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I let the music flow over me, envelop me. The rhythm, the beat. I heard it 
speak to me and I speak back. The words come and go, sometimes I’m spittin’ 
sometimes I can only hum. It goes on and on like this, the thump, the rhyme, the 
flow. A good rap is not about lyrics or about fancy rhymes. It’s about you. It’s 
about soul. It’s about what you have and what you do with it. Some people think 
Snoop or Jay-Z are where it’s at. And you know what? If you like ‘em, great. 
But truth is, they sold out. They’re more about watchin’ the money flow and 
about the contract, then they are about the music. They sold that a long time 
ago. But then, every artist does. When you get to that level, the fans, the 
millions, the babes, you forget what got you there. You forget what the music 
actually means. That’s why if you want good rap go into the subway. Those kids 
kicking it with a boom box and slipshod rhymes are the true artists. They’re the 
ones fighting for every word, every second of music. 

And yeah some of them are white, so? Where’s the rule white boys can’t rap? 
Show me the motherfuckin’ rule. ‘Cause it’s not there. Anyone can rap, I can, 
you can, and those white boys can. It’s not about what you have on the outside. 
“Feel the rhythm, feel the rhyme, get on up it’s rappin’ time”, as they say. Or 
something like that. 

Tonight I feel it. Just me at home with the music. I’m not one of those white 
boys on the street. I’m white, but I don’t have the strength to get out there. Not 
tonight. Tonight it’s just me and the music. When you’re in the zone, you forget 
about everything else. No more job, no more bills, no more parents, no more 
ex…No more leg. You forget about all that and become the music. There’s no 
time to think about the words, let alone the baggage. You have to just focus. 
Focus and find the beat. 

It takes a lot out of you. Sometimes after a long day, there’s no energy for the 
music or the beat. And sometimes that’s all you have energy for. Like tonight. 
Anything else would be miserable, but rap? Maybe I can make it through that. 

The music is life, or at least that’s how I try to live mine. One beat at a time, 
one word at a time. There’s no point trying to look forward, the beat will change 
and so will the meaning. It’s not a perfect way to live, but it’s mine. And it works 
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most of the time. Linda used to agree. It’s definitely the fun way to live. Most of 
the time. It’s always good for an adventure. It’s what got me into the military. It’s 
also what got me out of the military. Each moment is so fleeting, why would you 
want to miss a single one? The more you focus on the future, the less you can 
put into this verse. Make this the good one, the next will take care of itself. 

But that’s not always true. You can have a bad rhyme. You can have a bad 
verse. Hell you can have a bad song. But the only way to shake that is to focus. 
This one here, tell yourself, this one will be better. This word. This beat. This 
moment. Cause there’s always a good moment, even in the worst of songs. Make 
it this one. Cause no matter how many lost dates, or lost girlfriends, or lost feet,   
make the next one better. 

And it will be. It always is. At some point bad becomes the new good. It has 
to. The discord you heard before smoothes into a new melody, a new song. It 
doesn’t belong here, in this one, but the next? Why not. 

She never dated other men. I was the first. I was the lucky one. But then 
afterwards…she told me there was someone else but I just assumed… I took my 
chair out, I hate my chair, I use the prothesis whenever possible but today was a 
long day at work and I hurt too much. So I took the chair. And of course I run 
into them while I’m trying to get dinner. I bumped into them in line at Senior 
Sams. She put on that fake smile, the one I’ve seen her flash a million times to 
rowdy customers at the bar, and she introduces him. Tall, charming, and whole. 
He shakes my hand, “I’ve heard so much.” I just want to punch him, but I’m 
trying not to roll over someone’s foot. 

So now its me. Me and my music. That’s all I can do. Beat the beat, thump 
the thump. Watch my rhyme. 

What else is there? 


