Ex-Instrument

It was a lilting sound,

long sounds flowing over long,

repeating as if in practice,

reminiscent of hills you find in paintings,

cobblestone streets and tall, narrow buildings,

empty sidewalk cafes except for you.

The clarinet was alive itself, 

in my mind being handled by an unsure

teenager, someone who wasn’t exactly

sure she had chosen the right instrument, 

her hands now and then surprisingly quick

over what I knew to be C, D, F,

the instrument alive with the sounds of someplace

she has never been.

I planned it all in my mind then.

The English professor who left it all

to play the clarinet, to be part of an orchestra,

to make the kind of music that calms her down,

that makes her see the leaves more clearly 

as her dog finds his way down the sidewalk,

lifting his ears to the clarinet.
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