He stands
He stands alone. He's a man on his own, with no hand to hold, so he clenches his fist.
As the sand just pours, he's sad but knows, his passion flows, and that’s what makes him rich.
Not cash or dough, not macking hoes, with a passive flow and treating her like a bitch
It's the handsome glow, personality shows, he grabs his soul- and speaks from his lips

He once had it all, on top of the world with a crown full of thorns- but the adrenalin was there, so he felt no pain
Fed into his pride, and felt no shame. With no one to blame, but how could he know. 
He went through the money and went through the women. Just kept on sinning and never repenting
And he kept on speaking about himself in 3rd person.  So it’s time to stop that
He is I- and I am him  .
Lost in a world within. Where the lights are dim
Walking the road, just lost in the flow.  I'm trying to find my heart and my soul
The darkness is cold, but the light also burns
Stuck in the middle, just waiting my turn
My beauty is blocked by walls of cement 
That reach to the skies, so even God can’t get in
So what makes you think that you even have a chance.
This is one chance that you need to just pass
It's not that you don’t deserve it
But all the pain makes me feel that it’s really not worth it.
Life is not perfect, but I live it with passion
Never passing, an opportunity, to add to my eulogy
I choose to speak. Words that leave an impact. In fact. The little chit chat. I sometimes miss that. 
I look around and don’t even know where my friends at. 
This lonely mishap seems like a death trap.
But there are some paths that are paved for one man.
So I am not alone. I am all-one with the world in my hands.
