
Harmonize 

 

 

Tap symphonies down my spine, 

Murmur slow waltzes into my lips, 

Trace notation where my shoulders dip 

And cantatas where our bodies align. 

 

Minstrel fingers wander, question, and crawl 

As the sound of our long work increases, 

We often compose the best pieces 

When there is no real music at all. 

 

 

 

 


