A Forgotten Life of Happiness
In a dimly lit room, shadows clung to corners like ghosts of forgotten dreams. Adrian, a silhouette of despondency, sat alone, his face marked by the weight of unspoken sorrows and the relentless march of time. His once vibrant eyes, now dull and glazed, reflected a soul weathered by storms of despair.

Haunted by solitude, Adrian's shoulders slumped under the invisible weight of crushed hopes. The room, once filled with laughter, had become a joyless burden, its walls echoing the hollow sounds of a lonely heart. A flickering lamp cast quivering shadows to the rhythm of Adrian's melancholy.

Fingers traced the edges of a photograph, a relic from a time when happiness felt eternal. In the frame, a woman with a radiant smile stood beside him, their fingers entwined in a promise of forever. Her absence echoed louder than her presence. Grief lines on his face deepened as he whispered her name, a prayer lost in solitude.

Adrian's world had crumbled like ancient ruins. He, a lone archaeologist, sifted through memories heavy with the scent of nostalgia. The air hung thick with bittersweet perfume as he moved like a ghost through rooms haunted by remnants of a life slipping through his fingers.

Gazing at raindrops tapping softly against the window, a melancholic symphony mirrored his desolation. Outside, a palette of muted greys reflected their existence replacing the vibrant hues of his past. Each raindrop became a tear shed by a sky burdened with Adrian's sorrow.

In a corner, an old piano stood silent, keys untouched for years. Once a vessel for his emotions, it now collected dust and forgotten memories blown away by the wind. Adrian's fingers, once skilled in harmonious melodies, had lost agility along with the joy that fuelled his music. Notes that once soared were now imprisoned in silence.

Tracing keys with a hesitant hand, a haunting melody emerged, a passion for love lost, a burden for a life unlived. The room absorbed the lament, its walls resonating with sombre notes echoing Adrian's loneliness and solitude. Each keystroke was a cathartic release, a desperate attempt to reconcile with the forlorn symphony defining his existence.
His mind was blank, every memory brushed away replaced with a tear, rolling down his face, he couldn’t do anything to change the past, old marks of sorrow emblemed onto his face he wanted her to come back. But that would be impossible.

In that dimly lit room, surrounded by relics of a shattered life, Adrian remained a masterpiece of sadness pain, painted with the brushstrokes of loss.
