51 7 THE SOUND OF SILENCE (}""4/) ¢ A @

Am G Am
\/“‘FI,LO DARKNESS, MY OLD FRIEND, - I'VE COME TO TALK WITH YOU AGAIN
| ”I::CAUSAENA VISION SOFTLY C';REEPISG, ~--LEFT IT’S SEEDS WHILE | WAS Sll.:EEgING
AND THE \';ISION THAT WAS PLANTED IN MY BI(!;AIN - STILL REI\?ATNS -
WITHIN THE SOUC:JD OF SILEAmmE.
Am G Am
IN RESTLESS DREAMS | WALKED ALONE, NARROW STREETS OF COBBLESTONE
NEATH 'l{:l"El HALO OF A ST':?EET LiMP, | TURNED MY COLLAR TO THE CSLD AND D:MP
WHEN MY EYES WEREG STABBEDAB; THE FLASH OF A NEON?.IGHT THAT SPLIT THé\mNIGHT

AND TOUCHED THE SOUND OF SILENCE.

AND N THE NAKED LIGHT | SAW —TEN THOUSAND PEOPLE, MAYBE NORE
PEOPLE TALKGNG WITHOUT SII:EAKIN%, PEOPLE HEARING WITHOUT LISTENING

ngpl.e WRITING SONGS THAT VOICES NEVER SHARE— AND KD ONE DARE
/oTURB THE SOUND OF SILENCE

“FOO?.';”, | SAID, “YOU DO NOT KC;OW - SILENCE LIKE A CANCER GI:!“&WS

HEAR MY cV%RDS THAT | MIGHT 'll:'EACH YCOU--TAKE MY ARMS THAT | MIGHT RFEACH Y((:)U"
BUT MY;VORDS LIKE SILENT RAINDROPS FgLL, AND ECI?g‘ED -

IN THE WEGLLS OF Sll‘.AErnCE.

ANI;\?HE PEOPLE BOWED AND PRiYED ~TO THE NEON GOD THEY MTDE

AND THé\rSnIGN FLASHED outTIT'S Wi\RNlP?G, IN THE WORDS THAT IT WAS ;ORMIN(G:

AND TH: SIGN SAID “THE WORDS OF THE PROPHETS ARE WRITTEN ON THE SUBWAY W:LLS, AND TENEMENT H:LmLS”
AND WHISPERED IN THE SO!?NDS OF SlLAE';l‘CE.



