The Celloist
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Dark brown the cello,
Kindred to her soft dyed hair,
Long slender fingers,
Briskly moving across black torrent,
A cherubic face so intense,
With origins traced to heaven's above,
Lips hypnotic full,
Revealing everything while saying nothing,
Honey dark-brown eyes,
Mute surrounding lifetimes drifting onward.

Sounds of vibration,
Clashes of melodic drama,
Emmanating.

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

For now, I remain mute.
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