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    To all the artists who feels lost sometimes.  
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The walls of her room were getting thumped by all the overdone and hollow noises of trumpet. Her desk was disheveled, her mirror was blurry and she, herself was sitting on her rumpled bed. Every corner of her room was feeling uneasy with her incomplete conversations with that trumpet. Pinching the keys, she was trying to squeeze out something to be weld with, but nothing new was coming out. Every melody and every tune felt plagued. Even after the hundreds of tries, there was nothing she could be proud of. Every sound she’d create was nothing compared to the music she used to make. Fret crept into the pit of her stomach as she felt the ties with music slipping down from her palms. With a heavy sigh and a weak heart, she tried again. But everything that came out of trumpet was cacophony and dissonance. As if the musical notes were also blabbering like her words. Twisting her face into a scowl, she put the trumpet far away and picked up her phone.

Laying upside down on her bed, she was scrolling through the cyber world. How simple it was for her to get lost in the world where nobody would be judging her, and where it was easy for her to escape from all the regular hurdles. But since when making music has started to become stressful for her? She didn’t had any answer for her thoughts, so she kept passing out every picture and every video, and nothing seemed to capture her full attention. She stopped scrolling away, only when she saw the picture of her favorite singer in front of her. How inspiring that singer looked when he was standing in the dark, with a bright light crashing upon him, cradling mic in his palms. His songs and his personality, his smile and his eyes, all of him was filled with the masses of enchantment. Her eyes were pouring out the sprinkles of inspiration all over that singer. She has always loved the spotlight, but she also knew how far she has come from it. Putting her phone to sleep, she threw a look at the trumpet on the other end of the bed. Pulling in a single deep breath, she sat up, and stood from her bed. 

While raking her fingers into her hair she cleared her head and went to her desk. Many of the vinyl records were scattered there. She picked up one record and placed the vinyl on the platter. As the music started with it’s crackling sound, the whole room beamed with life and her mind felt as if it was floating upon the waves of magical harmony. That was the feeling she was still in love with and that feeling was also the last string keeping her connected to music. Turning around, when she stepped in front of her mirror, all she saw was a teenage girl with hazed face, tangled hair in a pony tail, and ragged jeans. After giving herself a look into a mirror, her eyes roamed across the empty walls of her room, and laid on her another little self, hanging into a closed frame with her name written in the golden letters. That frame was the only clothing on her naked walls, where the girl was so little with clear image. She saw the both hands of that little girl were filled with gold; a trophy and her trumpet. She felt her ears listening to the cheers and appreciations she earned on her performance that day in school.  
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