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The light melody fades, and the rhythm slows,
A silent hymn where love once flowed.
Your heartbeat, once a steady tune,
Now lingers softly in the moon.

Yet echoes of your voice remain,
A harmony within my pain.
A soulful anthem, deep and true,
A lyric etched in skies so blue.

Though time has changed your vibrant sound,
Your melody still plays around.
In minor chords of loss, I weep,
But find you in the songs I keep.

Like waves of sound that never die,
You pulse beneath the endless sky.
Through science, time, and space may part,
Yet music binds us—heart to heart.

So as I walk this world anew,
Your love’s the rhythm guiding through.
And in each note, in every song,
Your voice reminds me—I am strong and brave.

