 Spock Visits Dodge City

I pretend this is a private space, a diary.  I am always confused when someone mentions a story from here.  My mind shuffles back and tries to put that person back at that place and time and they usually don't fit ... like when Spock ends up transported into some old western town from the 1800's.

That's pretty much how I feel all the time; the obtuse alien waiting for the stares, expecting eminent screams, burning stakes and a mob scene.  I have yet to find the crowd, the place, that I settle comfortably into.  

Of course, I am being dramatic. That's my job, I'm a writer. I have a wife.  She makes me happy.  I have a dog.  He makes me belong.  I have guitars, recording devices and headphones.

Headphones.

That's it.  That's the place.  Home.  I put on the headphones, switch on the mixer and I'm home.  There is nothing that compares to the sound of reality through a large diaphram condenser mike with a subtle touch of reverb.  Or if the mood is melancholy, break out that old Beyer ribbon.  mmmmm.

I once spent 20 minutes just listening to the sound of a hand brushing up against cordoroy.  Audio is hypnotic, addictive.  Here are a few other good sounds;

           

· Water dropping onto a hard surface in a large empty room.

· The crashing percussion on Simon & Garfunkels "The Boxer" (I read that Ralph McDonald dropped sand bags into an elevator shaft to get that sound.  I believe it.)

· A woman laughing uncontrollably.

· Finger percussion on an upturned Planters Peanut can.

Do you have any favorites?  Let me know.
