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1st verse (Heath McNease)
I see you standing there, be aware I’m not scared/ 
of a used to be tree with no leaves to block the uv’s/
You thought that you could abuse me, excuse me?/ 
now I’m gonna chop you down and use you as loose leaf/
Paraphernalia, I’ll impale you and inhale you/ 
like a delinquent who frequently inhales glue/
Good. You’re wooden, is that supposed to mean something?/ 
I’ll take my axe and hack you in the back like Paul Bunyan/
Only I don’t need a big blue ox to help me chop you/ 
I’m clocked at mach 2 when I’m coming to mock you/
I told you, I don’t care if you’re cherry or magnolia/ 
redwood, deadwood, or oak, I hate foliage/
When your ancestors battled Noah I knew they would/ 
get used for the ark, cause nobody likes gopher wood/
You’ve got no pulse or eyes, I’m gonna pulverize/ 
you and deduce you to pulp to write my own rhymes/
I’ll give you my number and my card/ 
and next time we battle you’ll end up slumbering in a lumber yard/
Cause stumps are chumps and stumps are punks/ 
next time we battle, I won’t widdle, I’ll chop off a hunk punk/

Hook: 
If you want respect its always wise to check/
to see if you opponent is an inanimate object/ 
check the facts before you combat/
cause an inanimate object will never battle you back/

2nd Verse (Billy Sunday)
Some people call you a pilot but I don’t understand why/
I’ve seen you hit the ground but I’ve never seen you fly/
You little punk it like evil seeps between your teeth/ 
You buttons are evil eyes and your face a evil screen/
You’re a joke pretending to organize people’s lives/ 
Yet your stylus pen is provoking me to be poking peoples thighs/
Acting like a thousand morons/ from the power of your protons/
Yet all you are is plexy glass and boron/ boron?/
You organize my dates but I forget to read you anyway/
I’m trying to keep my brain straight but your promises are fake/
I tried to use you for good but the dark sides taking over/
I thought I understood before I made my cross over/
I’m starting to wonder if you the mark of the beast/ 
Cause your high jacking my memory and stealing all my sleep/
Your facts extracted/ relapsed and contracted/ 
in compact of lapses nervousness system reactions/
Your blackjack distracts me in my seminary class/
Dope war is performs all the wrong imports for cash/
You in my computer controlling my body from my palm/
Forget you I don’t need you I’m going back to my moms/


3rd Verse (Mindscape)
I’m sick of toupees/ whether its mullets or wave’s/
Afro’s or half shaved/ I can tell when you fake/
I go to my wits end/ fighting all these split ends/
I’ll comb your hair with scissors and a giant gust of wind/
Using glue by the gallons/ to keep yourself on balance/
I’ll attack your race with razors leaving ninety bald stallions/
I’ll get the Nazi skinheads who eradicate rugs/
You mock the comb over your better off a hair plug/!
I want to see you come off the top no pun intended/
Lets see you get props when you hang like hair extensions/
I collect scalps like I’m Indian/ selling them for dividends/
At class reunions so bald men will fit in again/ 
I’ll split your wig and fade you but they’d be nothing left/
It’s “unbeweavable” I’m battling an inanimate object/ 
Boycott the hair piece so peeps don’t stare discrete/
Sport the bald head and leave the hair at your feet/


