Black Sounds 
In order to remain quite alone, we should have to take off our selves.
– Ramón Gomez de la Serna
Roll up our sleeves. Revisit our cells. Time and I against any two she said and the song that croaked out her throat was cracked, was cante moro he said, cante jondo in a hinge paracritical in a lunge desperate. The black sounds trading eigths and beyond. Walking the tightwire between ice and burn, between the stars’ explosion as climate-changed raindrops on the sidewalk before the seven. (7). 
                                                  Here (hear) a fathertongue dip into a bass clarinet pull out a Green Dolphin Street or a veiled homage to the black sounds of Velvet Fred Anderson viva! Here,
trouble. The voice is cracked and the getback is gone forever. Hear the spirits gulped to activate another order: b roken, problematic, eloquent. Duende awakened in the remotest mansions in the blood and awake it must. In Madison and Cairo. In Tunis through the Sea Gate, they cut off the arm of the Secret Police. Cante moro. Hear (here) the black sounds growl louder. Johnny Griffin took a farm in France to make his growl louder. Make lavender out of cracker attack dogs. Make mind and meat more a latent shape.
           How wartime calls us to love the rim of the wound while fending off the henchmen. Pick off the corporate scab, sleep under his bed. Make time for birdsong and marvel at crows. Crow cackle the language for a state of crisis. Duende. The black sounds congregate around the side door. The cymbals see, seek their summer hiss. Like Lorca, lying there, still seeks to darken the sky. Open the wound. Sudden shudder uncontrolled and a cracking of the song problematic. A dead man in Africa’s more alive than most men here in the land of the freaks of nature. Darkened, as in a vigil most don’t see. Duende. (Remember) The getback gone and left with a blowback of wind and record weather. Time and I against any two she said. The slow feeling of a live planet awakening to ward off mammals in some kind of narcotic slumber. Scott Walker. Dick Cheney. Rick Snyder. Peter King. White men in crisis fearing the lunge of Malcolm, the chickens returning for roost. A white privilege gone the way of duende. 
              Hear the black cat’s throaty moan.

       It’s the melody you’ll remember

              when yr wayback

                               with the worms.
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