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Intervals


Like a left hook, right hook
I feel it in my chest
My heart bumps the melody
The R&B really speaks to me

I love the way Kendrick keeps it real
But there’s something about the Weeknd’s appeal
The way that sound races and resonates, it
radiates a certain rhythm that runs through me

It’s like we’re always going through something
pure restless movement
trading blows to the heart like Mayweather and Pacquiao
Yet we can’t seem to part, so distantly close
A part of me just won’t let go

Not my forte to lash out
I just want what’s best for her
but she doesn’t bat a lash 
getting harder to see what we once were

In this impromptu dance of love
If push comes to shove
I want her to know I’d die for her
Although I don’t have a heart of gold
I’d like to be the one she prefers

The second of Bachanales great orchestra’s
I feel it describes us in a way
melancholic and slow paced
I’m starting to think it was all a waste

No longer harmonized like we used to be
We’re both getting older
where in each other’s lives, we feel like placeholders 
Our goals never exactly aligning
I’m college bound but she doesn’t feel like applying

Only a short interval left
Graduations around the corner
Not enough money to go around
I’ve been working hard for scholarships
but stress is starting to mount.

A locked door with no handle, I’m stuck
Questions running through my mind like clockwork 
It could be one or two, I just need a sign
To restore my handle on things, I’ll need some luck
A hymn sang to myself
in the back of my mind its tucked

As a brief interlude of sorts
I started taking a lot more walks 
The gardens are wild and diverse
But the noise gives me little room to think
The cars whizz by as I step slow.

The suns bright light shines down upon me
The birds soar overhead in a beautiful crescendo, not a care in the world
Flying as free as they always have
I wish I could feel light enough to take flight

The dynamics of life, weird
Not quite at the precipice
but it feels like I’m at a crossroads
Like the divide between Dade and Broward
I’m on county line

Things constantly feel janky
Like they just don’t quite fit 
Like Bachanale’s third symphony 
I’m craving an epiphany 
To set things straight

Although I love the wind against my face
my house is where I feel most safe
The case is I really prefer my space
and when I’m there, tranquility I embrace
like the perfect coda
Nothing can replace the feeling 
as I drift off to sleep watching the ceiling

School frustrates me to no end
I just sit in class watching the minutes descend.
So many assignments flooding in at an impossible tempo
How I hate them so

A miserable ensemble greets me everyday 
Presentations here, essays there
and with the compelling feeling not to quit
there’s nothing I can do but commit
commit to the fact I’m this far in

I always wonder how others can disregard care so easily
It feels as though I’d betray my core beats if I did
How can they rationalize so readily on things I could never 
I envy them for something that I forbid so candidly 

So, my only other choice is to continue
put in my headphones, start the elegy, and look forward
Reorganize, readjust and do some more work
It could be far worse.
