Between the Notes 
The echoes of my childhood still linger,
Sunday mornings wrapped in my mom’s favorite gospel hymns.
Her voice humming along, soft and steady,
A slow decrescendo of comfort I never thought I’d outgrow.

Now life moves faster, everything shifting,
Late nights with friends, voices filling the car.
Windows down, laughter spilling into the air,
A chorus of dreams, loud enough to drown out the doubt.

But in the quiet, when the music fades,
I hear my own thoughts, unsteady yet strong.
Who am I becoming? Where will I go?
Questions that rise like a swelling crescendo.

I’m learning that life isn’t just blending in,
Not just following the chords of someone else’s song.
There’s power in the dynamics—the highs, the lows,
The quiet moments that shape me just as much as the loud.

No more sad elegy for the days I’ve left behind,
They live in the stories I carry, the lessons I keep.
But this isn’t an ending—it’s only the beginning,
And I’m ready to step into whatever comes next.

