Jazz Student

By Albert Stimson

A man wrote a beautiful piece

with a very unusual sound.

He knew just which notes he should double

to bring an emotional sting.

He captured a poignancy just out of reach

and a subtle, heart-quickening beat.

A child, upon hearing this beat,

was inspired to write his own piece

with the pots and the pans within reach

till the Crash-Bang-Clang-Whang!  Crazy sound

reached his mother, who made the young boy feel the sting

of her tongue—“To your room at the double!”

But the boy right away made a double

quick plan to avoid being beat

by his mother—he still felt the sting

of her scolding, so seizing a piece

of rope (being careful to make not a sound)

he slid down till the ground was in reach.

Then he snuck away, just out of reach

of the windows, and ran at the double

toward a very unusual sound,

entranced by the quickening beat.

He was sure just who’d written this magical piece

and his heart felt a beautiful sting.

But so strong was this second heart-sting,

so soon after his mother’s, it reached

to his core, and this heart-breaking piece

made him stand and grow tears at the double,

while the blood in his ears made a contrary beat

and he waited, not making a sound.

Long he stood, till the final sweet sound

died away in his ears and the sting

in his heart found a slower, calmer beat.

Then he walked toward the man beyond reach,

the composer, to ask him, his heart at the double,

“Please, sir—how can I write a piece?”

Now the man fills his pieces with heavenly sound

while his double, the boy, feels a leap-of-heart sting

as he reaches, himself, for the beat.

