Alchemy transcript

Yasmin Ali (she/her): Greatness

Delve deep
The road has been tough
And it's hard to see
Hard to breath
Hard to speak about it
But I'm telling you the truth when I describe a life without it
See This life's astounding
And I know you doubt it
And I know as your tears dry
You don't wanna think about it but
I need you to believe that you are truly blessed
I can't change your perception of life while depressedt
I can't make you free your mind if your mind feels oppressed 
But as long as I'm alive 
I will try and do my best 
To help you, 
to tell you
 that you're beautiful
And I'm sorry that upset you
I get you.
Sometimes you're not in the mood 
You just don't feel like you
You're not trying to be rude
I hear you
No ones judging you
We feel you
We've all been through it too
We hear you
If you don't know what to do
Just know this
I care About you
And your happiness
I care about your mind
There's a sanctity to your life
And you got this
I know it's
Hard practising kindness 
To yourself at your weakest
But your presence in this world is needed
I've seen it 
You're happy and feel light
When u speak 
There's a love for yourself that you keep
U generated strength while weak
Although the shadows had you blinded you see
I Truly believe 
You'll be where u wanna be
Deep down inside
You Will feel at your best
And if you took it before
It's different now that you are this
You know what you want and won't accept nothing less
you feel it deep in your heart
You feel it down in your chest 
You got this
You are predestined 
For greatness
Now take it
You’ve  got this


Rofeda (she/her):  The body remembers

The body remembers
My heart still races when I see faces of people who slightly resemble you
The body remembers
My spine still shivers when I'm met by a gust of wind introduced by a being who's at least 6ft2
The body remembers
My palms still sweat when I am comforted by someone who may or may not want to actually see this through
The body still remembers
Even when the mind can't
I feel like I can't catch up
To the body that remembers
With the mind that can't
I can't
I can't tell who
I can't tell who I need to let in
I can't tell who I need to let go
I can't tell who I am supposed to be
Because the body remembers
The body remembers
My heart still becomes numb when I
begin to get praise because I've been in
this oh-so-familiar false reality phase
The body still remembers
My spine still withdrawals and my
opinions press pause because you've
taken my ability to fight for my own
cause
The body still remembers
My wrists become stiff when I write
my thoughts because I know I'm not
supposed to transfer them
From mind to mouth
I'm not supposed to transfer them
From mind to paper
I'm not supposed to transfer them
From mind to heart
From mind to mouth
From mind to paper
From mind to heart
I need to stay silent
I will stay silent
The body still remembers
Neglect.
From you
From me
From society
The body still remembers
My body still remembers
My body
My body still remembers you
My body still remembers
The imprint of your large hand,
The bruises which act like a brand
Feeling so weak that I'm unable to stand
My body still remembers
The grip you had pulling my hair
Looking up in despair
Gasping for fresh air
I can't tell
I can't tell who I should be vulnerable to
Because every time I try
I think of you
I can't tell
Ican't
Forgive
Forget
Forgive you
Forget you
Because our bodies still remember
Our bodies still remember
No matter how hard I try
No matter how much I heal
Because of you
I am
Today and tomorrow
Future and past
Forever and always
I can only be
I will only be
I don't want to be
I will not be
Broken

Rofeda (she/her): Dear Poetry,

Dear Poetry, 
The first time I fell in love, it was unexpected 
I neglected the idea of you, until I was effected
By the impact you had on my soul, I reflected 
Then I was corrected, something I didn’t care about became something I respected 
Now perfected and protected, you and me connected and I became invested 
In that meticulous way you dealt with me every time i projected,

My fears and traumas in which you accepted,

In retrospective,
I’m searching for peace of mind 
The only time I feel at ease is when I’m writing rhymes 
Whilst my mental health declines, 
These lines keep me refined 
A form of expression, therapy and storytelling combined: a space to unwind
Escape reality, and find,
My purpose in this lifetime, 
Before I’m left behind 


