-Tru Davis
Part C
Can you match the energy? 
Can you match my energy?
My vibe exceeds through many,
My actions show the struggles I go through,
on a daily, 
my levels of connection to people is plenty,
like wi-fi you can’t lie ya’ll tried painting us as bad guys, 
Oh my,
Ya’ll even took our culture sucked it dry,
more dry than when something gets blow dried, aired dried,
Either way ya’ll went until we were almost bone dry,
But still we and still I, 
Lace up my shoes tie up my bowtie,
Step up to a mike and let my voice fly,
Because I am fly, 
We are fly,
Even if I gotta dress up proper for you to feel our struggle,
Even if I gotta mask myself to seem acceptable to you, 
My history lies within,
And you will never take it from me or have it in jeopardy,
And you can’t match it cus you ain’t us and you ain’t me,
So can you match my energy?,
You can’t fake what you ain’t been through,
Do you even feel the energy?
We actually been in it thats why its more authentic,
We are the energy,
Can you feel the energy?
Part D 
“born to fail”
The African blood we know stems from royalty,
What happens to the ones who ultimately have forgotten?,
About two days ago my family and I got evicted,
kicked out of the only place we ever called home,
removed like animals in the wild waiting to be put in a zoo for display,
Taken out of a real home for a confined counterfeit,
We were forced to roam places unknown,
Trapped behind a glass,
On the other side were visitors, 
Who look no different than us animals behind the glass,
Just a whiter skin color,
We knew we could never be on the other side,
But one can only dream right,
We can only imagine having the trippy and trending clothes that they wore,
But it was nothing compared to the teared and tarpy clothes we wore from our tradition,
My day dreaming got interrupted by the sound of a kid yelling in excitement,
“Oh look mommy, That one looks adorable, Can I have it,” 
“uh uh sweetie, looks can be deceiving, right now they look cute and quite, but they’re, loud and violent, Come on lets go to another exhibit”
And just like that objectified,
Seen as a souvenir or something you can just take home after a vacation,
If you don’t like me just get another one of me from a different hood,
oops I mean exhibit,
Treated like a toy,
Used until theres no use,
Like how we got used till we were of no use,
Cook us dinner, Work our fields, watch our young, entertain our people, make our meals,
obey or get whipped, we don’t care if your sick,
try to run get treated to a gun, 
Who’s really loud and violent here?,
My African blood spilled back into the soil,
fertilizing the land i once worked on,
Connecting me to the roots i never knew were in me,
Maybe the plant that grows can serve a greater purpose than I ever did,
Maybe this plant can be a better me,
Maybe I will finally grow beautiful enough to be picked in love not with objectifying intention,
Maybe my African blood will finally have meaning,
But the African blood we know stems from royalty,
What happens to the ones who ultimately have forgotten?,
Are they left to reside behind a redline?,
to have their loan refused because they live in an area they were forced to be in,
No choice of living lavish but surviving scarcely,
Souley on the feeling of what they were called to be,
royalty,
Ima get my family out the hood, 
I will move my family out,
From no story, 
to multiple stories,
The typical comeback story,
My story will not be written by the same people who denied us the pen,
only the paper, 
So we are left to stare at what could have been,
But we still are left empty,
Like the blank page the fuel to my impossible dreams,
I mean not like can write anyway,
I don’t even know how to,
neglected education,
They don’t want to see me educated in
the fear that I can finally realize that,
The African blood we know stems from royalty,
What happens to the ones who ultimately have forgotten?,
Are they left to be locked behind bars?,
hands of no use in handcuffs,
Only a voice to voice our struggles,
But what happens when they deny our struggles?,
What happens when we get muzzled?,
Stopping our voice,
But what good is the voice without knowing history?,
What good is the voice without knowledge?,
If you shackle our hands you control our bodies,
But if you shackle our minds you control our generations,
You can hold us in place but you can’t hold us in place,
So once we know who we are,
We can start to live as lavishly as we did before,
before you took what was ours and called it yours,
before you stripped us of our names and identity,
Because they don’t want you to know who you are, 
they’re scared of who you are,
Once you realize who you are,
who you are will T. U. R. N  U. R life around,
You are the start and the end,
The beginning and the finish,
You are African blood,
You are Royalty,

Part A
one for another
one for another,
as we reside in one we coincide for each other,
two or more different black businesses in one building with different poets and different witnesses,
three times the amount of people who were here last time, 
If we cant seem to buy your attention,
then the least we can do is sell you parts of our history,
Here so take pieces of me for the price of free 99.
4, 5, 6 people taking multiple flicks, stylin out with they fits and tough kicks, our swag is lit, our bags hold everything, from the color of the outside showing our personalities, mentalities and why we find hope in this red gold and green,
and not this red white and blue,
You can never take us over,
The inside,
filled with all of our belongings,
prepared for any situation,
Hurt, 
Work,
emergency,
it doesn’t matter we got everything in that bag,
about 
7,8,9,10 people who verbally said they enjoy being here,
the others showed it supporting the
business 
snappin for the poets,
clapping for the music,
Performing themselves you got a talent then use it, 
We’d love to see it,
because after all were one in another,
as we reside in one we coincide for each other,


