CRITERIOH

You have hundreds of enemies and nobody is more lost, that’s why you think... yo, yo, yo...

Ok, here I go.

Some have enemies, your worst enemy is you don’t have style, 

but look how I stay on my path, it’s my destiny. 

Who came, who took part, I continue, I stay firm, I reach my goals, this is simple, 

I do it, it’s a single, maxi, I continue to the end, you call a taxi, 

I’m going to score a goal like Leo fucking Messi, yeah! 

I’m the president and the coach, I’m going to fuck you, 

they call me gravedigger, the undertaker

and I get tangled up but this is serious. 

I throw a hook, it’s me, this is Criterioh, yo, I get tongue-tied, ooh, 

I go up to the end, the truth is I’m not a child, I’ve spent years in this, 

I always fuck those who do their best, 

because they think they are the masters but they are shit, 

I walk by the left, I punch you in the face, 

I’m the motherfucker and I blow my own trumpet, no...
This is the final, Saragossa! 

Come out, Criterioh, please! 

Noise!!!

And my man, he’s always ready: Sistema Pereira! 

Noise!!!

Criterioh will start, he’ll have his minute!

I’d have to have a script behind... 

Let’s do it! Hands out, chin high...

I started freestyling as son as I started to rap. 

I really liked it because when I wrote everything was nonsense 

and I enjoyed more being with my friends in the schoolyard rapping about what we saw.

Even thought it didn’t rhyme at all it was fun.

Time!!

Sistema Pereira has a problem, something’s going on, man, 

his sistem fails, it’s like that, the order of the computer, 

I’m the doctor, like Loncho, but better, that’s how I do it, nice, man, 

I improvise for you, you are under but it doesn’t matter. 

I step on you! Im’ like that...

When you don’t write the lyrics it’s different, it’s not so serious, 

it’s like kicking, like letting off steam, you know?

I’m a balloon and I go up in the air, 

I’m always good and I keep falling like a thunder, 

I do it like this, they call me phenomenum, not less, 

I’m always like the fire, I burn you, I bomb you, I let my lyrics go...

Rap is not a passing thing form me. 

It’s the thing I like the most and it keeps me afloat. 

I do it because I like it, it makes me happy 

and it helps me to stay away from the shit.

Even though I’m talking to you now, I’m a very reserved guy

and it’s not easy for me to open myself to other people, 

so I swallow everything and then I write about it, I’m like that. 

I don’t know what would happen to me without this.

I would go to pieces, seriously.

Madrid! Make some noise for the 16 MC’s!

I can’t do gangsta poses or anything like that. 

Some people do things like this and bend the entire arm, you know? 

There’s no way I can do that! 

I just do this... 

... or this.

I’m not used to talk to other people.

I have to trust them, I have to know they’ll be there for me for sure. 

I’ve only found a couple of people like that and I spend my days with them.

Here we go again!

No, it’s not like that!  I can’t see, man, I’m not wearing my glasses. 

Come on,  xxxxxxxxxxxxx

Nothing, nothing! 

Ohh! He’s excited!

Hey! Didn’t he go out?

No.

What do we talk about now? 

They’ll tell us. 

Sometimes he doesn’t talk about the things that hurt him the most

because he doesn’t want us to suffer.

That’s my opinion.

But he suffers more this way.

Because burdens are lighter when there are three people to carry them.

He’s never ever cried when the family has had problems

and that makes you suffer, obviously.

My father left us about seven years ago.

He left with another woman to have another relationship.

He forgot everything and he abandoned us.

His father was a god for him.

He always went to the field and watched the game with his father.

He was everything for him, and suddenly he had nothing.

I don’t have parents or brothers, I had nobody to turn to.

The family left us aside because they thought we were responsible for the situation.

And even today we are alone.

Ready?  

Time!

Come on, I play tennis with you.

Have you seen this fat guy looks like a meat ball?

That’s what he is!

He looks with his ant face even he doesn’t look like xxxx, but you are a nigger.

This nigger thinks he’s Bob Marley,

you are a Jog but I’m a Harley.

I came all the way from Majorca, man, I came for you, 

you are a Twingo, I’m a Masseratti.

I was about 12, I played football as you can see.

Here I won the trophy for best player of the season, I have several of these. 

This is me and my father watching a Barça game, we won.

It’s kind of strange but I’ve lost a lot of memories.

I don’t know why but I don’t even remember things I would have to remember

because I was already grown up.

I’ve lost a lot of memories from the time my father lived with us

but it was not so long time ago, it was eight years ago but...

I don’t know...

When it comes to important events or you have a bad day, 

you would like to be with people that are no longer by your side, 

like Christmas, and it’s fucking difficult for me.

I hope I’m lucky enough to see him soon and give him a hug.

Look, bad news, a three seconds screw or the girl suffocates!

Look, his name’s Criterioh, I don’t want to call you fat but I have no choice!

10 seconds!

Look...

My grandfather died two months before my father left. 

He was one the most beloved persons in my life 

and that added to the separation and the loneliness I felt... 

I noticed my mother was depressed and I had a hard time.

I left school because I also had problems there and...

well, I started to gain weight, 

and even though I’m a little better now you can always improve.

What do you want?

Peanuts... I’m hungry...

