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I met the Piano Man onboard an ocean liner on the way to a new promised land. It 

was there in the Peacock Lounge that I first heard the music. Each night I’d sneak 

out of the cramped cabin I shared with my family below deck to listen to the Piano 

Man riff jazz tones.  

One night, a moonless midnight, during a rendition of Keith Jarrett’s “Sister 

of Fortune,” the king of the ocean himself rolled onboard, high as a mountain and 

twice as wide. Frothing at the mouth and dripping brine, he washed over us all — 

tossed the ship he did as though it were a child’s toy.  

Suspended between heaven and earth the Piano Man kept on playing, paying 

no mind to the creaking hull, or the three-pronged spear Poseidon thrust down his 

throat. His long fingers stroked, pounded, the black and white ivories until the 

king’s bitch, ceased her howling. Syncopating, he then let loose, rocked the baby 

grand into the watery depths below.  

It was there, in the storm's eye, I heard him shout “Little girl, keep on 

listening. If you hear the beat, it’s gonna be alright.” 

And so, it was. I’ve weathered many a storm since that voyage to a new 

homeland, crossed the void, lost, and gained friends, gotten broken and mended 

more times than I can count.   

Under the phosphorescent glow of three moons, at the edge of a mercurial 

ocean, I listen still to that scratchy vinyl record, old-timey voice whisper, 

syncopate, innovate, it’s gonna be alright. 
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