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Music of My Past… Sounds of the Future
The memories of the chords hum sweet
A hymn of my past, my heart's heartbeat
The crescendo of youth, so wild, so free
Now fades in a vast decrescendo sea
The echoes of my childhood hum,
Soft lullabies from lips now numb.
Vinyl spins and radios play,
A melody that shaped my way.
A gospel song I sing along,
An ensemble that made my heart belong.
The fanfare was something to share.
Holding memories in the air.
The rhythm of laughter, the chorus of pain,
Notes of sunshine, chords of rain.
A soundtrack stitched in time’s embrace,
Familiar harmonies I still chase.
Yet beyond the past, the future calls,
In digital waves and neon halls.
A symphony yet to be composed,
A soundscape where my soul is posed.
The fanfare calls and the future loudly sings
New harmonies evolve, grow, and play with golden strings
The past is a movement, its strong, bold, and true
The future has a unearthed sound, the sound calls waiting for you
To pimp a butterfly, an album of rare
The messages sown and placed with care.
The bass of dreams, the treble of hope,
A melody that helps me cope.
The 808s of liberation,
as I approach my destination
The music of yesterday lingers near,
Yet tomorrow’s song is bright and clear.
So let the record keep its spin,
But let the new song now begin.
For in my past, I hear the tune,
Yet in the future, I sing in bloom.

