A gentle chord of recollections echoes tones from earlier times.
Like murmurs that developed into windswept howls, there was a soft crescendo that rose high.
A decrescendo sigh fades the elegy of time past.
A spark, however, endures in the silence, a future humming fresh refrains.
My thoughts slide forward, leaving the past behind, in a glissando.
Time and space beats are marked by the constant metronome.
The harmonic light of dawn is signaled by a magnificent coda that is brilliant and rich.
New fanfares sing strong and certain but the past still lingers, beautiful and pure.


