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Welcome to Poetry of Life On Valued Emotions. Composed of inspired poetry from many life experiences, this book captures the essential connection through words in which you, the reader, can relive or relate to the emotions that everyone expresses. I truly hope you enjoy it and thank you for reading.
- SoRec –
1. SoRec Quotes
2. Broken
3. Fatherless
5. Lost
9. Ride
11. To Be What It Is
12. Memory
13. Wrong Plug
14. Let the Girl Cry
"Image illustrated by the life I’ve chose, can be heard from the static of my mind n soul."
"Lyrically I impress those who digest my poetic flow like lyses that expose your mind set."
"Deception is just truth being delayed, so speak your mind and let your conscience free."
"Poetry is in my vein like the nucleus within the membrane. So I spit lyrical sayings contaminated with emotional strain."
"Creativity drives me to succeed but I'm only as big as my marketing seed. As for those minds I feed, continue to read and you'll soon believe in what you see is my completed tree."
"Understanding me is like a simple but complicated equation. I am an addition to your life divided by emotion, multiplied through love and devotion, and guided by one power."
"Realizing what you had is just as bad as a missed opportunity, leaving your heart under scrutiny wishing for unity."
"Decisions are options disguised as paths, in which one decides the consequences of their actions calculated like math."
"I live my life 1 day at a time, stress gets brushed off and pushed to the back of my mind. I let my lyrics flow and express what you need to know with due time."
"I'm in the mist of confused emotions between goals and inspiration, yet stretched among diversity. Deconstructed, only to be rebuilt as my life is envisioned before my eyes. This is the definition of me, to be undefined until each day is written in history. So I continue to write..."
"I seek the one that brings pain, and escape from the path of bliss. If am attracted to my downfall, would you be worth my last kiss? Why do I push away the pillars of my heart with the blindness I've created? Would the chemistry still be there long past when my love has been jaded?"
"If I wasn't who I am, then I would never be. Who would be the one if it wasn't me? Freely express what you want to see, but expecting me to change is hypocrisy."
"For every word I write, every sentence I create, every paragraph I express, every page I master, and for every chapter I publish... I connect to all of you in this book called Life... On Valued Emotions."
Wish I never woke up, mentally I'm worked up
roped up, tied down, any wish for hope sucks
stuck in position, my intuition got me guessing
stressing my condition, collisions got me testing
crashing in life, spazzed out like no tomorrow
cheated on, got a broken heart with empty pockets
electric sockets looking like options to make it stop it
dropped it, I'm barely breathing, mind leaving
I'm so far gone I've cried myself sleepless
my weakness, broken down, the whole world can peep this
reap this, meet the crossroads of a lost soul
missing pieces to the puzzle from what the thief stole
speak cold, I've grown to become heartless
rebuilding the foundation of my life's market
sold to evil but left on the table like the last token
never in my life can I say I've been so broken
I can't... I can't even explain the blank feeling
The emptiness inside as I stare into the ceiling
kneeling down as I pray to my father about my father
asking for the strength feeling disconnected from his power
missing, wondering if he knows what he's missing
I'd tell him that I miss him, but would his heart even listen?
Trapped, thinking if life would be any different?
Acting like it's all good but know that it isn't
so handicapped emotionally
I thank my friends who supported me
responsibilities at an early age
wouldn't even begin to know how to take center stage
yet you wouldn't understand
to that man I would always extend my hand
plan never existed, I improvise on life
struggles are unavoidable, but I'm always prepared to fight
still fatherless...
A one, two, three, and to the four
first four seconds of the streets I explore
Four Fifth the next second, haters hit the floor
six eyeing me, seven are in the store
eight bodegas spread all over Manhattan
two nines on me ready to make it happen
clapping to the tenth, all latinos represent
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