
 

 

The Sweetest Word 
 
 

You’re the sweetest word that I’ve ever heard 
You make miracles occur 
You make everything sound right 
 
You’re the sweetest word that I’ve ever heard 
That has ever registered on my brain and set my soul astir 
Without a whisper you enter, telepathic transfer 
Put me in a state of high alert, stimulating every nerve 
I surrender to the attraction you exert, too superb 
When you shine you make diamonds look like dirt 
You make things easy even when it’s hard work 
Life ain’t worth shit without you, I’d go bezerk 
You are so perfectly well curved, smooth like syllables slurred 
You’re bringing water to my mouth, then you’re out like a byebye blackbird 
Touched my tongue, untied it, made me a convert 
You feel so good sometimes it hurts, oh shit that’s absurd 
You burn my lips, break my teeth, make me spit pure pearls 
Make me stutter, stammer, but give me the grammar of this world 
You’re the sword on my vocal cords, yes, you’re the one that I gird 
You kill or cure, one thing’s for sure 
You are the one that I prefer 
 
You’re the sweetest word that I’ve ever heard 
You make miracles occur 
You make everything sound right 
 
You’re the flesh on my bones, the crown on my dome 
The 24th chromosome 
That extra hormone that patterns my speech  
And colors my vocal tone 
You paint it stone cold polychrome 
With one upstroke alone 
You got my mind blown forever into the 25th timezone 
Cuz you’re the one I wanna stay with,  
Play with on a permanent basis 
The two of us together will never push up daisies 
We turn deserts into oases layer by layer 
Cuz you’re every rhymesayers pious prayers come true 
You are my favorite psalm 82 
Every night I recite you when I’m uptight 
Hyped up, you bring me calm 
And charm the snakes that are trying to bite off  
The lifelines in my palm 
And rock this joint cuz it’s anointed by your lyrical balm 
Cuz you’re the original sacrament, and you’re the extreme unction 



 

 

You put my mind, heart and tongue in perfect conjunction 
Always keep it funkin’, number one vital function 
See, I got to make a lovin’ living always saying something 
 
You’re the sweetest word that I’ve ever heard 
You make miracles occur 
You make everything sound right 
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