The keys danced in the light,
melodies that felt so right.
crisp hands, so light, 
made a song with a future so bright

Vinyl spun in crackling tones,
Jazz and blues in murky zones.
Trumpets soared, guitars fly,
Creating a symphony beneath the sky.

matches on wood and wire,
Songs of love setting our hearts on fire.
Emotional voices deep and true
Stories sung in black and blue.

But time won’t wait it bends
Music shifts the past transcends.
Now the speakers shake the air
With base that pulse a world laid bare.

Electric sounds and echoes bright
and sparks like neon light.
Loops repeat on and on	
While the music is going and going	



Yet still the past is in our hands,
A woven thread in bands
Melodies of then and now,
Blending time, breaking ground.

Grand pianos, dirty strings,
Helps with what tomorrow brings.
Old meets new, a vision so bright,
A future built from echoes flight.

So let the music stretch and grow,
Through hands of those who dare to show,
That every sound, both fresh and true,
Still sings the past in something new.

Appreciating every sound gesture
With the filling of every texture
I can say im grateful for the flow
That gives me a raidiant glow

Giving the audience a show
Showing them something they’ve never seen before
With music from the past 
Making a comeback at last




