In Song

Rhythm moving molecules to new heights

Shaking loose inert muscles, thumping heart.

Foot tapping beat my searching soul alights

Transforming body and mind to living art.

No form exalts like words in measure 

Playing piccolo to bass the range so vast.

Every syllable put to score a treasure

Awarding higher purpose for lyrics cast.

Melodies brighten lonely nights or day,

Creating fantasies within the mind.

Once heard upon our endless tape they play

Rewinding love in song memories divine.
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