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The Tempo Changes of Life

The smooth and glossy keys called my name for me to learn. 
As my fingers rolled on the keys, the chords echoed in my head,
The music from the piano, growing louder. 
Learning the basic notes: A, B, C, D, E, F, G.
The contrast between the white and black keys,
One so sharp and fierce, the other so sweet and delicate.
Black keys, like the night, mysterious until they are called on, 
Like me.  

As the tempo of my life shifted, my passions changed, 
No longer music, but sports. 
Instead of finding myself on the piano stool, I found myself on fairways,
I perfected my swing, almost like a dance, 
Rehearsing before each shot, my heart was filled.
Although I loved it, this was something I could not do with the piano. 
My fingers danced over the keys, but I liked my golf dance more, 
My swing became effortless, much unlike my performance on stage. 
No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get it right. 

The black keys are silent observers, until they are found and embraced. 
Until I found my passion for playing golf, 
I was a black key on a piano, 
But when I discovered this passion, I embraced it like nothing before, 
Still today on the golf course, I hear the metronome in my head, 
Measuring my swing, but continuously reminded of my past.
The piano may not be in my future, 
But I am reminded of it every day. 
As the symphony of life changes, we learn to embrace our unique melodies, 
And for the black keys of the world to whisper in the boldness. 
