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Your Life-Timed Orchestra.



Take a breath.
Take a caesura and rest.
But the time doesn't stop.
For he’s inevitable, and to him, you're bound.

You begin to conduct,
accelerando blindly forth.
The ensemble is ready to play on,
to spark all flames from the starter notes.

[bookmark: _Int_3KjBFLQb][bookmark: _Int_axdYXW8J]A sense of individuality and feelings rise up.
A consonance of joy raises the crowd,
A consonance of sadness lowers them down.
You conduct at your rhythm with their impromptu of sounds.
Put your faith in time, and your act will be found.
Their past is what molds them to crave their desires.
It's what shapes them to sing with your choir.
And time will bring all that's yours to end.
Your wide-open score fit in a tiny sheet, being written down as you play, in hopes of sustain.
All notes will be done in due time; they will all soon be played, but no matter how long you hold it, the fermata has to end.
The piece is rated not by it’s length,
but by the quality of it’s strength.
Play.
The show must go on.
You fade, and want it done
But time keeps running, and so you must still conduct.
So, play and forget you're tired.
Dissonances of joy.
Dissonances of desires.
Multiple melodies waiting to harmonize again.
There is no reprise, no De Capo al Fine.
Play it to not forget.
The song that plays only once.
Give it your best, so when you rest, your melody reverbs.
The conductor is part of the ensemble after all
and although there's no planning, you still all played on.
While the players might begin worsening as time drains them off,
they will all push to the end so that the piece may be done.
Bars stop rhyming
There is no harmonizing
They all play new rhythms
Tired, yet they're all still in their own polyrhythms
4,7,6,12 all inside 5.
[bookmark: _Int_MIqIlmKW]So, as the show comes to its ending
The sounds of your orchestra diminuending
The reverberation is blue and slowly sinking
To lay to rest like the rest of those who are descending
So, did you rest, or was it too long?
Will your score be heard a thousand years forth?
Or did you fail, as your hesitation to go on
set you back, and to be forever gone?
