John’s and 2,3. 
All you see is dope fiends walking down the street, 
Fiending for dope, money, and something to eat. 

The world is convinced they know me. 
I’ve been captured, shot, and framed. 
They have crucified and analyzed, 
Sacrificed and gamed me. 

Through all this, no one can phase me. 
Because I still have my son, 
And that love never fades. 

Life brings you in and 
 However you play it, 
 Life will take you out. 

 It’s just a game really. 
 You gotta learn how to play it. 

 

 

 

 

I’m making my money 
And getting my bread. 
Now Momma’s crying cause 
Her baby boy got stopped by the feds. 

 I thought I couldn’t be stopped  
 But I was wrong.  
 Now look where 
 It all led— 
 To TCLA.… 
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TCLA  

I’m trying to make it 
All on my own, 
Getting rid of bricks 
Zone by zone. 

On the block at 
Seven o’clock 
With a pocket  
full of stones. 

I’m only fifteen but 
I still got to eat. 
And no one can stop me ‘cause 
I won’t accept defeat. 

No matter how much heat 
Is on the streets, 
It’s OK 
‘Cause I got my feet. 

Looking back while hopping fences. 
See in this game there ain’t no benches. 
I can’t stop, I won’t stop 
‘Cause I got to survive. 
And because of nobody 
I will try to hide. 

 

God forgive me for my sins. 
I wonder if Heaven has a Ghetto 
And will they let me in? 
Tomorrow is not promised 2 us. 
Today is hard enough. 

Hell ain’t shit compared to life—  
Protect me God it’s rough. 
If I should die b4 I wake, 
tell the world I came and went, 
my last wordz here was 
‘Fuck the world’—  
Be strong and represent. 
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