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Each step you take is measured, small,

yet every motion bends the all.
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Beneath the skin, a sin, a spark, a staying,

a praying, straying, weighing why you’re playing.

A fear, a tear, a year you can’t outrun,

undone, begun, a sun that’s just begun.

You stand, unplanned, with hands that want to hold,

the bold, the cold, the stories never told.

A breath, a death, a depth you dare to feel,

so real, surreal, a wound that starts to heal.

You ache, awake, for sake of something more,

before, a door, a trembling open door.

A doubt, a shout, a route you almost take,

a break, a quake, a self you’re here to make.

Too young, too sung, to be already through,

you knew, you grew, from every thing you knew.

To try, to cry, to fly and fall and stand,

the grand, the planned, the unimagined plan.

This page, this age, this fragile, fierce attempt,

contempt, exempt, from all the ways you’ve bent.

You read, you bleed, you seed what you become,

the some, the one, the not-yet-finished one.

So stay, don’t stray, don’t fade into the past,

outlast, hold fast, this breath is meant to last.

For here, my dear, the truest work is done:

to live, to give, to try beneath the sun.
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The Whisper Beneath
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Do you feel it yet, the stir, the pull,

the quiet tremor beneath the lull?

A thread unseen, a soft insist,

a presence waiting you cannot resist.

It bends the edges of thought and bone,

it asks, it hums, it will not condone.

Do you know the ache of roads untrod,

the whispered weight of what is God?

Each step you take is measured, small,

yet every motion bends the all.

Do you sense the fracture, the flame, the spark,

that threads the fire through shadowed dark?

It questions softly, it asks, it bends,

it lingers where your will extends.

Do you hear it call, the silent guide,

the river beneath your rising tide?

Each pulse, each pause, each hidden beat,

is neither lost nor incomplete.

Do you see the pattern, the quiet seam,

the life within, the endless dream?

It stretches forward, it winds, it flows,

it shapes the self you think you know.

Do you feel the thread, the trembling claim,

the whisper that knows your secret name?

All fire, all fracture, all persistence bends,

and yet it waits where knowing ends.

Do you step, do you sway, do you dare, do you rise?

The Transcendence calls beneath all skies.
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Movement 1

1. Hunger to Become
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There is a pulse beneath my chest, a quest, a test, a restless guest,

It hums, it drums, it runs, it comes, a tide that never rests.

I lean, I reach, I stumble, breach, a flame that bites, a truth to teach,

The air resists, insists, persists, a riddle braided in my speech.

Do you know that stir, that blur, that silent sir, that calls for more?

It shakes, it wakes, it breaks, it makes, a door I’ve never opened before.

I carry dawns not yet my own, soft thrones, and whispered moans,

Each silence hums, it strums, it sums, the weight of bones I cannot disown.

Desire leaps, it sweeps, it keeps, it stains the sleep where courage sleeps,

It tangles fast, it cannot last, a spark that through my marrow creeps.

What is this ache if not a wake, a quake, a call the world cannot take?

Do you feel it rise, surprise, the hidden prize that will not break?

The spark, the fire, the small desire, insists, resists, insists entire,

It bends, extends, it never ends, a wire of hope strung through the mire.

I am not done, I am not spun, the race, the chase, has just begun,

The pulse, the breath, the edge of death, the weight, the fight, the rising sun.

And still, I move, I prove, I rove, I shove, I yearn, I dare, I love,

I follow it, I swallow it, I hollow it — the call from up above.
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2. The Refusal to Settle
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I will not stay where shadows play,

nor bend, nor sway, nor drift away.

The walls close in, they whisper thin,

but I will step where fire begins.

The world demands a cautious hand,

a measured path, a promised land.

I tear the map, I break the frame,

I speak my truth, I call my name.

Each heartbeat drums, each thought combust,

in restless streets of fear and trust.

I taste the ache, I walk the line,

I claim the spark, the pulse, the sign.

Do you see it there, the silent dare,

that bids me rise through weight and air?

I will not pause, I will not rest,

nor hide my scar, nor fold my quest.

For life is brief, its tides unstill,

its currents pull, its rivers will.

I bend to none, I rise alone,

I carve the path I call my own.

The fire leaps where reason sleeps,

the promise burns, the soul it keeps.
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3. A Life Larger Than Its Name
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I chase the wind, I ride the flame,

I do not settle for my name.

The streets I walk, the nights I keep,

are echoes soft, and shadows deep.

A dream extends beyond the door,

it hums, it leaps, it asks for more.

I stretch my hands, I bend my will,

the world conspires, yet I climb still.

The pulse inside refuses small,

it pushes, pulls, it claims it all.

Do you feel it stir, that quiet call,

that whispers, beckons, promises all?

I am a life too wide for lines,

too vast for fears, too fierce for signs.

Each step I take, each breath I bleed,

feeds fires within, ignites the need.

The sky leans close, it cannot bind,

the space I crave is mine to find.

I build, I break, I rise, I fall,

I hear the push, the quiet thrall.

A life larger, louder, braver, free,

exists because it dared to be.
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4. Restless in My Own Skin
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I shift, I turn, I cannot stay,

my edges scrape, my thoughts betray.

The mirror hums, it twists my face,

yet still I search for wider space.

Each heartbeat taps, a staccato drum,

a rhythm pulled by who I’ve become.

I pace the halls of inward skies,

my own reflection questions, tries.

Do you know this pull, this silent ache,

that drives your hands to break or make?

I fold, I stretch, I bend, I twist,

I chase the shape I cannot list.

The skin I wear feels tight, too thin,

yet holds the storms that rage within.

I dance with doubt, I wrestle fear,

I listen close to what draws near.

Every step echoes, soft, profound,

I seek the self that has not drowned.

Restless, relentless, I press, I pry,

the world observes, but cannot tie.

I am a body, mind, and flame,

too wild, too raw, to stay the same.
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5. Born Before I Was Ready
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I entered dawn before the sun,

a life begun, a race unrun.

The world was vast, the roads unclear,

yet still I stepped, embraced the fear.

Each breath I took, each moment spent,

was claim and cost, and consequence lent.

I stumbled fast, I rose too slow,

the rivers pulled, the wild winds blow.

Do you feel it too, that early stir,

the trembling push of who you were?

I held my hands against the tide,

I could not run, I could not hide.

The fire within, it flared, it burned,

a lesson learned, a corner turned.

I am the seed before the soil,

the urgent pull, the untrained toil.

The clock was late, I was too soon,

yet danced I did beneath the moon.

I claim my space, I own my name,

though born too early for the game.

I rise, I fall, I break, I bend,

a story that refuses end.
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6. The Ache of Untapped Days
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I hold the hours that never spoke,

their silent weight, their tender yoke.

Each dawn I meet, a quiet plea,

a whisper caught in urgency.

The minutes swell, they twist, they press,

they haunt the chest, they never rest.

Do you feel the pull, the subtle strain,

of moments lived yet left in vain?

I chase the light that slips too fast,

I clutch the shadows that always last.

The ache expands, it bends, it breaks,

it shapes the heart with all it takes.

I taste the fire in hours delayed,

the songs unsung, the plans unmade.

Time hums a note, it sings, it grieves,

it gives, it takes, it never leaves.

I carry still what I have missed,

each empty hand, each fleeting kiss.

Yet from this ache, the pulse ignites,

a force that grows in silent nights.

I step into the swell, the claim,

and call my untapped days by name.
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