My Favorite Songs

Rapture (Step into a World)

KRS-One



Hip Hop

Four Women



Talib Kweli



Hip Hop

911   




Wyclef Jean



R & B

Under the Bridge



Red Hot Chili Peppers


Rock

Natural Blues



Moby




Trip Hop

Jane Says



Jane’s Addiction


Rock

Glory Box



Portishead



Trip Hop

Fire and Rain



James Taylor



Folk

Can’t Take My Eyes Off of You

The Supremes



R & B

Crazy




Seal




Trip Hop

Tears of a Clown



Smokey Robinson


R & B

When She Believes


Ben Harper



Rock

Sweet Baby



Macy Gray



R & B

Man Who Sold the World


Nirvana



Rock

7 Days




Craig David



R & B

Ooh ooh Child



The 5 Stairsteps


R & B

Angeles




Eliot Smith



Rock

Doo Wop (That Thing)


Lauryn Hill



R & B

Rabbit in Your Headlights

Radiohead



Rock

Que Eso?



Tony Touch f. Mos Def

Hip Hop

Feel Good Inc.



The Gorrillaz



Trip Hop

Everybody’s Gotta Learn Sometime

Beck




Rock 

Midnight



DJ Shadow



Trip Hop

Blackbird



The Beatles



Rock

Music




Erick Sermon



Hip Hop

Four Women 

Nina Simone

My skin is black, my arms are long.

My hair is wooly, my back is strong.

Strong enough to take the pain,

it's been inflicted again and again

What do they call me?

My name is Aunt Sarah.

My skin is yellow, my hair is long

Between two worlds, I do belong.

My father was rich and white.

He forced my mother late one night.

What do they call me?

My name is Siffronia.

My skin is tan, my hair's alright, it's fine.

My hips invite you, and my lips are like wine

Whose little girl am I?

Well, yours if you have some money to buy.

What do they call me?

My name is Sweet Thing.

My skin is brown, and my manner is tough.

I'll kill the first mother I see, cos my life has been too rough.

I'm awfully bitter these days

because my parents were slaves.

What do they call me?

My

name 

is

Peaches.

For Women

Talib Kweli

Prologue:

Yea, so we got this tune called "For Women" right

Originally, it was by Nina Simone, “Four Women”.

She said it was inspired by, you know

Down south. In the south, they used to call her mother “Auntie”

She said “No Mrs., just Auntie.”

She said if anybody ever called her Auntie,

she'd burn the whole goddamn place down.

I got off the 2 train in Brooklyn on my way to a session.

Said, Let me help this woman up the stairs before I get to steppin'.

We got in a conversation.  She said she a 107.

Just her presence was a blessing and her essence was a lesson.

She had her head wrapped

and long dreads that peeked out the back

like antennae to help her get a sense of where she was at, imagine that.

Livin' a century, the strength of her memories

felt like an angel had been sent to me.

She lived from Nigger to Colored to Negro to Black

to Afro then African-American and right back to Nigger.

You figure she'd be bitter in the twilight,

but she alright, cuz she done seen the circle of life.

Her skin was black like it was packed with melanin.

Back in the days of slaves she packin' like Harriet Tubman.

Her arms are long and she moves like song,

feet with corns, hand with calluses.

But her heart is warm and her hair is wooly,

and it attract a lot of energy even negative.

She gotta dead that.  The head wrap is her remedy.

Her back is strong, and she far from a vagabond.

This is the back the masters' whip used to crack upon:

strong enough to take all the pain that's been

inflicted again and again and again and again.  She flipped

it to the love for her children, nothing else matters.

What do they call her? They call her Aunt Sara.

When She Believes

When She Believes

Ben Harper

The good Lord is such a good Lord,

with such a good mother too.

They have blessed me, they have blessed me

in the good graces of you.

I have heard a hundred violins crying,

and I have seen a hundred white doves flying,

but nothing is as beautiful

as when she believes in me.

How good it must feel

to be so young and free.

A song that pleases a Queen

will always please me.

I have heard the wisest of wisdom,

and I have dined in palaces and kingdoms,

but nothing is as beautiful

as when she believes in me

Now, all of life

is just passing the time

until once again

your eyes look into mine.

I have been adored by a stranger,

and I have heard the whispering angel,

but nothing is as beautiful

as when she believes in me

Fire and Rain

James Taylor

Just yesterday morning they let me know you were gone.

Susanne, the plans they made put an end to you.

I walked out this morning and I wrote down this song-

I just can't remember who to send it to.

I’ve seen fire and I’ve seen rain.

I’ve seen sunny days that I thought would never end.

I’ve seen lonely times when I could not find a friend, 

but I always thought that I’d see you again.

Won't you look down upon me, Jesus,

you've got to help me make a stand.

You've just got to see me through another day.

My body's aching and my time is at hand,

and I won't make it any other way.

Oh, I’ve seen fire and I’ve seen rain.

I’ve seen sunny days that I thought would never end.

I’ve seen lonely times when I could not find a friend,

but I always thought that I’d see you again.

Been walking my mind to an easy time, my back turned towards the sun.

Lord knows, when the cold wind blows it'll turn your head around.

Well, there's hours of time on the telephone line to talk about things to come,

sweet dreams and flying machines in pieces on the ground

Oh, I’ve seen fire and I’ve seen rain.

I’ve seen sunny days that I thought would never end.

I’ve seen lonely times when I could not find a friend,

but I always thought that I’d see you, baby, one more time again. 

