
Steinway
  
As if your skill could set you free:  
You want to immerse  
yourself in notes, the sorrow  
of others turned to palaces, glades,  
shadow and light and the scent  
of lilac drifting through  
an open window, the colors  
staining, backlit by sun.  
To play through the thick rope  
of grief. A way back. 


