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Dear Young Note
There it is. The first breath. it lingers in the air unafraid,
free within
the empty stream of space.
Drifting	a sonic traveler through time.

Your newfound adventure:
the impossible leap between the gaps of the metronome,
eager to be heard, taken into arms a sworn brother of sorts.

Young Note, what have you seen within the hearts of man?
[image: ]How has your travel through the broken tombs, the weddings and celebrations,
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to find aim?


This orphaned city awaits your noble tales
of the syncopated waves battering
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the dissonance within the
scattered raindrops	unrhythmic and disharmonious
which pellet onto human skin Indifferent.
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from my ancestors and the world
too wide for me to fathom from this humble city.
To sit upon its highest peak is still too low to catch the marvels you summon.

You begin to fade.


Dear young Note,
allow the inhabitant of this worn city to grieve your leaving.
Do not blame man for lagging at your tail,

reaching	inept and incapable of your spryness.

Our folly is failing to see the beauty
in your transient being. You travel alongside this species from our past to future; nurture young to old;
from our first cries to our burial hymns;
What are we, if not fools
for refusing to live the Second you accompany us in?
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a Second has passed.
One, measly Second
has washed you away. Silence has fallen over the city.

It spurs me to ponder
what this means for me.
[image: ][image: ]You come and go, gracing all to hear your roaring supernova	the Crescendo of your lapsed existence.

since man designed the fiddle

and yore.
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for your passing to the other side.
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to the Second, and the Seconds preceding.


What does the future sound like,
if it all succumbs to the past?
Does it lie in the anticipation of unpredictability
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If so, then is Humankind incapable of realizing the blessing of the ancient, immortal sound?

From atop the city,
beyond the clouds, I finally see The weight of the guitar held in my hands.
I strum a familiar chord.
The first breath.
image4.png
spilled over the barber’s shears,
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Tell me of all you've seen
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()" dear, gone and faded Note,




image7.png
[ fear you’ll never return to the city
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to share the stories you’'ve acquired
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["ve written you an elegy
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To jomn the soldier’s chorus iIn my memory.
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of a thousand notes prior who’ve sutfocated
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in the morrow’s weather or when a blink will shut a pair of eves?
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hailed your life’s journey
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the fisherman’s craft. the mundane storie





