But if you was LeBron James then I’d be Dwyane Wade
We both graduated at the same time from the same grade

He was at the head of the class, on TV with celebrity acts,
But that champion ring was one thing you never could grasp,

I was slightly rated lower had to fight to gain exposure
and that might’ve made me slower
but now I have taken over

And I’m down in Miami’s Heat,
living my boyhood dreams

And for you to do what I’ve done,
you’d have to join MY team!”

-Iron Solomon
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“Hope” is the thing with feathers -

That perches in the soul -

And sings the tune without the words -

And never stops - at all -

And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard -

And sore must be the storm -

That could abash the little Bird

That kept so many warm -

I’ve heard it in the chillest land -

And on the strangest Sea -

Yet - never - in Extremity,

It asked a crumb - of me.

