One hundred black and white keys

All having a c

And sometimes words

52 white keys 

36 black keys

Remaining and required

To write to the beat of life

And the obsessive time

That demands its due

The melodies without ceasing

Using alterations

And the words that follow each other

Gush out in alliterations

It’s beautiful

And it stings and it stings

But it’s good

And it stings

It’s beautiful

It’s like french toast

Cravings for custard cream

Like a sign gleaned

By a wild child

Knowing perfectly

How to set the tone

The breads that follow

Are cut into pieces

So that litany

Becomes a song

