
VERSE 

To A Lady Cellist 

You're quite impeccable above the waist , 
Slender fingers moving, body encased 
In a formal black dress, high-necked, demure. chaste. 

Remarkable the difference down below-
Skirt up, silk knees straining wide. Oh lucky fellow 
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He who lies there, stroked and plucked, your human cello! 

- Christopher Wiseman 


