The Little Clavier

Each poem 15 a mimiature
makeshift prano; they're all
tuned slightly differently,
a bit beat up, perhaps,
with a few misplaced,
broken stnings,

but it's the best we've got;

We do not play, but simply
push the pedals down,
sitting quietly,

listemng to the strings
resonate or sing,

mving back

VOICES

ludden within the marvelous
sea of chaos

that surrounds us.
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