Fond recollections and distant memories
When I was young, I remember hearing the sounds of my family somehow always filling my life with positivity. The chorus of jokes and casual conversations between my sisters and brothers. The duets of roast battles between my brothers almost being drowned out by the dynamics of laughter shared between me and my family. When I was young, I remember the difficulty of the games I would play, struggling as though it was the hardest thing in my way, not knowing it was nothing compared to the sounds of expectations, responsibilities, and decisions. The understanding of the world makes me wish I was young. The gloomy, depressing forecast of adults always looming negativity in a world that just needs a little positivity. As I flip into the next chapter of my life, I am surrounded by an ensemble of promise. The sounds of careers being found, connections being formed, and dreams being achieved. I hear life, past ceremonies and goodbyes as the echoes of my past reverberate in my memory as I chase my future. Reminiscent laughing, Oceans waving, shared moments, and the sigh of happiness are all the sounds I hear when I listen to my future, I hear success. As I put to sleep the child that sit there and look towards my destiny.
