Rhyme Poem 
A hymn of childhood lingers still,
Soft and steady, calm yet shrill.
Laughter rang in summer air,
Echoing memories beyond repair.
The metronome ticks, time won’t wait,
Marching forward, sealing fate.
An interlude brief between then and now,
Shaping the future I still don’t know how.
Crescendo dreams rise strong and high,
Harmony woven through days gone by.
Forte steps toward what’s ahead,
Carrying echoes of words once said.


No Rhyme Poem

A hymn of childhood lingers,
soft and steady, slipping away.
Laughter drifts in the summer air,
fading into echoes of the past.
The metronome ticks, time moves on,
never slowing, never waiting.
An interlude between then and now,
unclear but shaping what’s ahead.
Crescendo dreams build and break,
rising, falling, never stopping.
Harmony threads through old memories,
while echoes of voices still remain.
Forte steps push into the future,
carrying pieces of what once was.

