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Intertwined within the lyrics and rhymes.
I was consumed by the power of the endless times.
Endless times of the ambitions I aspired.

Taking in the doom of the agony, I cried.
Filled with desperation within nonexistence.
What if I could be the next perplexity?
The next big hitter, go-getter
They say go bigger.

Compressors of my melodies.
Reducing the loudest and smallest parts of my self-harmonies.
Distractions of the world I try to fly.
Prying so far like the swarming flies in the sky.

Oh, what I’d give to go back to the times.
The times I sore high!

Turning off my channel of self-insecurities.
For once I’ve channeled a sense of self priorities.
The constant irregularities within my emotions. 
Oh! My desire for positive self-devotion.
Promotions of uplifting lyrical spells and potions.

Back to the vibrant Miami rhythms and grooves.
The beacon of light in my life that will save my crying heart.
What will it take to fight my impending doom?
A dreaded heart, yearning for a purposeful meaning.

Just let the melodic notes into your intimate space.
Into the dark and unshown parts of your grace.
The parts you chose to never let consume you.
And the slums you linger your thoughts away from. 
 
Piece yourself back together bit by bit scrap by scrap.
For once, let the crescendo of vibrancy tether you back. 
Let it tether you back into the dynamic wavelength, you were always meant to be.


