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“Constant Melody " 

There is a hurt you feel when you listen to a song after a year. 
It makes you think, sit down, and look at how you have grown. 
Thinking about how even though you think you might be at your lowest,
there was a point in your life where you listened to that beautiful melody for comfort. 
Look. 
Feel. 
How that beautiful piano beginnings to slowly melt your heart. 
How that reflection in the mirror changes.

Listen. 
Remember that little voice. 
It’s her.

That person you once were. 
That voice.

it’s who you were, talking to you. 
You. 
Who looks in the mirror and slowly begins to merge the past, 
Present

and future. 
Hurt.
 Tears. 
How have you let that go. 
How did you blink three times and now you are turning 16, the beautiful age who many desire to be. The ripe middle of life where all you must do is make mistakes. 
But how make mistakes when in my head my 8-year-old self is talking to me, 
My 12-year-old self is screaming in my ear, 
My 2-year-old self is laughing at the joke my 5-year-old self-made, 
and my 6-year-old self is still crying about that place which she left. 

How to be a teenager when all you can manage to do is flood your mind with judgement. but that melody... 
That melody which your 14-year-old self once loved. 
That beautiful melody that takes you to that sweet place in life, when all you had to do was close your eyes and... 
Quiet.
 Nothing.
The hurt left.
And the Melody which made my 13-year-old self-dance. 
Melody which made my 12-year-old self-cry.
But now at 17. All I can do is saturate myself in what she used to be. 
Listen. 
Breathe. 
1…

2…

3...

And somehow that 3-minute song is over. 
And now all you can find is yourself and in the Present. 

