 Banknotes of Skin
Banknotes mellow and wrinkle as if they were made of human skin.       

– Ramón Gomez de la Serna
Old as the skin of Northwind, his power cold, his foe Southwind, his astonished mouth yet another ovoid part negative space part fear of the power of Stormwind who could flick ancient trees & fling ‘em in the river again & again and pile them up against the ice weir we walk above as we walk above the Monday Duwamish.
                                                               Billions of banknotes shrivel up in four more wars must an empire become old and wrinkled before it’s torn down and will the new boss write in characters and have the compassion of a Stormwind? Can we see the stones the icy weir became? Not at night. We learn to give proper proportion to foreheads learn to accept the shudder as the physical manifestation of grace accept the last rays of the Seattle day’s first bit of sun, make a pact with coyote within eyeshot of Yeomalt Point.
                                            Learn to proper draw five warriors their eyes not exactly T’s their six spears pointed and aimed, their gaze fixed for neverending battle their scholarship not limited to war. 

                          An ovoid may be a void may be a circle may be an egg may be oblivious to the skin of dirty banknotes maybe an antidote to parlor tricks symptomatic of an evil empire’s final doomed truth or may just be astonishment.

               Leave Grandmother alone

       with he who can lift century-old cedars

                     & remember memory lives

                in all wrinkled skin.
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