Tomorrow’s Symphony

Oh How! Withered life has followed us
Into a plane of algorithms, riptides unseen
Lives the melody of a future, pristine!
So, have the force and will of our nature
While locating the frequency of our creature,
Dulled our efforts to nurture?

 Our soul diminishes the lines they’ve painted,
Mapping the velocity in which we untainted.
Countless nights we’ve spent
Under the moon’s own tent,
Replenishing energy for tomorrow’s conquest!

RING! Goes the bell of big ben
RING! The chord of the mechanical twelve sang
BEHOLD! The innovation of our music!
A digitized barb, a repeated bird,
That is our life, our will, our legacy
Why bother with binary beats? If technology is in our seats?

[bookmark: _Int_6gwrbqcv]Cluttering particles, a crescendo formed anew,
As our expansions continue to hold true.
In our chest we feel, our songs forgotten in its core,
Data strings leading the blind
[bookmark: _Int_2cMuW2P4]Harmonies, awe-struck with bore.
[bookmark: _Int_4tRZHEPj]So, we build our dreams of future prospects
As we dwell in our past aspects,
With the present we hold, let them compose
The silence once met, as the tempo unfolds
Carrying our songs through currents so bold,
As we let go of a pass, now old.

With each progression, the day resets
To a time, we wish we never left.
As the music of our past leave us be
The sound of the future draws us deep,
[bookmark: _Int_61y9zYCa]Inviting us to forget, what lies in our steed.