Poetry,
As all my thoughts come to light,
I'll sit down and write and at shows ill recite,
I’ll continue to fight to be content in this life, who knows, I just might 
Alright, I lied, I don’t think I’ll ever feel “fine” 
Meeting you is the only thing I’ve done right 
I’ll forever hold you tight and cherish you through the night 

I’m starting to realise that I need to stop manifesting negative energy 
I’m starting to realise that I need to stop giving the wrong people the best of me
I’m starting to realise that I need to stop surrounding myself with enemies 
I’m starting to realise that I need freedom to become a better me

I will choose love and peace in this lifetime 
I will spend my life line writing rhymes 
Embracing lines, it’s so divine 
I… will heal, in time, as the stars align 
I start to find myself, a lighter state of mind 
It’s deeper now 
It’s a deeper state of mind, I can see it now 
It’s a connection with my soul and my spirit, I can feel it now 
I’ve got to maintain that same energy to keep it now 


Reece (he/him): If im not a poet what am I 

If im not a poet what am I 
Life don’t make sense without these lines
I call it a lifeline for a reason 
im tryna write these lines tryna wright my life so I dont get left 
Cah whats a legacy without a story 
I hope my story gets read 
The world is my pad and my life is pen 
im gonna write until my pages end 
most of the time I don’t have a say in what goes on in my head 
It just comes and it goes and it flows and it just makes sense 
If you know then you know if you dont then you wont
No need to pretend 
You see everyone in this room got a gift 
Creatives at heart so our heart goes into our craft there ain’t no facade in this 
If I ain’t a poet then what am I 
A simple spec of dust in a universe of stars I said mamma I wanna be a star too
Not the ones u see in the sky but the type of star that sheds light in the dark not big in size about 5ft 9 
The type that rhymes and creates colours with words 
the type that can grow flowers from dirt 
mum i wanna be heard 
not for my handsome features 
but for headline features 
it im not a poet then what am I 
these bars are my closest friend
these bars wont ever pretend 
these bars are the reason im here breathing 
without them i would have been dead 
these bars are my closest friend
incapable of lying 
either way whatever i write is a reflection of me 
i reflect my dream 
i got poetic dreams 
poetic genes 
im naturally gifted 
placed on this earth to serve higher purpose than chasing money and women
god is my witness 
i attone for my sins daily 
i cant rewrite whats already set down 
so im constantly changing 
creating starting fresh pages 
making a statement 
and i know i aint perfect 
fat from it 
but i aint scared to face my mistakes i put karma in a sonnet
fuck being modest 
if im being honest 
i know im great 
first time hitting stage and i make it shake
so if i aint a poet tell me what am I
like brother woodzy said theres poetry in everything 
you js gotta change your perspective 
and ive changed mine 
eversince i heard that line ive been taking time too look at life 
and really take it in 
im picasso with this pen i dont need to say crazy things to them listen 
i write how i speak i speak how i write 
i know the way i flow on these beats is confusing their minds 
if i aint a post then what am i?
if i aint a poet then what am I?
a 19 year old adopted kid half british half asian half italian half malaysian 
are you taking the piss 
i used to be ashamed of it 
now i think of it 
i got a blessed life 
i got a blessed life 
when i write
i got a blessed mind 
when i see i got a blessed eye 
if i aint a poet then what am I 
if i aint a poet then what am I 
if i aint a powt then what am i 
if i aint a poet then what am I?
im an innovator 
so do me a favour 
before judge my cover judge the paper 
this is a new page a new chapter 
i call it ‘see you later’
bye to the old 
we live and we grow 
we learn from the dos and we learn from the donts 
so i know what imma do and i know what i wont 
this is just the start of my story
i call it the legacy of reece 
reeces dream
imma be the best in the scene
you asked what am I
imma say it again 
imma say it with chest 
im a poet nothing more nothing less 
yes
we stay blessed
this is reece 

