
If not only music, but every molecule

were organized in intervals of eight,

if I was the first tone and you the last,

if I reached out my hand to touch

the other six, would they sing

to me, crescendos and could I

ride that undulating sound wave

like a tipsy scale note?

Tell time by counting their vibrations?

Could I trust the world to repeat

up and down, patterns of eight?

Would there be a symphony-

melody swelling on my right,

harmony to my left,

such a rhythm as I could wish us-

a swing, dip, lilt and sway-

Oscillation, music - the beat,

flow, clap and repeat. Most of all,

might I hear you like a middle C

clear and solid as a beacon?
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