The melodious music fills my ears,
Every strung cord
And every hymn 
Music is sound.
Sound is music.
The harmony of sounds fills the air, 
Whether performed by a minstrel,
Or even an ensemble of a musical.
The music will always be there, 
Like plastic bottles,
Never disintegrating.
Sometimes music can follow you,
Like that little fly.
Music is everywhere,
The crashing of waves,
The calls of seagulls,
And the swaying of trees in the wind, 
Even our phones as we text.
All the movements create sound
And sound is movement.
