Jermaine Robertson

Finding My Sound

On one random day, a kid heard a sound,
A sound like the ringing of heaven’s bells.
It struck his mind, syncing his thoughts to a beat,
A steady rhythm, both soft and sweet.
Curiously, he wondered, What is this melody?
So, like any kid, filled with curiosity,
He began to explore, search, and probe for more.

But no matter how hard he searched,
He couldn’t find it, not even a trace.
It was as if he’d lost the sound completely,
Like a part of him vanished, lost discreetly.
Stranded in limbo, groping in the dark,
Trying to find his lost spark.

Still, he wasn’t one to just give in,
He didn’t need help to begin again.
He didn’t need anyone to sing a duet,
He swore he’d find it, no need to fret.
“I’ll master my sound, I won’t let it go,
Before I lose my youth, before I outgrow.”

So, he started with Funk,
Music that makes you move, feel the thump,
Where basslines slap and synthesizers zap the air,
Making you groove, with energy to spare.
“Wah-wah-wah-wah, chikka-chikka-chik,” the rhythm called,
But it didn’t fit, it just didn’t charm.
It didn’t light him up, it didn’t make him glow,
It didn’t feel right, it didn’t flow.

Still, he wasn’t one to just give in,
Next, he turned to the Blues,
A genre so deep, it slows time,
With “Ooohhhh’s” that drips like sweet, thick wine.
“Ahhhh’s” that rumble, thunder far away,
But still, something was off in the way it would play.
It wasn’t enough, it didn’t belong,
It wasn’t his sound, it wasn’t his song.

And for the first time, he started to feel doubt,
The creeping thought that maybe he’d been left out.
The silence grew heavy, cold as stone,
The thought of giving up, it started to be known.

But then he remembered,
Remembered the sound that had once lit his mind,
How it moved through him, how it intertwined.
He thought of Funk and Blues, how close they’d been,
The spark of his sound was still within.

“I want to give up,” he whispered, lost in thought,
But the memory of that sound burned brighter, it caught.
So, he marched on, with hope renewed,
Because the memory was louder, it was his truth.

He moved to Jazz,
With notes that twist, break free from the past,
Where the rules were bent and energy poured,
But it wasn’t his sound, it couldn’t be stored.

Then he tried Rock,
With drums that roared, guitars that cracked,
Filling him with power, but drowning his voice,
Too much noise, it wasn’t his choice.

He sought out Classical,
With precision so clear, so calculated,
Notes falling in place like puzzle pieces fated,
But the perfection felt tight, suffocating,
It wasn’t him, it wasn’t liberating.

Finally, he turned to Hip-Hop,
With beats that thumped like his heart nonstop,
Words flowing like water, telling tales of pain,
It came close, but still wasn’t the same.

Doubt struck harder, deeper than before,
“I want to give up,” he muttered once more.
But once again, the memory rang true,
Of all the sounds he’d tried and knew.

That’s when it clicked, like a note in the air,
His sound wasn’t one, it wasn’t just there.
It was all of them, the music he sought,
Each piece of the puzzle, each feeling he caught.

So, he sat at the piano,
Letting his fingers play, slow and low,
A little Funk, a bit of Blues,
A twist of Jazz, then Rock that soothes.
Classical touched the keys with grace,
And Hip-Hop found its place.

The music poured out, every sound found its space,
Each note blending, filling the space.
In the end, he realized,
His sound wasn’t one note, it was the prize.
It was the sum of them all, each beat and chord,
Together, they gave him his voice, his word.

Together, they were his sound.!
 
