The Echoes of a Broken Chord

I feel unable to move on,
My mind is set on leaving all behind,
But my heart still clings to what is gone,
Yet memories linger, cruelly, unkind.

Each note in life strikes a chord of you,
Your laughter echoes like a soft refrain,
A crescendo of memories I can’t undo,
Your scent, your smile, still hum in my brain.

I’ve dried the tears that once freely fell,
The past no longer holds me in its sway,
Yet “what ifs” hover, a haunting spell,
Of whom you might have been if you had stayed.

But “what ifs” vanished when the truth takes the stage,
Your whispered lies, a discord I can’t ignore,
“You’ll be mine one day,” you spoke as a pledge,
While speaking of me like I was nothing more.

You never saw me, just the shape I fit,
Your gaze was hunger, never true or kind,
You praised my figure with words poorly knit,
Then told my friends I should be redefined.

I gave you my best, poured love without end,
Skipped meals just to give you all I could spare,
But you never listened, you’d only pretend,
Choosing silence instead of showing you cared.

I screamed through tears, defied those I love,
Fought battles at home just to stand by your side,
But you just shrugged, said it wasn’t enough,
And questioned my worth while I shattered inside.

I gave you my all, you gave nearly none,
Yet hatred could never take root in my chest,
You taught me the signs, the love to outrun, 
The past still aches, but I’ve grown from the mess.




