Singer 1:

Five four seconds till I crash out

Work, work, work, sounds of Calc videos and school stress outs Four seconds till my patience is out

Then my radio turns on and out

Shake it out

The music of the early 2010s is out of the box

Dance in the dark to out

The sounds of the past are out

Maybe some more seconds till I crash out

Maybe some more minutes till I crash out

Maybe I won't crash out

I'll shake that stress out

I'll roll in the deepness of that joy out

The joy that will carry me through the work

The sounds of the past that make my present more manageable

The sounds of Marina and of the modern techno blaze and my current phase Inflation rages and the world's on flames

The past comforting me through an uncertain present Social pressures, high school, tests, and puberty issues

The past providing an opportunity to relax and bask in its glory Of the early 2010s, Colorado, and the end of history

The past helping me get through the present and into the future A future still yet unknown

Only imagined not yet actualized

Unfamiliar and full of hope and fear


Duet

Singer 1:

A future me - both foreign and familiar

Carried there by the past,

Yet some sounds I do anticipate I'll hear

The music of the past echoed and distorted into the future

The music that helped me get through the past, the present, and the future

The music of the past providing a blueprint, a projection, of the sounds of my future

Soft, tropical Caribbean tunes of cruise relaxation

Singer 2: Waves of relaxation

Singer 1: The songs of joy sung of the allowance

Singer 2: The scratch of a paycheck, the clink of a wine glass, the scanning of a credit card

Signer 1: Melodies of meows and purrs from my cats when I arrive home

Signer 2: Meows, cries, and tantrums of a future family

Singer 1: The natural rhythm moving me closer to another pretty preschooler

Singer 2: The kisses and speakings of my elegant spouse

Singer 1: The cacophony of parental arguments

Singer 2: Screams of anger, frustration, the ripping out of hair

Singer 1: The joy of the Happy Birthday song

Singer 2: The terrorous groan when another gray appears

Signer 1: The music of the dessert, the tastes and all

Singer 2: The drink of the bottle, the release of the cigarette

Singer 1: The song of teenage anxieties and can't dos

Singer 2: Dreadous sighs, the opening of the mental pill cap, the allure of the cold medicine bottle (audience gasp)


Singer 1: What sounds of the future I will hear, I do not yet know (Drescendo begins) The music of the past can only show so much

But what if I hear the bad sounds more than the good?

What if the good sounds are the sounds I never hear? ((Drescendo ends, Crescendo begins) What if the joy of the nostalgic past, felt little in the present, dies in the future?

What if the conveyor belt of time whisks me to misery? To a hell of my own making?

Not letting me stop, moving without sympathy

Fast and cruel?


Chorus

Singer 1: Why must we grow old? How can I move ahead? How can I rise? No spirit can tell me how, no spirit can tell me why.

Chorus (softly and slowly at first): With confidence, and with a casting away of anxieties

Singer 1: Why can we not stay young and gay forever, happy as feathers?

Chorus: Because Father Time moves us, the fundamental fabric of the universe

Singer 1: Why must the good old days end?

Chorus: Because the universe commands it.

Singer 1: Why is the world so cruel? Why is adulthood a pain? Why must we suffer, why must the future bring us pain?

Chorus: For every bad, there is a good. For every pain, there is a hope.

Singer 1: How am I to cope?

Chorus: With the confidence of someone who must have it in order to preserve

Singer 1: And what if I lack it?

Chorus: Your experiences shall make it

Singer 1: Can I survive? Can I preserve?

Chorus: Yes, child, oh yes you can! With strength, learned from life, anything can be done! Singer 1: Maybe, maybe, I can will the good sounds of a future into my life and banish the bad ones out?

Chorus: Yes, yes, yes, you can!

Singer 1: But what if not? What if things go bad?

Chorus: Then continue, continue in a fight for life, until things go better!

Spirit 1: How does this hallucationed voice know? Maybe I am damned after all.


Chorus: This is the bellowing of humanity! From (a hundred different voices saying different struggle) to (a hundred different voices saying another struggle), we have preserved, as shall you! (low Ensemble, to emphasize the diversity of experiences) Spirit 1: I can! I shall! I have the confidence now!

Whatever the future holds, I will use the music of my past, to fight for good sounds in my future! Because that is the ballad of life, of Father Time, and that is the future of me! (Coda)
