The first account of childhood was simple,
soft melodies played in a quiet room,
a lullaby floating through time
like an old hymn mumbling in the dark.
Then came the unsteady rhythm of growing up,
laughter colliding like cymbals,
days that passed in continuous motion,
a tense heart pumping in forte,
always speeding, never slowing.
But the future hums with something new—
a song that’s yet to be sung,
a trail formed by every interval crossed,
where memories play in quiet elegy,
yet hope rises in bold glissando,
moving onward into the unknown.

