Chords of Life

The chords of life are unpredictable
I remember that every day.
Where am I going,
What am I doing,
I do not know.
My life is a decrescendo,
Spiraling down and down,
To a place where I don’t know how to escape.

Where will the chords take me,
Will they leave me in this decrescendo,
Will they allow me a chance at a crescendo?
The highs and lows of my life,
They feel impromptu,
I can feel an elegy coming.
Why do the dynamics of the chords do this.
I feel I may never escape from this decrescendo.

I need a duet to help,
To help me take control of the chords,
To help me hear a hymn,
To give me hope that a decrescendo is not all,
That a crescendo may be awaiting me.
Will the chords keep me down,
Or may they give me harmony?
Who knows? The chords are unpredictable.

That hymn given by my duet,
My hope burns because of it.
In my bed where sleep takes over,
I’ve reached my coda.
The chords are unpredictable,
I have, however, hope, 
that this decrescendo isn’t my coda.

That the dynamics will change,
I can feel the crescendo upon me.
The chords may be unpredictable,
But that doesn’t mean that the dynamics are always low,
The highs are coming, and I will be ready,
With my duet, the ensemble at a high,
I know that I’m ready to feel the crescendo of life.








