The Celloist
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Dark brown the cello,
Matching her soft dyed hair,
Her long fingers,
Briskly moving across the black pannel,
An intent face,
With an origin that traces to the heavens,
Her full lips,
Saying nothing while revealing everything,
Those big dark-brown eyes,
Mutes her surroundings and journeys forward.

Sounds of vibration,
Sounds of melodic drama,
Just emmanating.

To find indication within a flood of waves,
Is my long wish and desire.

For now, I remain mute.
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