SHELBY WALL AND JOHN LENT
PERFORM 12-BAR BLUES
AT THE UPSTAIRS, VERNON, BC

February snowfall outside the big front windows
this evening: the dense array of flakes suspended
as the rhythm of the struck strings of Shelby's guitar, insistence
of the troubled soul John's lyrics inhabit,

propel the streets and roofs steadily upwards
through white tufts, like a car on a night highway
amid a snowstorm that, in the headlamps,

rushes at the windshield

—except, as the driving wheel of the verses
cycles again, the words, the chords

draw the jammed room, each building, the town
higher out of the gravity well.

Note by note
we rise through hours
into sparser and sparser air. The sun will fail,
galaxies will fail, the fabric of this universe
will spread and dim, or collapse to an infinite weight
and yet we sang: flint sparked fire,
we hammered steel into steel,
found the recipe for bread, ploughed
the same field for forty years.
Fletcher, cooper, wainwright,
typewriter repairer, it was messy,
it mattered, it didn't matter. We lift into nothing
trailing behind us the lost chants, incantations,
war cries, denunciations, love charms,
languages, harmonies: it was messy,
it mattered, it didn't matter. These are what we made
as we ascended amid the snow, as our dwellings traveled
up toward the greater night.

We couldn't do nothing.
Here where memory simplifies,
weakens and is gone, we couldn't stop,
we ascended outward to the dark, it didn't matter, we
sang.
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