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Back in the day, songs took their time,
 Records would spin, and lyrics would rhyme.
 You’d wait all week for your favorite track.
 Now everything’s instant, no looking back.
 It felt more special, now it’s skip, skip, skip—
 A fleeting moment, lost in the grip.
Today it’s streams, and songs blow up but
 Never last.
 Autotune everything, real voices fade, it’s catchy,
 But where’s the shade?
 Artists chase trends but it’s more about
 Clicks than what they say.
 The songs made you feel more special and made
 You rewind, to relive the day.
Old vibes had flaws but hit you deep,
 New beats are quick, but do they make
 Sense?
Music connects no matter the year, but now
 It’s too fast, no time to reflect.
 Whether in the past or future, we need that
 Balance to find the groove, the track.
 Songs made sense and had deeper
 Messages.
 Made you want to give the artist a hug.
 The beat was unique, didn’t sound like every
 Other.
 The lyrics were more grammatically correct,
 And true, they’d stick with you like glue.
Sad songs are more trending,
 The lyrics play a big piece on your emotions.
 The melody moves through the air,
 Songs are relatable and make you
 Emotional.
 But they’re too much for some, they drown,
 A little sunshine would help turn it around.
Although sad songs are popular,
 They may be too depressing for some.
 More uplifting music can change someone's
 Mood.
 Like a pick-me-up to boost your energy,
 It turns the day into a symphony.
Back in the day, we’d press play, and feel the vibe,
 Songs carried stories and let us dive.
 Each track had a soul, a rhythm so true,
 Told you a tale, made you feel brand new.
 Now it’s a loop, a scroll, a swipe,
 What happened to the magic, the hype?
The radio felt like a friend on the air,
 You’d hear a song, and just stare.
 Wondering how they wrote those lines,
 Now we have playlists, but where are the signs?
 It was the experience, the way it all came,
 Now it’s just a stream, who’s to blame?
You’d wait for the album, the whole story to unfold,
 Now it’s just singles, shiny and bold.
 One-hit wonder, then they fade,
 Does anyone remember the music we made?
 It's like a fleeting moment, nothing to hold,
 Yet we still chase what’s new, what’s sold.
But maybe there’s hope, for the classic sound,
 The rhythm and melody, still all around.
 Some artists stay true, their heart in the sound,
 Their music’s a treasure, rare and profound.
 With every beat, there’s a chance to be found,
 To feel the depth, where meaning is crowned.
The music makes me think of a play,
 With a big moment that takes your breath away.
 The piano plays fast, so quick and strong,
 Each note feels like it’s moving along.
 The chord is rich, like an open door,
 That leads you to something worth waiting for.
The beat is fast, like a fire that grows,
 Building up to something, and then it slows.
 Then it gets soft, like a gentle breeze,
 The fast rhythm fades and brings some ease.
 It changes like a nursery rhyme, so sweet,
 Making you feel warm and complete.
The melody soothes, then makes you feel high,
 Reminding you that music will never die.
 The old-school sound still calls to me,
 A place where music’s pure and free.
