A duet of hope and sorrow weaves through the air
as she boards the plane, eyes damp, breath unsteady.
Her heartbeat marks the tempo, vivace, fast
A crescendo of fear swelling in her chest.
Caracas fades in muted tones, 
its streets shrinking into a blur of distant lights.
A land once loud with fanfare’s cry,
now slipping beyond the reach of her voice.
Miami moves too fast,
its rhythm relentless, sharp, unfamiliar
Its voices clash, a forte call,
a symphony she cannot yet join.
She speaks in hushed notes, uncertain; 
her melody lost beneath the city’s weight.
But in the quiet of night,
a familiar tune hums through the dark,
her mother’s voice, steady as a hymn,
guiding her through the dissonance.
She stumbles, out of sync,
each syllable foreign on her tongue,
but slowly, she begins to find the downbeat.
The notes start to blend.
The music shifts, no longer just loss,
but something new, something whole.
The past does not diminuendo,
its song lingers, soft as an echo,
Venezuela’s song still sways,
A final cadenza, warm in pride.

