Unfinished Symphony
We were a duet, once.
Two melodies intertwining,
threading through time like hands once held.
The rhythm of us felt endless,
a song I never thought would fade.
But love is a chord, fragile and fleeting,
beautiful only when balanced.
We pressed too hard on the wrong notes,
played too softly where it mattered.
Crescendo.
The rush of us, urgent and full,
a heartbeat racing toward something we couldn’t name.
Decrescendo.
The quiet unraveling,
words unsaid hanging in the empty space between us.
And now, the coda—
not an end, but a closing.
A silence that hums with what we were,
and what we will never be again.

