
Chorus: 
First things first, you can't test my team, 
Always on point like a laser beam, 
Been holding down the spot since 93, 
'Cause we're H, T, Z, 
 
Ekzile: 
This is clockwork not your average work week, 
Word beast, you can wake up asleep for dirt cheap, 
Trying to burn me you've heard how that one kid does it, 
Leave a fat lip busted if you can't spit justice, You're 
Bringin' it back but you're living a mirage, 
I'm leaving you toy MC's stuck in your garage, 
Weekend rappers who feel happy with a hobby, 
Rapping kinda sloppy couldn't stop me if you shot me, 
I accepted this position, respecting it's vision, 
Hittin' overtime, after all can't run without an engine, 
Not a nine to five more like a twenty four seven, 
Three sixty five until the day that I am resting, 
Job goes, shop's closed, done raisin' the snot nose, 
Linguist of the illest with the sickest metacuatros, 
Syllables are visible you know I spit divine, 
I'm never done with mine because I make overtime, 
 
Info Red: 
Ay yo, We transmit, the bandit with mic tools, 
Create a scare like shootouts at high schools,  
You parasite fools bite when we write jewels,  
My crew? We fight dudes pay no mind to life's rules, 
'Cause my rap shower, blast like gat powder, 
Packs power, we roll thicker than clam chowder, 
H,T,Z, Roll on you like D,P,D, 
The killing spree more random than psychos with A,D,D, 
We are, in the lab like an aspired chemist, 
Until we see more plaques than a retired dentist, 
Your life is finished, make what you write diminish, 
Info, serve 'em like pro tennis with one sentence, 
Witness, these gladiators in rap arenas, 
The facts keep 'em on they toes like ballerinas, 
A genius, with the pen and pad guys so act wise, 
We baptize and bless mics like rabbis,  
 
Chorus: 
First things first, you can't test my team, 
Always on point like a laser beam, 
Been holding down the spot since 93, 
'Cause we're H, T, Z, 
 
We got that Locked Down, 
We got that Locked Down, 
We got that Locked Down, 
We got that Locked Down 
We got that Locked Down, 
We got that Locked Down, 
We got that Locked Down, 
We got that Locked Down 
We got that... 
 
Nucleus: 
My content is full of concepts you haven't got yet, 
Turn prospects into objects found in widow's lockets, 
I'm a prophet, that'll swindle all of your profits, 
Can't stop it, I dropkick worse than when the glock spit, 
Catch my hypnotic projects, all up in a box set, 



Get off it, you can't rock it? Better stick to gossip, 
My pedigree descended from liquid MC's, 
Burning effigies, smoke filled skies is my legacy, 
I cut crews with flows 'till there's a crimson tide, 
And wailing in the streets, like when an infant dies, 
Straight solar rays pale in comparison, 
These spaced out rookies quickly get jettisoned, 
Hypnotic Tunez Crew, from Dallas to Italy, 
Vividly make music that'll burn any symphony, 
Cause misery quickly with this word wizardry, 
Snipers in street ciphers, yo they're always missing me. 
 
Malex: 
Who hold the title like the sign at the Fillmore? 
Feeling more like a fighter pilot in flight than a man with a mic, I'm Malex, 
Slick and I'm strange, plus gifted my brain, 
Is like a highly trained gunman practicing at the range, 
And if you wanna take me out, then go ahead take aim, 
It's suicide, and if you die, you'd be only one to blame,  
I focus on opposition, engage the thermal vision, 
Load up the weapon and commence clappin' on competition,  
Think wrong your back's against the wall,  
I said it before, y'all rappers ain't ready to brawl, 
My whole team's rhyme scheme should be seen as the law, 
My whole steez is the definition of raw, 
My whole scheme is to be the sickest spitter of all, 
My whole belief is don't agree and I'll tap your jaw,  
Southpaw type swing better watch you say, 
Old School rap sensei snatch your eye like Pai Mei 
 
Blaze Won: 
All hail the honorable, caliber high chief, 
The ring leader, graphic news palm reader,  
Self made man, rubber band Sinatra,  
Kill Bill, swing the ox like Ka`tana, 
Steppin' through the fog, get caught before they bark, 
Brass knuckle hustle, put steps in the dark,  
I got one lyric pointed at your head for start, 
Ready to let it fly if you not playin' ya part, 
You ain't mastered the flow, your style is half hoe,  
get from cross the ledge and act like you know, 
I'm internationally known, Corleone throne,  
We be wilin', caption closed in Italian,  
Bullet proof medallion, HTZ batallion,  
Sleeper hold is like 52 grams of Valium,  
Overdose and you ain't ready for the challenge. 


