FAMILY FEUD
Juwan Bell
A melody plays, but it’s out of tune
Voices collide like a misplayed tune
In peace, sons bury their fathers
In war, fathers bury their sons
Yet I’m stuck in a trench
Buried by the voices of artillery
Sounds of warfare
Contrasting views
The drums of war echo in our words
Screaming, shouting
While I’m in no-man’s land
A place where I can hear clearly
No division, just existence
A feud of brothers and fathers
Like an old blues song full of pain
Silly squabbles of a mother against her son
When nothing should make the connection undone
Nonsensical, almost despicable
When they find a breach, they go for an ambush
As if either side is perfect
Sitting at the family table should be a good time, right?
Heck no, all I see is spite
Reminds me of school fights
“Fight, fight, fight!” is what I would say if it was fun
But nah, I gotta run
Make a tactical retreat to my room
The world hums with static noise
But our house is its own symphony
My family talks of the political
Sure, it’s critical
But who honestly wants to hear that crap?
So wack, honestly, it’s kinda immature
All the candidates are a bore
In the end, it’s all corrupt
And the oldest acts as if he’s just
The president of reason all I must trust
But I sit back and think, isn’t that just dust?
Blown around by winds none of us control
Fighting over ashes instead of the whole
Like a broken record stuck on repeat
We fought at Santa’s Enchanted Forest
Under the glitter of a thousand lights
A carousel turned, and laughter roared
But our words clashed in fiery fights
Like political fights for rights
A nephew disappeared in the Miami night
Fear replaced anger, our bonds were tested
The Miami sun doesn’t play; it scorches and blinds
Much like the grudges we carry in our minds
Pools of sweat as hot as our debates
Arguments brewing under the balmy state
I wonder if family’s just a wreck
A hurricane brewing off Biscayne Bay’s deck
And yet, in the heart of this storm there’s calm
A quiet reminder, like an old psalm
When one nephew cries and the other consoles
You see unity patching up battered souls
Even under conflict’s brutal reign
There’s love buried beneath the pain
The ocean calls, a Miami escape
Where arguments fade like tides taking shape
Sand between toes, anger slips away
And yet, we drag it to the next day
The salty breeze tries to cleanse the air
But a broken family still needs repair
At Aventura Mall, where the crowds all blend
We clash again too stubborn to bend
The carousel spins, the kids laugh and play
But we’re stuck on grudges we can’t put away
Window displays show a picture so clear
How could we forget the family we have here?
So, we gather as family must
In a room full of broken trust
The Magic City lights up our feuds
But deep down, our love brings up our moods
Through Miami’s chaos and family storms
We find fleeting peace in its shifting forms
Only thing I care about is family connection
I wish they would understand
Like what Dom Toretto said,
“You don’t turn your back on family, even when they do.”
So, as was said before
In war, fathers bury their sons
In peace, sons bury their fathers
Peace




