         
                my fingers Genly press the keys that make the hammers hit the strings and send vibrations through the air 
            to sound the Notes that fill my ears. 
                            and All the while my feet push the pedals, or maybe not, that make those notes sound long or short 
       and sometimes Fill my eyes with tears.
                              as I breathe in, the wax that makes the burnished body black and yet so mirrored, that my exhaled
           breath might Fog the music stand.
               my Mouth then joins the tune, the ornamental melody above the bold foundation of the music 
                      From this piano. 
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