
1. Restoration  
Forty years on this earth and no clue of my true last name  
Forced to operate in a system that covets money, wealth, and fame  
A system that refuses to tell my history as it’s supposed to be 
In short, a system that has stolen our legacy A system that has brought about our destruction  
Perhaps a wise man should turn this into a Hollywood production  
And tell of a people once so prosperous and great  
Even our president the world has grown to hate  
No, we will continue to tell and believe the lies  
Our skin so black and beautiful, yet we are taught to despise  
So I turn to my Bible to seek answers as I pray  
Then I’m reminded of the eighteen books that have been taken away  
So I press on, which I must, and long for the day  
When a people will truly be free Restoration, come, don’t delay 
 
 
 
 
 
2. Look Again  
In church I’m taught that Christ died on Calvary  
But never that he looked so much like me  
I’m taught all the Israelite kings from David to Hezekiah  
Yet in 2015 I can’t find a true depiction of the Messiah  
And who was Pharaoh with all his bling  
Remember that’s the title of a head of state such as king or queen  
Never do our history books mention them by name  
For this atrocious omission, who should I blame?  
The Africans had gold reserves beyond measure  
Yet Aristotle stole the greatest treasure In the books he plagiarized for selfish gain  
Now we credit him as father of modern philosophy, what a shame  
Told that Africans made no contributions to civilization  
Knowing the truth is the key to race preservation  
Whether Amen, Ra, or Jehovah, God is looking to give us a true illustration  
He must do so first before there can be restoration  
He must show us how it was from the very beginning  
Then we will know if we are actually winning When we come into the knowledge of our true history  
We can then live life as God intended, blissfully! 
 
 
 
 
 



3. Life  
All lives, black lives, what does it really matter  
We just want to be rid of all the hideous splatter  
Of blood that we find out here in these streets  
Let us be thankful that the cops chose to work those beats  
The ones who choose to put their lives on the line  
To protect us from all types of crime  
So I say thanks for all you do  
And when you see me out hanging with my crew  
Just know that all of us are not so bad  
Yet this negative depiction is so sad  
Just like the one who came to save  
You know the one who overcame the grave  
The one who gave his life for you and me  
Yet still is a victim of bigotry  
We tell the world to praise his name  
Yet we won’t put his true picture in that frame  
Historical bigotry is the reason that you and I currently don’t have liberty  
Proper education leads to liberation, then restoration Marcus Garvey, W. E. B. Du Bois,Malcolm, and King  
All knew this one thing  
That we must stand united in the midst of all this chatter  
And yes, all lives, black lives, they all matter  
From the womb to the tomb, it’s all our responsibility  
To walk together in love ever so peacefully 


