The Song of my Lungs

COVID-19 swept in, silencing Miami’s melody
The virus crescendo, it’s forte deafening us
The school’s door closing with what felt like a finale
And the quarantine made the silence suffocating

The song of my lung's decrescendos,
Every inhale, a sharp sting
Out of breath, and out of my mind
My mental health declines

Today COVID’s melody has faded, 
A song forgiven but not forgotten, 
It’s rhythm no longer humming
But the scars of my song still echos

