Piano Slam Poem
Sound is what you hear
The music that you listen to
The chorus of birds chirping in the morning
The crescendos and decrescendos 
That go through your ear

In the past,
When I was a baby,
I heard the water rippling
The trees rustling
And occasionally
A song

Now, I mostly hear the sounds coming from the TV
My dad cheering for his team
My brother yelling at the game
My sister calling her friends
And occasionally
A song

In the future,
A long time from now,
[bookmark: _Int_oa6KteOE]I'll hear the sound of robots
The clicking of computer keys
The sound pf construction
For buildings we don't need
[bookmark: _Int_t9Abiwny]And maybe every once in a while
A song.
