

The Road, The Rhythm, The Rise


The road ahead is paved with dreams,
A symphony whispered in moonlit streams.
Each step I carve in this city’s beat,
Breathes life into asphalt beneath my feet.
Fear won’t compose the dirge I tread,
Nor silence shadows where hope once bled.
With grit as sharp as Overtown nights,
I’ll rise with dawn’s resounding heights.
From Liberty’s pulse to Biscayne’s cry,
The rhythm of struggle echoes sky-high.
Little Havana hums with conga’s song,
A cadence of culture, unbroken, strong.
I walk where legends paved the way,
Where Ashe once served and Ali swayed.
Freedom’s drum beats on this land,
Echoes of those who took a stand.
But some beats end before their time,
Snatched by steel, lost in crime.
My cousin’s dreams were left unsaid,
Too many friends now speak with the dead.
Gunfire rewrites too many fates,
Melodies lost behind locked gates.
The streets still call, but I won’t stray,
No siren song will pull me away.
Chef Creole’s spice, a taste of home,
Flavors as rich as the streets I roam.
Wings on Fire, late-night stops,
Snappers’ grease on paper tops.
In counterpoint, the heartlines weave,
Melodies of those who dare believe.
Each note a rebellion, each chord a fight,
To reclaim the silence of the night.
No storm will still the symphony inside,
Its crescendos roar with waves that collide.
Salt in the air, heat on my skin,
The city hums where dreams begin.
On Calle Ocho, where the music roams,
The soul of the city finds its home.
Harmonies blend from past to now,
In vibrant murals that teach us how.
The climb is steep, the tempo fierce,
Yet each refrain breaks through and pierces.
Crescendos clash, but I stay composed,
A fugue of resilience finely posed.
O, Miami nights of dreams untamed,
Where voices rise, unashamed.
From Wynwood’s art to Liberty’s strife,
Every note is a testament to life.
Through sonnets of pain and hope combined,
Couplets of strength in rhythm aligned.
Each verse a battle, each rhyme a grace,
Tracing legacies time cannot erase.
The future beckons with a song unsung,
A symphony for the brave and young.
No tempest tames the song I weave,
This city sings—I dare believe.

