Piano Slam poem 
My own Model
Growing up I had no role modelz 
Just empty streets and broken bottles,
a world where silence spoke volumes,
Dreams deferred in the cracked asphalt columns.

No Cosby’s on the screen, no heroes in sight, 
Just shadow that danced in the dim streetlight
I learned from the whispers, the struggle the
Pain.
How to shield my soul from the weight of the
Rain.

I watched the streets raise those left alone,
Some found their way, some turned to stone.
But I lit my path with lessons learned,
Composed my fate from bridges burned.

The nights stretched long, the hunger grew, 
Chasing a dream I barely knew.
Words unspoken, wounds unseen, 
Echoes of hope lost in between.

I built my own blueprint, a map with no lines,
Wrote my own chapters, defined my own signs.
What I lacked in modelz, I found in my fight,
Crafted my future from the depths of the night.

A hymn of praise for the unsung life 
Its plainchant echo cut through strife.
A boy adrift, I heard his plea, 
The impromptu voice, Raw yet free, 

Each chord struck deep, a harmony 
bold.
Binding moments I’d yet to hold. 
Melodic Intervals climbed so high, 
A metronome marking dreams gone by.

Do you wanna be happy? He
asked the air, and suddenly life 
felt less unfair. A simple tune,
but it held the key, to the dreams 
I’d buried unknowingly.

The bassline rumbled beneath my chest, 
A song of survival, a life unconfessed.
I traced every lyric, every rhyme,
Finding my story between the lines.

I felt the weight, the hope the doubt
The longing to find what life’s about.
In his voices, I heard my own, a map 
To places I’d never known.

That moment grew, it changed my view,
Gave me the strength to push on through.
In the quiet beat of this soulful plea, 
“Intro” became a part of me.






