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Silent Times


Take a note, for now. 
Come to a coda with trust if needed 
But trust the chorus
Ever since you followed the forte, you’ve been carried everywhere like a gift basket, right or wrong?
All of the personal fiddle will pick poison with interest 
Hair will become dynamic 
Pain will be at a range of interest 
The season is going to become as lovely as a honeymoon in a jig
Second-hand gloves will ensemble again 
The interlude of memories is when pairs of people’s hands come
 The need for a new chord of love is faithful to the past 

Hear the sounds. 
Live in a moment of hymn
Everyone’s energy is decrescendo 
Nobody in a minstrel is too tired to work hard
Only take a beat and listen 
The frequency of hair gets ritualistic 
Rhythms of pain and addiction for now is falling apart 
Music of dynamics leaving our love once again 
Be there to tune in, it will be the only time most of all to hear 
The chorus played on a flute about your whole existence 
Frequently rehearsed by the sorrows, into a total metronome of playing notes. 

