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Secret Accelerato, Heart Decrescendo

Twenty years have passed, since I have been here;
I would not have come back if it wasn’t for this;
Deep secrets we all keep, not need to fear,
Down in the basement of my childhood house it is still.

The 9th symphony sounded in my head,
Just as I remember the way my mother played;
The day I picked the ringing phone and they said
My father has died and I am the only heir.

I never thought of the day I would come back;
 			   Only thinking  of what in the basement I conceal.
The mood to go to my past I lacked,
But the residues of my secret I have to disappear

Entering the door, the harmony of mom’s piano is all I retain;
She’s that place’s sole good memory,
If I could only remember her face!
More stunning than Ballade for Adeline, people allege.

I almost forget what my past sounded like,
Is my mother’s elegy of classical music!
My present sounds so silent, 
Maybe like that I heal my psyche.

Going down on the basement feels as going back on my mind;
Each step sounds like a piano key playing.
Opening the locked door is not slight;
It is not there. The worst I’ll be facing!

Nowhere down here it is to be located,
I’m starting to go psychotic;
Decrescendo, the interval of my heart
My skin tingles, so chaotic!

My future? Not chorus at all, so predictive.
My enigma is taking my vividness.
Now, as my failing heart takes my life I have to ask;
How many of you have a secret on cadence?


