

I was born underwater
with three dollars and six dimes.
Yeah, you may laugh, cause’ you did not do your math.
Lyrics from the spiritual-wise Erykah Badu 
orchestras a flow of currents into my eyes
In which the speed increases from each spoken word

I feel resistance from the wind pushed against me
My water is at a standstill
Underneath. Below
I feel the energy rise, pushing above a tide
They want me out

Vibrations below rattles my money
It sinks, and I rise
Now left with one dollar and 8 dimes,
The water’s vibrato creates a sound in harmony
Sounds can make out its words spoken out loud 

The Voices.
It reaches out to me.
Five chords travel inside my home, all the while it collapses.
All I have is nine dimes.
I reach out to reel back the money I once had, instead I was met with the same chords sinking inside me, reeling my out.

My cries increases as I hear screams at the surface
My fight to keep my money as failed.
I’m broke.
The chords are stronger and chains itself to me reeling me out.
Its tempo rising which each pull.
Until I am met with light.

This stream of light evaporates the water.
My tears are the only form left.
Droughts are found inside my eyes.
With a 0-degree angle on my surroundings.
Subjected, blind, to what the world surrounds me

Words spoken behind smiles are what I hear
Happiness. 
Ecstasy flows beat in the veins.
Life.
Love.
Is what I stumbled upon out of my water.

Such words are sung from the choir of what makes society.
Limiting my degree of rotation.
I am bound by the chords that has been orchestrated from the Voices.

The sun above beams and cast shadows of chords against my forehead
A reminder that I am made of skin, and not dead

A wet sweat drop falls along my sideburns
The wetness mixing with my hair, oh how I can imagine the dirt and germs
 
This is confirmed as bumps form on the side surface
The Miami heat shows no mercy, red dots paint my face like a circus.

