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Visions of the Future 

By: Zoe Smith 

 
 
I am haunted by visions 
Visions of the future 
Vision of gas shortages and unpaid mortgages 
Visions of dried up lakes and burnin’stakes 
Visions of vanished roots and prostitutes 
Visions of brand new drugs and brutal thugs 
 
Vision of miracle cures and opened doors 
Visions of real breakthroughs and wonder brew 
Visions of synthetic life and ended strife 
Visions of glorified names… 
Visions of change.  
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Family in Confusion 

By: Leah Johnson 

 
 
There’s no place like home 
That’s what they used to say. 
Moms come home tired 
No time for play. 
And Pops you could never catch him on a regular day. 
Cause he’s out there, struggling for that cash flow. 
 
There’s no place like home 
that’s what they used to say. 
Everybody going in and out  
Like 2 streets going 2 ways 
Hope this don’t last a long time 
Hope this don’t last forever. 
Maybe one day we could have dinner together 
 
There’s no place like home? 
Well I live in a house that’s gone berserk! 
People writing comics on Myspace 
When they’re supposed to be doing homework. 
 
There’s no rules, and guidance is an illusion 
Cause I’m a part of a family  
Full of confusion. 
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Back Home 

By: Jasmine Smith 

 

 
Lost in this cold world 
I want to go home 
I’m all-alone. 
I’m a lost soul 
No longer seeking help 
Cuz no one felt the pain I felt 
My heart melts 
Every time I hear your voice or see you 
I want to go home 
Cause there’s nothing left for me to do 
 I’ve tried so many times 
But you refuse me 
You refuse us 
Now left with no one else 
I just want to go home 
The only place where I feel like I Belong 
Troubled 
Lost 
Broken hearted 
I’m all the above 
Every since my home I departed 
 I left to find love 
But now I’m empty handed 
I’m walking the streets 
Where the end never meets 
This is not a place for worries 
Too late for right or wrongs 
What’s done is done 
I’m just trying to find 
My way back home. 
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Words 

By: Tianna M. Posey 

 
 
If silence is golden, 
Words must be a million diamonds 
 
From a promise kept  
to a promise broken. 
 
Mine, yours and ours 
They teach, give birth to new worlds. 
 
Speak truth, lies 
But strong and pure 
 
Lift up, beat down 
Expressing our thoughts, ideas, hopes and aspirations 
 
Interpreted, contradicted, sometimes distorted 
But still millions of diamonds called words. 
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My Dearest Grand Mom 

By: TyAnn Brown 

 
 
To my dearest grand mom  
That I love so much. 
She is so special 
To my sisters,  
brother, all our family  
and me. 
All I know is  
that you are most important person in my life 
Because I am grand mom’s girl.  
I love you for that  
and everything you do for us.  
My dearest grand mom is Eileen Brown  
She likes to be called Momma.  
Ms. Brown 
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G N O S 

By: Robert Denson 

 
Please don’t sing your song 
It sends a rush through my head 
It sends charges through my brain 
 
Please don’t sing your song 
I’ve had enough of this pain 
Stop making me cry through your songs 
 
Your lyrics don’t have a rhythm that moves my nation 
Your beats make me scream out high notes 
Your Aria makes me stay far away 
Your hooks choke me 
Your chorus drops me 
 
Your lyrics say that I am worthless 
Because of your song 
I’ve had low self-esteem  
Now after all of this time, 
After all this time 
I’ve learned this one simple thing called 
MUTE! 
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Teenage Life and Music 

By: Tiffyne Bellamy 

 

 
Life of a teenager is hard. 
But we have different ways of handling it 
Like listening to music. 
R&B helps me through things that I go through. 
Rap and Hip Hop could help someone else.  
Punk Rock, Country and even the Blues could help other people.  
Music is relaxing to people.  
But music can also be disrespectful. 
Maybe hearing that disrespect could cause you to get mad. 
But just turn on that R&B or any other music you like. 
Play that until it makes you feel better.  
Let me end this by saying  
That music is the key of life. 
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Takin” It Back 

By: Lydia (LA LA) Davis 
 
 
 
Takin’ it back 
Everything has a bass line 
Melanin in Melody  
Of hip hop jazz whatever you think 
 
Takin’ it back 
Everything has a bass line 
From sass-aid flavored fried chicken,  
Hot sauce, greens on the side 
To cordon bleu, 5 star status 
High profile.  
 
Takin’ it back 
Everything has a bass line 
Staying fresh to def is in the melanin 
Our precious jewel  
Is our rich history 
 
Takin’ it back 
Everything has a bass line 
Emotions in the melody 
Heart beating so fast for the motherland 
Like when I say I love you  
 
Takin’ it back 
Everything has a bass line 
Melanin in Melody  
Of hip hop jazz whatever you think 
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Hip Hop in the Hood 

By: Shayday Festus 

 
 
You call it a neighborhood 
But what we live in is just hood 
Can’t see what we all have 
Tell me who I am 
Hip Hop 
 
Thugs on the corners 
While Mama’s are crying 
Can’t see the swings 
Cause it’s only our desires 
Tryin’na focus on something that’s not there 
 
My little brother play b ball but all his friend’s do is steal u-hauls 
My little brother play b ball but all his friend’s do is steal u-hauls 
 
Hip Hop is what we are  
Drugs not the issue 
Sex not the issue 
Little girls getting raped 
Is not even the issue 
 
I don’t know what it’s like to live nice 
All I see is the young bulls throwing dice 
 
Hip Hop has claimed our environment 
Changed our society 
Feared no one 
But the instincts inside me 
 
We’re misfortunate, 
Tryin’na be somebody  
When the streets tells we’re nobody 
 
We go to a public school 
Wit no rules 
But everyday you see a black kid’s face on the news 
 
Hip-hop is what makes up our neighborhood 
But what we livin’ in is straight hood 
From my block to your block 
To cops sitting on the corner like a mailbox 
Hip Hop is us! 
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Lift the Youth 

By North Stars 

 
Trapeta Lift the youth, pull ‘em high 

Wake dreams in their eyes 
So easy to believe that they can’t achieve 
The creator has a plan leave it in his hands. 

 
Twin  Give them praise all ways 

12 Lift them high so they can always be their best,  
Lift the youth, praise God- reach 
Goals-save- souls—have fun- forever. 

 
Robert   It’s time to reach inside our hearts 

Create a spiritual spark 
Saturate it within us 
Spread it all around. 

 
Monnette Families in turmoil, smile 

Our future lies in your children, teach them 
Fathers lift our sons and daughters with love 
Harmony lies in respect. 

 
Zoe  Life has been so bad 

Lift them they are so low 
Schools don’t care if they sink or rise 
So help them fly. 

 
La La  Their passion is the inspiration 

Light to the streets 
Taking charge of their rights. 

 
Sacara  Lift the youth now 

Lift the youth show them there is hope 
Pull them up high. 

 
Tierra  Spoken words 

Positive minds 
The youth can achieve 

 
Sedelle  Imagine no hope, no homes 

No schools only prisons, Image. 
 
 
 
 


