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“Cops” – Kouk
I just watched a brother die
With a cop on his neck
His arms wide and flexed
Staring into his eyes, when he killed him with chest
No wonder they’re hated
Supposed to protect
He was there to inspect
Not take the life of the suspect
Unless there’s danger, and it’s direct
But this man was lying lifeless
That’s murder in effect
Police have no respect
Culling their people like a virus ready to infect
To collect a check
They won’t pay reparations
They’re coddled in their stations
Ready to commit violations
I stay praying for my brothers in the States
Cause you can tell their pain is real and their lights are fading
That’s another black dad in the morgue before his child’s graduation
Their lives don’t matter more and that’s not what they’re saying
They just want to be safe in the streets where their kids are playing
So, understand the pent-up frustrations
Cause a black man at twenty years old is twice as likely to be taken
So, before we heal I wanna hear appreciation
Cause we know that all lives matter
But it’s their lives that keep getting ravaged by government organisations
So cut the shit and the obvious stating
Creating a system designed to keep them failing
Creating a conflict with race baiting
Economy’s trailing
Bare clowns getting elevation
Police shoot with elation
White man shoots, he’s mistaken
But a black man who commits fraud or goes for a jog can be shot without contemplation





Man, I’m sick of this shit, I’m sick of this nation
It’s never been great, it was built on enslavement
And it’s got me racking my brain
Because we across the world, me, my family, my friends could be treated the same
Killed for a colour
Killed for a game
Cause when the boys in blue shoot, they don’t shoot to maim
Shoot to kill
Life turned to a stain
The pain echoes through my screen time and time again
While I can’t do nothing but be driven insane
By the lack of compassion
The lack of disdain
Towards these pitiful men wearing badges of shame
It’s got me wanting to blow up or pour blood down drains
But if I do, I’m just as bad as them
So, my skin gets thicker
As these lames argue and bicker
Which hashtag to use
There’s KKK out here shooting at-
I use a hard R for our martyrs
Cause we need to push harder
We got fathers becoming figures
So now we’re lacking father figures
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