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Pianoforte

I stand here fine-tuning the strings
Of your love.  Noticeable is the dust covering

Your velvety keys; keys played so long ago.

Underneath, I’m sure, is the ivory white innocence.

Sitting down comfortably I attempt to clear

Cobwebs.  Playing again, the enriching, warm sound

Softly soothes my wanting ears; the sound passes

Unwonted, yet desirably comforting, through the room.

From C-major traversing with silky movements

Into your perfect cadence.  Gentle fingers caress

As massaging feet paste icing over the sweetest-tasting cake.

From something to nothing: uncovered, your beauty is indescribable.

