When something is
presumed missing,

it may be presumed gone,

But though you are no
longer with us,

your memories will live
on.

May you rest in peace,

Michael James Leske.

Still Here Pt.1

Im writin a letter just tryin to do better

I feel the crude weather

Ahead born from the town full of lead
Full of dead beats dead streets

No one around but crack head creeps

They say it’s the place to put a smile back on ur
face

The place to be not for me
Grew up ruff now homeless in burdy

14 months coneless cant hurt me

See how it goes how it shows

Full of my own things no chrome rings

Maybe gold maybe not to old

All bout style get my teeth fixed I wanna smile
Its been a while come walk a mile

Wit my feet its hard on the street

Im large on a beat so its success i seek

It be my plan cant understand watch out if you
can

I’1l be makin money like any other homeless man
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Homeless Idol
Why oh why must we justify

Ourselves to gou just coz we Don’t look or
smell as good as you

No it don’t make you better

It just makes anotha soulja down for this
dessert wether

Say wat you like think wat u want

I chose my path tha life to be livin it up

in a sock one hit over ya head ya drop

hear about it in tha news, he had only one
option

%?use by electricity stuffin wit tha wrong
se

no time time ta think this aint blues clues
these are ture blues wit tru crues

jump ya fa 15cents hop to tha next spot
quicker than kangaroos

do this can confuse you if you aint real talking
crap by wat you do

you’re a punk our style is hypnotic like voo-
doo

destroy you or help you threw
days you wish ya never had

broke depressed or just smoking a bag

wish you had more wish you had a dad

make sure its tite get a good glimpse of

wat you’ve done not many get tha chance to
make things rite

while im here wont be standin be chasin tha
prize that [ have in site

you can come to I promise that I wont bite

while here stand, shine brighter than a 4000
watt lite

take off like an eagle takes off into flite

ima soar doin it so freely makes you come
back for more

build a family make a better me
that’ll tell tha tale of poetical artist a better g

that rolled up an punched on by grade 3

no ones played its tha streets that made me




