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I'm in TCLA for a  
 Different crime. 
But when I get out  

I'ma shine— 

Runnin' with J's and dickies 
And having my neck full of hickies. 

Riding with my bad-ass car 
 And on my right ear, a cigar 

Full of marijuana with some lean. 
Man, it is so tight and clean! 

I'm wearing a white Tee 
With some Roca Wear Jeans. 

Next thing I know I was at my mom's house 
But I was so high that I thought it was a  

barn. 

But I ain't trippin', I'm OK.   
My whole brain 

Is full of MaryJane. 

I wish I can stop rimming 
But I can't stop grinning… 

 

I’m in TCLA for an aggravated robbery. 

So instead of hitting the lottery 
I committed an aggravated robbery. 

I needed the cash 
So now I’m locked up. 
I’ve done about 7 to 8 months —  
I got 1 more month to get back 
to the North-east,  my  streets 
Ridgemont Drive 78723. 

So once I get out, I’m going back to those streets. 
Other people that aren’t from the ‘hood 
Think these streets are mean, 
But they’re really not. 

There’s people barbequing and  
Partying, 
Kids playing tag and being  
Naughty 
And old folks jammin’ oldies. 

So once I get back to my ‘hood 
And out of this place 
I’ll finally feel good 
Knowing I’m finally in my barrio 

In the North-east 78723 

But for now I’m stuck 
Locked up. 
 
  
 


