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Calling the Wind

after Itaru Sasaki

When does the wind weep. And where. And how. It’s simple:
the wind never weeps. Never wept. The rasp and huff
from a rough breath: a recording. Only a recording. Who was
the man: a kind man, a simple man, a man who grieved. Built
a telephone booth. Never wired it. There was no electricity. There was
no need. A structure for the sake of structure. For the act. Which serves
in place of another act. Remember. A stove. A wooden spoon smacking a hand
away from a flame. A pile of cabbage sliced into streamers. The salty
broth, waiting. Always. Waiting. Go ahead. Dial the number. Without
dialing the number. Reach without reaching. So you don’t have to
experience the weight. Of an empty hand. Who holds the hand. And what
did the hand do. A garden in the backyard. The knowledge of how to keep
a money plant alive. The wind. The chilled air curling back your fingers
to remind you. Of what they can’t hold. No. Not the air. The constriction.
Of blood vessels. The shortening. Of muscle fibers. As your body conserves
heat. Muscles pull bones. This is a truth. Are you listening. Take out
your headphones. It’s not too late. This time. The wind is rough. No. Not
the wind. Your breath. Get up. Stop. Kneeling. Why are you. Kneeling. There is no
they here. Not. Anymore. There is only. You. And a telephone booth. Which is not
a telephone booth. But something meant. To look. Like a telephone booth.
There is only the sound. Of your breathing. And your breath. Against
glass. Condensate. Warmth. What is warm. What is not. Warm. You’ve forgotten
the recipe. You need. To stop. Buying money plants. You need to learn. You can’t.
Unquiet the dead. But call the wind. Go ahead. Tell it. The stove
keeps clicking. You can’t stop. The clicking. You don’t know how to fix this.


