Wind & Insects
That fly which occasionally appears on your wrist is taking your pulse.
– Ramón Gomez de la Serna
& that dream of a wrist bone being a cist she sd Jon had removed’s not cured by Odin’s stave or the sound of wind pouring (confessing) its sorrows into a jar nor its stated intent to knock that dead bee off the reticent rhododendron in the spring of no spring nor is it the news they (the wind & its cousins) bring in waves like that summer night’s lone freight train horn, no.
                                                                   Not the dream neither of the next record getting on or Ralph Towner’s Jamaica Stopover becoming the mantram for all this.          A pick (plectrum) is what we made of strum as if the cat had one and strummed in an effort to rid itself of Pop’s moniker fleabag or how a carved chip of bone might do. How we could make the guitar sound as if three were playing but only one sans-pick Ralph Towner or one Michael Hedges still able to bring the funk out of The Funky Avocado (off the chain Bull’d say). 

                           It’s the west wind brings us this news   this particular breath/mind as if the ancient photo (can photos be ancient?) that photo were her  blowing the news in the wind from west of here around Montañas Olympicas below high clouds unimpeded by sun bounding all in its boundlessness. The plectrum strikes again and here we are awash in harmonics and steam. Here the waterfall reinvents itself you can just click a button and it’s all endless, each new wave of spray a healing shudder a prayer to the Bodhisattva of Compassion. She will not take you by the hand but leads anyway to one or all of thirty-three heavens, Jamaica only being a stopover, here’s what we mean by transmission. Could be a bee, a piece of meat, an upturned bumbershoot or the last breath of the days light turning skyscrapers bright gold for a moment that you sometimes notice.
                                          Ralph Towner flattens fingers and we’re back in Jamaica again sending news to Cubans hungry for a new spice where culture has a chance to replicate. Frijoles negoes. The platanos ripe enough for breakfast. Maybe you can make picadillo con chorizo de soy. The wind will always bring starlings but maybe today   beneficial insects      another transmission     or    money. 
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