I hit the keys like I'm breaking glass, Fingers moving fast, no time to pass.
A sharp C, a flat D, I'm in-between, Lost in the rhythm, can't stop this scene.
My hands are dancing on black and white, Like a jazz solo in the dead of night.
The pedals press down, my soul gets loud, Each note a storm, I'm lost in the crowd.
Arpeggios fly, like wind through the trees, I bend the tempo, then drop to my knees.
The chords hit like a bass drum, boom, boom,
I'm feeling the beat deep in my room.
Staccato hits hard—no soft, no grace, Every note a punch, every chord's a race.
Legato strings pull me into the sound, I'm floating on air, never touching the ground.
The crescendo builds, my heart takes the lead, Rising higher and higher, I'm freed.
Then silence-like a rest, so sharp, so pure, Like a breath before chaos, l'm not sure...
Should I start again or leave it all raw?
The piano's still singing, forever my flaw.

