Music of my past, Sounds of my future 
A chord of water hums in my mind,
Ripples and rhythms, perfectly aligned.
Soft splashes in a gentle crescendo,
Rising, swelling, then fading to shadow.
The rhythm of childhood, a playful race,
Kicking, gliding, feeling the chase.
A coach’s voice, a whistle’s tune,
Laps beneath the sun and moon.
Each stroke, each breath, a timeworn refrain,
A record of effort, of joy, of pain.
The pool became my second home,
Where dreams were built beneath the foam.
Yet time, like an endless glissando, flows,
Sliding through moments, highs and lows.
Early mornings, endless drills,
Through aching arms, I pushed my will.
The teenage years, a forte roar,
Trophies won, yet craving more.
Seconds shaved and medals gleamed,
But still, I chased the Olympian dream.
A future calling, a grand fanfare,
A stage where champions take the air.
With steady hands, I write my part,
A swimmer’s fire within my heart.
The water shifts, a bold duet,
With time and fate, my course is set.
Each stroke, each beat, a story spun,
A race unfinished, has just begun.

