My past was pianissimo, soft and light,
Lullabies singing me into the night.
A steady rhythm, a gentle tune,
Drifting like clouds beneath the moon.
 
Then came the beats, staccato and quick,
Jumping, laughing, time flew thick.
Every day a brand-new sound,
Music and memories all around.
 
Now life is growing, a crescendo high,
Dreams are reaching toward the sky.
The tempo speeds up, no time to wait,
Each note I play shapes my fate.
 
The future’s a symphony, bold and true,
With every melody, I’ll find what to do.
Music will guide me, loud and strong,
A song of my own, where I belong.
 

