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Stage
(My Own Jimi Hendrix)

Technically he was my third cousin

removed beyond

his brother’s tobacco Field,

but to me

he was the first of all my first cousins

in light of the fact that we worshipped

the same guitar god, Jimi

Hendrix. Cousin Junior had no stage

name when he played with his teeth,

“Paradox in Paradise” beneath

the shed of his brother’s tobacco barn.

The long hot tobacco chewing summer days
would dance around and around

like paper boy bicycle wheels,

rocking and rolling to the melodic movement

of Cousin Junior’s fast and easy left hand fingers,
sliding

up and down Johnny Lee Hooker left hand strings,
plucking

blue black jazz rock ‘n rolling

notes as effortlessly as the no effort sunshine
giving way to an afternoon of Carolina thunder cloud
raining

so hard we could not see the meaning of anything.
Blue as Louis Armstrong, New Orleans, Dixieland
Jazz and Sam Cooke soulful corn silk rock ‘n roll,
rthythms and riffs

rolled from his hands, electric as any “Electric
Ladyland, “hard and fast as if Jimi Hendrix,



