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Some peeps say, everyday is a holiday

Kick back, relax, getcha drink on, son

Nobody gonna pass you by, youre number 1

But, somehow, someway, I wasn’t listening

Too tight to chill cause my life is my living

 

At the age of 5, I was hustling to feel alive

selling yesterday’s paper for a nickle and a dime

workin the local streets i found a buyers market

even when it was cold i found a way to spark it

couple years later, i was rolling, hawkin papers

spreading the news like a sous chef placing capers

then there was the biz, i wish i could say all legit

but frontin like a fundraiser was where i found the profit

one slumma i grew up, put my name on that app

wore a gay cap, started takin crap, but the bills i stacked

then came the tax man, left me reeling slack man,

feeling bad ass exploited like that old time black man

 

Some peeps say, everyday is a holiday

Kick back, relax, getcha drink on, son

Nobody gonna pass you by, youre number 1

But, somehow, someway, I wasn’t listening

Too tight to chill cause my life is my living

 

At the age of eighteen, i just about gave out my spleen

working for science to buy a ticket to the keys

prayed on my knees, cuz i found myself in para-dise

and that life woulda grew on me cept i got a pair a vices

smoking and drinking, hardly thinking, that the ship i was sailing was slowly sinking

but no matter, cuz, i went back to what i was

just a small town boy with big city dreams and a lotta love

Look up above, and in the books, started seeing knowledge instead of the G’s and the crooks

 

Some peeps say, everyday is a holiday

Kick back, relax, getcha drink on, son

Nobody gonna pass you by, youre number 1

But, somehow, someway, I wasn’t listening

Too tight to chill cause my life is my living

 

When I graduated, everyone related, came to see me that day

cause i was the first to make it that far that way

and, like every single day, i feel like i want to repay

for the many opportunities my mom and my daddy

But then it got ratty, feeling bratty, still drinking natty

wondering why with my paper i was still living scrappy

at home with the rents and a mountain on me how could i be happy

then the answer came to me in this dream i had

it was ironclad, against the fad, start helping people like your mad they got it bad

cause when youre working for another you can’t recall your sad

never looked back, forget the track, i aint riding solo,

i like the positive multiplier like the bitch likes manolos

 

Some peeps say, everyday is a holiday

Kick back, relax, getcha drink on, son

Nobody gonna pass you by, youre number 1

But, somehow, someway, I wasn’t listening

Too tight to chill cause my life is my living

 

But still, somebody gotta pay the bills, seal the cold out them window sils

and i was still struggling cause i didn’t have no frills, no thrills,

like everyone i was seeing, people i was wanting to be them

and i was working extra time, sales calling on the line, trying to keep a dime

but she left me anyway, for another player with another way

you didn’t see me caring cause the fish in the sea was outside my pay

Relay, good things to come to those who pray, then one day

i got a call from the director and the lady in corporate with mad say

they want me running shit for them and they let me do it my way

no sweat, and no regrets, i took ’em up on it and played hard to get

trying to increase that check, cause everybody knows that

a working man won’t get a bone in the jungle if he’s a house pet

 

Some peeps say, everyday is a holiday

Kick back, relax, getcha drink on, son

Nobody gonna pass you by, youre number 1

But, somehow, someway, I wasn’t listening

Too tight to chill cause my life is my living

 

The years went by, i took to the sky, flying high, rarely dry

working with a buncha people that couldn’t look you in the eye

found myself asking about so many things and the question why

knowing that my work was fine but nobody miss me when i be gone

keeping my sanity through my charity and dreams of walden pond

remembering what it was like to make an honest twenty mowing lawns

wondering what the hell is next cuz my twenties seem so long

and times goes on, but no matter what the case, the case is mine

and I forgot what peeps was saying anyway cause for me its business time

 

Some peeps say, everyday is a holiday

Kick back, relax, getcha drink on, son

Nobody gonna pass you by, youre number 1

But, somehow, someway, I wasn’t listening

Too tight to chill cause my life is my living

