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My Music
The vintage beloved resound
Is echoing around,
The relationships once wounded
Are now safe and sound.
But what is this melody I hear?
“What’s that rhythm in my ear?”
Could that be the life of a decrescendoIng melody?
Or living with crescendoing harmony?
I cannot tell between,
But all I know is that they are music.

The modern, well-known sound
From unaccepted, it rebounds,
The music I loved, 
Is now uncov’d
Here comes the tunes, I hear
They were not anywhere,
Were hidden, were refused,
But now they are here.
They are past, and they are future,
And most importantly, they are my music.

