Tamiyah Augustin
P.2
Piano slam

 
Miami’s Rhythm in Danger

In my busy city of Miami
I hear the harmony of life around me
Each motif blends into the air
A rhythm we all get to share

In Little Haiti, the drums crescendo
Their forte beats fill the streets below
Syncopation brings the voices to life
A steady rhythm cutting through the strife

In Little Havana, guitars play con brio
Singers add staccato to the flow
Legato melodies float through the night
A refrain of joy under every light

In Miami Gardens, the vibrato is clear
Norland’s tempo brings pride and cheer
A steady pulse that never fades
A place where strong foundations are laid

At Miami Beach, the waves are smooth
Their dynamics shift in a gentle groove
The sun lights the shore with a bright motif
A peaceful rhythm offering relief

On Biscayne Boulevard, the horns resonate
A lively rhythm that doesn’t hesitate
The city moves in its own steady flow
A round of beats everywhere you go

The Cuban bread’s crust holds a warm crescendo
Each bite a steady rhythm we know
A melody of comfort, simple and sweet
A daily rhythm we all repeat

In Wynwood’s murals, colors collide
A fugue of beauty standing side by side
Each stroke and line adds to the score
A symphony of dreams forevermore

From Norland’s pride to every refrain
The city vibratos in joy and pain
Each neighborhood adds its unique part
A harmony flowing from the heart

At Miami Beach, the waves are smooth
Their dynamics shift in a gentle groove
But tides are turning, the tempo slows
Freedom fades as the rhythm goes

The Cuban bread’s crust holds a warm crescendo
Each bite a steady rhythm we know
But flavors fade as policies rise
A stolen melody before our eyes

In Wynwood’s murals, colors collide
A fugue of beauty standing side by side
But censorship threatens to erase the score
A silenced symphony forevermore

Now, voices once mezzo-forte turn weak
Drowned beneath the rules they seek
Minor chords of worry play
As rights and culture slip away

Miami’s rhythms rise and fall
A masterpiece of sound for all
But if the song of freedom dies
Who will hear our city’s cries?

