
                                                                Zariah Dardy poem                     

the music of my heart
 the soul of my beat
 the rhythm of my hands
 the moves of my feet    
They all come together
 when I hear I hear music in Miami it can be 
 Rap tap jazz hip hop and Spanish and even English
  something just tangle 
and I just must move with it  
music in Maimi can tell our life story
 I relate to rod wave
 as if rod wave is my medicine 
then I am healing
 if last lap is my like story
 then I am on top of it 
my music is 
Hearing people laugh or smile 
now that is my music in Miami.


      
