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The Music of Then and Now
The past was an old piano,
Its keys playing soft and slow,
My grandma’s humming was a lullaby,
A song I still know.
The kitchen was a band you see,
With pots and pans that clanged,
Mom’s laughter was the melody,
The love that she sang.
The streets were loud with drumbeats,
Footsteps and voices, too,
The radio played salsa songs,
And we’d dance in the living room.
But what about tomorrow?
What songs will we make?
Will the oceans sing a happy tune,
Or is there a mistake?
Will robots hum a techno beat?
Will cars be quiet and clean?
Will the wind sing through the trees,
Or will they not be seen?
Music is all around us,
In our families, in the sky.
It tells our story, who we are,
And dreams that make us fly.
So I’ll keep playing my own song,
And help the world be bright,
Because the music of the future
Starts with us tonight!


