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The world plays on, a fragile score,
Waves crash in rhythm on the shore.
The tempo shifts, the winds take flight,
A storm builds up—a furious might.
The tides obey their ancient call,
An unseen force that moves them all.
Currents dance in liquid flow,
A silent song we have yet to know.
The air vibrates, a trembling sound,
A whispered note beneath the ground.
But accelerando, it fills the sky,
As tempests rise and rivers dry.
A crescendo loud, a planet’s cry,
Melodies drowned as waters rise.
Yet in the chaos, hope still grows—
If we rewrite the song we chose.
