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Kaj Siab: Songs for Mental Health Wellness

Artist Bios, Lyrics, & Credits

Track #16 – MightEE Functional

MightEE Mike

Written & Produced by Michael Xiong
LYRICS

When I was depressed, in my room I struggled
Writing some notes, felt shocked and rumbled
Looking at my mirror, in my room I hustled
Can't stand it, killing the crazy thoughts
Can't stand the homework, break crazy blocks
I don't wanna die in my head on the mic
I don't wanna kill, suicide on flight
Lock a door, have shoes, raise fire to my soul
You say my name, again I'm coming back
My life is coming back, I could hear my name
Kill rap with my beats, holding sticks with flames
Eating Tic-Tac's candies with an addiction
Almost broke my neck, in having condition
Sometimes I could spit, some thoughts help me live
Kill some lyrics, I'm not dead in my crib
Swimming in the deep, I ain't scared like that

(Chorus)

Under inside I'm looking myself
To walking my knees I'll check for self
Reaching tomorrow its yesterday
I'm good enough, I have MightEE functional
Under inside I'm looking myself
To walking my knees I'll check for self
Reaching tomorrow its yesterday
I'm good enough, I have MightEE functional
I've crossed my fingers, suicide with pencils
Look to the road, drive fast I'll pedal
Chainsaw it's too violent, my brain not mental
Sleep in the basement when I'm depressed
Homework it's so hard never point the gun
My words as a weapons I point the sun
Rip that mic to the pain, pumping weights with tons
I have no fear suicide roller coaster
Hard time to cook, make bread with toaster
Broke our mirrors I don't have mental illness
(Track #16 lyric cont’d)

I shot myself I stand gentle stillness
Chew bubble gum can't stop for an hour
I rap for my bones, make blocks like a tower
Committed at home, lock up my memories
Take away for me, say my name I'm insane
I'm swimming in the river, my back in pain

Chorus
It's wasn't my attentions, my brain, good function
Table in my room I'll spit some poetry
Hip-Hop disability, my mic let me hold it
Spit words like fire, our windows I'll blow it
Hard math, hard science, I can't stand it
Combine to the ill world, I will pass it
Bumping to the walls never blow your head
Now something happen, too much words I read
Now I don't wanna cry, I'm taking needle shots
I don't wanna cry, beating up the clocks
I don't feel right today I'm paranoid
I act like kid right now I play a toy
I can't eat hip-hop, my rhymes autistic
Hip-hop special ed, my pen artistic
Eating cookies I can't stop I pick it
I reach my name, combined my memories
Chorus














