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Lost in the Refrain 

I must’ve hypothesized 
That when I awoke, 
I would see you. 
But I should’ve known- 
Your tune alone 
Wasn't mine to preview. 

Eyes like auburn leaves during fall, 
Staring down at me 
As we collided.
I swear I could hear your heartbeat, 
A duet with mine-
But in your ears,
My melody was discarded 

Like guitar strings beneath my fingers, 
I played you gently,
Searching for harmony,
A fiddle’s song that once 
Brought me comfort in my darkest moments. 

I strummed your chords
When you kept a ‘perfect’ symphony. 
Did I play off-key-
Is that why you left?

My ears rang
And you sang 
Oh, how much you need me.
Yet you and she composed and released,
A new song-
My newest replacement

When I heard you mixing with another,
I listened to the sound.
I thought you were my lover-
I never felt less proud. 

Your voice would entrap me, 
A wicked serenade, 
Whispering love 
When your intentions were for me-
To feel pain. 

Your voice like an elegy, 
And mine, a delay.
I tried to stop the track, 
But the memories kept replaying. 

I realized the worst mixtape was created
When we were a team. 
Our mix was unfaded-
But the melody was never mine to keep. 

I felt that I used to have rhythm, 
I used to be in sync,
I was used to everything- 
Especially your negativity. 

But now, I silence the noise. 
No more rewinds, no more repeats.
I cut the track before the next chorus,
Before I lose myself
To a song that never belonged to me. 

I step away from your dissonance, 
To find my own rhythm,
Compose a melody untouched by your decisions.

No longer trapped in your chorus,
I play a new refrain- 
One that belongs to me 
Something I can call mine, again. 