Yeah, I try, I’ve tried dieting and all that, but it doesn’t work as it should

But anyway I move a lot for a guy my weight. 

In fact I exercise believe me or not.

Whenever I can, I go with some mates to the gym of one of my friends 

to do weigth training, arms, boxing and we always finish with table tennis. 

I’m not an expert, but I’m pretty skilled.

If he wanted, well... 

He’s already been in waiting list for the operatation 

because he doesn’t have any willpower for some things.

It’s not as easy as it seems.

I know it’s not easy, 

but instead of beeing all day with the computer 

you could go for a two hour walk and think about the songs. 

What do you want me to say, son? 

I’m very concerned about you, for your health mainly.

I’m afraid that something could happen to you

and I hate it when people laugh at you.

I’m in the air and this guy weights 4300 kilos!

I knock you down! 

Sorry, he’s Criterioh, man, big as the world!

Man, you’re fit, when was the last time you saw your dick?

I went to school until third grade, I think.

It was a state school with boys and girls from all kind of races 

and I had a hard time because, I don’t know...

I had problems with people and they hit me. 

I guess I didn’t like to mess with other people but, I don’t know, it’s part of my life.

When I attack you I use kung-fu moves 

and you with that tits you could be on Interview.

Disarmament begins, somebody brings me a GPS or I’ll get lost in his meat.

I let the rhyms go, jerk. Want to hear a joke? Criterioh riding a bike uphill.

Ten seconds!

This is my art, he jumps on a Vespino bike and he breaks it, brother, 

this is my art, he says one bike but he needs three to carry him.

This is safe, right, homie?

Nowadays, your appereance is everything. 

When I walk by the streets people look at me and it makes me nervous

because I don’t know if they look at me for who I am, because some people recognise me, 

or if they look at me because they’re thinking “Look at that guy...”

What’s going on? Criterioh!!!!

There was a boy at school who gave me a lot of problems.

He fucked me one year after another and teachers didn’t do anything, so... 

I guess I was a jerk because I had to defend myself before. 

One day he started to call me bad things and make fun of me... 

It was a nice moment for revenge. 

I trew him down the stairs, grabbed his shirt and gave him a couple of punches. 

From that moment on nobody has done anything to me 

and now it’s me who laughs because some people ask me for photos and things like that...

What’s up,  bro? Do you respect me? Here, man, touch my boobs.

Come on, it’s my style, there’s nothing new. You see his beard? Hairs of my balls!

I like your piercings but what I like the most is my fist breaking your teeth. 

It’s like that, your rap is good but I don’t think your moves can beat my “vale tudo”!

Tell me, how does it feel when a fat guy fucks you and makes you explode?

You think you can beat me? I’m gonna eat him up like a chocolate sandwich!

You like how my fans scream? I can also breakdance... and stand up!

Get out of here, don’t you see the crowd going crazy with me?

Everybody laughs with jokes about fat guys, obviously. 

I try to use that to counteract their blows and make myself stronger.

I want you to make some noise for the two finalists because it’s been insane!

But this will only better when you’ll start scraming:

Fat guy, fat guy...!

Cause the winner is Criterioh!!!

The house is on fire!!!

Criterioh, Criterioh, Criterioh!

People stop me in the street. 

Maybe other people don’t experience this, 

but I’m very recognizable, you know... 

It’s like my trademark, so I wrote the song “Soy el gordo” (I’m the fat guy”).

I’m the fat guy of the “Gallos”, the fat guy who can’t breath, 

I’m the fat guy you hate because he drives you mad with his rhyms. 

I’m the most famous fat guy of Spanish rap, I’m the fat guy who laughs at you critics. 

I’m the fat guy who showed his boobs off in a battle, 

I’m the fat guy who fucks you, shh, hush, 

I’m the fattest fat guy, the one who sounds better, 

I’m the fay guy who nails it over the bass drums...

I’m a bastard when they fuck me and I don’t let anybody step on me. 

They did it a lot when I was little and I’m not going to let that happen anymore.

Are you seeing how it looks?

I’m a tough guy now, that’s the way it is. 

When you have hard experiences it’s obvious you harden

and you are able to bear the pressure, your problems and everyting better.

This is my life and I have to live it, so I’m not complaining.

I try my best although I know sometimes I make mistakes

but you have to go on, you know?

Ok... People knows I’m going up like a big wheel, that’s how I do it,

I bring the story, I have the glory,

when I rap I never lose, I’m suscribed to victory.

It’s simple as that, I crumple everybody like a date, you are delicate.

If he reacts he can do great things, but if he doesn’t...

I’ve been dead.

Long time ago, I think I was 5 years old...

My mother and sister told me.

I had a hernia operation and something went wrong with the anesthesia, maybe it was too much for me, and I didn’t wake up. 

My sister was by my side, she heard some noise, the doctors were worried, screaming and...

She pulled back the curtains that separate the beds

and she saw how they were giving me electric shock therapy to bring me round.

So I was brain dead for a couple of minutes.

My family was pretty scared, but I can tell it and laugh about it

because this reasserts the traditional saying “What doesn’t kill you makes you fat”.

So I’m clearly immortal. 

You can’t beat me, motherfuckers.

THE END

