New York. Harlem. The old red brick apartment.
Black iron outside stairs. The frosted glass in the window of the
semi-basement room 1s broken. The desolate sidewalk. The
stone stairs in front of the entrance hall have a handrail. There
are 7 steps of stairs. An Afro-American sits down. His hand has
small BLUES HARP. The wavering distortion of the reed is a
half-step down, it's supposed to feel like realistic metallic
material, mixed with a tin-plate-like high note and a low
metallic note like a broken tuba, it's unstable in pitch. The
sound that it is dry out, and there was no depth, no the softness
and no moisture, and an outline was severe, and existence
became clear. The sound that turns the stopper of the old tap
that makes the deafening shriek of the languid stillness of the
early afternoon of the midsummer’
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