The music is not sung, it is felt
When I hear my favorite song
I don’t mind if I it
Even if I scream it
The only thing that matters is
If I feel it.
When the most perfect melody
Begins to play, I stop thinking.
I forged of everything
I don’t care if someone is talking
to me.
I don’t know why I’m writing this
the only thing I know, is that with
this I feel at peace
When my favorite melody starts to play
I only feel one thing.
That only thing is
that I teleport into my own world
where I can fly, on top of
clouds that are soft like cotton candy.
Where no country is at war,
where no innocent lives are taken away,
and where the happiness doesn’t dissappear.
In my own world
all animals are at peace
no one is chasing them or killing them.
Every kid is having fun
no one is suffering.
In my own world
everything is peace.
But when the last notes
of my favorite song start playing.
Everything comes to an end.
People suffering
animals disappearing,
innocents smiles are being taken away,
life does not feels the same.
Everyone is doing what they want
not what they should.
They don’t care if they fill this world with danger.
There is a way,
a way we can change this world.
By making everyone emphasize what
they are doing.
And what they should do.
