Not Only Music
It is not only music,
it is words and it is sound.
I was not aware to use it,
as long as I could hear it loud.

It is not only music,
it is words and it is sound.
I was going to miss and lose it,
with these small bones locked and bound.

When I heard, I did not hear, I wept and I cried,

my doubt was tough, I turned the knobs, I cranked and I tried!
But it was true, the truth came out, the truth came out loud:

There was a wall, a cotton wall, a cotton wall all around!
Don’t turn it off,

don’t crank it down, the sound of my life!

Don’t cut me off,

don’t pull me down, I need to hear to survive!

I apologize, for all the words I missed and did combine:
They came disguised, and I tried to rhyme.

My face was blank, your mumble made, it made me stare,
when you did laugh, I just wondered, I just wondered why and where.

I could see, your lips did move, your lips sure did move,
although no words, no words would come, no would come through:

There was a storm a storm, inside, a storm deep inside,
with ringing bells, these ringing bells, these bells and a pipe!

Don’t turn it off,

don’t crank it down, the sound of my life!

Don’t cut me off,

don’t pull me down, I need to hear to survive!

I was afraid,

I did retreat, I understand L. van B.

I was ashamed,

I did resign, why is this fate put on me?

It is not only music,
it is words and it is sound.
I will ever be so grateful

to the Doctor that I found.

It is not only music,
it is words and more I found.
I know I missed but did not lose it,
with these earbones new and sound.

Ralf Johannes Leineweber, 2006

