
JAZZ
What is Jazz?
Ella Fitzgerald. Billie Holiday. Miles Davis. Thelonious Monk. Charles Mingus.
Gillespie, Coltraine, Parker, Satchmo. They’re all jazz.
Mimi Fox, Vi Redd, Melissa Aldana……..as they sleep and breath.

Jazz.
It’s a virus you know that creeps beneath the skin and makes your body wanna crawl.
But the minute you think you have it located and start to scratch,
It seeps into another place you never knew existed at all. 
And then it starts its crazy rhythm all over again. But leaves you wanting more.

That’s Jazz.
You got to bend with the punches like a boxer on the ropes.
A sudden flurry of blows.
That’s guaranteed to keep you on your toes.
Jazz.
Has only four notes.
J…Is a cool, cool place to start. Just relax, draw it in. Then blow it out. 
Just make sure your innards Jump n jive like the cats you are.
A…A reminder. 8 bars to set the theme. Augmented with an axe.
Miss a beat…miss another beat. Get side tracked. Man it adds to the vibe. Go with the flow and get in the groove.
Zee followed by another Zee. 
A mirror reflection. Twins of terror. The end of all alphabets.
Remember, only four notes long. 
And a constellation of 50,000 combinations stretching from one end of the jive galaxy to the other, in between.

1…2…3…4…/1…2…3…

Swing. Slide-slipping. Bebop.

Jazz is drunk. 
Jazz takes a long draw on his last cigarette before he’s thrown out the bar.
Jazz better tidy up its act if he wants to get served in here again.

“Fuck society. It’s payback time.” Said Jazz before the second bottle of bourbon became another empty stiff.
“Fuck convention with all its rules and misdemeanours,” said Jazz, loosening its tie and cracking its knuckles above the keyboard of a badly bruised piano crawling from a barroom brawl with some of its keys knocked out.
“I’ll play it the way it wants me to play. I’m not its master and it sure as hell it ain’t my slave.”

Jazz…is nobody’s fool 
Jazz is an age old wino who’s pissed his pants and lies in an alleyway with a smile on his pock marked face and serenades to the moon. Waiting for the sun to rise and burn its thumbprint into his bloodshot eyes. Steam rising from his crutch. He’s smouldering but happy to be alive.
Hey, leys all dig that cat’s jive.

Jazz is the wreckage of a car crash that you’ll never survive.
‘Cause there ain’t a tool invented that’ll cut you out of there alive.

Jazz is glamour and glitz,
A shiny new dime that’s flipped in the air and lands on its side. Its head tucked sweetly between two tails.
The king and queen of soul laid out on the floor. Corrupting one another on a worn out rug. Their faces half cast in shadows. Moving to their own particular groove. Dancing with each, naked, to a slow, slow syncopated beat. You get the message? Huh?
You got the message.

Jazz will rip out your heart and cast you aside. 
“Fuck you,” said Jazz. “And you. And you….and you. Fuck all of you. I was here with a bottle to my lips, a gun to my brains and a needle in my arm….long before you were ever born.
I was free basing and flying solo. No rules and no submissions. From the obscure to the sublime. I have always been here even before I arrived. I invented time and have been playing with it ever since.
Before the night is out. I’ll scorch my name across your skulls.
J….A…Double Zee. 
That’s how you’ll remember me.
Jazz







[bookmark: _GoBack]Breaking bad
I used to be a cop. Many years ago. I’d get called out to domestic disputes all the time. Probably hundreds over the years. But there was this one piece of shit I’ll never forget. Gordie. Big boy, 270-280. 
But his wife or whatever she was, his lady, was real small.
Anyway, me and my partner would get called out there most weekends and one of us would pull her aside and say: ‘Come on honey, tonight’s the night we press charges.’
This wasn’t one of those ‘deep down he loves me’ set ups. No, we get a lot of those and this wasn’t one. No, she was scared. She wasn’t going to cross him no way no how. Nothing we could do but throw him in the drunk tank for the night.
Anyhow, one my partner’s off sick and it’s just me. The call comes in and it’s the usual crap, ‘broke her in the shower’ kind of thing. So I drive out there. Cuff and put him in the back of the car and away we go.
Driving back into town and this sideways assehole starts fucking humming: ‘hmm hmmm hmm hmm…’ like he hasn’t got a care in the world. Rubbed me up the wrong way. So instead of a left I take a right out into nowhere. Pull him out the car and make him kneel down in the dirt and put my revolver in his mouth. And I say to him: ‘This is it. This is where it ends.’
He starts crying and pisses himself. Swears to god he’s gonna leave her alone. And screams…as much as you can with a gun in your mouth. And I told him to be quiet, that I needed to think about what was going to happen here.
After a few minutes I take my gun out of his and lean in real close and whisper in his ear: ‘If you so much as touch her again I’ll such and such and such…blah, blah, blah…You know, just trying to do the right thing.
Two weeks later he killed her. Caved her head in with the base of food blender. By the time we got there, there was so much blood you could taste the fucking metal. 
The moral of the story. I chose a half measure when I should have gone all the way. I’ll never make that mistake again. No more half measures….
Unless of course I’m playing jazz!
Ha, ha, ha. Jeez I’m dry. What’s a man got to do to get a drink around here?



Gangs of New York
Do you know what’s kept me alive all these years? Fear. The spectacle of a fearsome act. Someone steals form me and I cut off their hands. They offend me and I cut out their tongue. They rise up against me and I cut off their head and stick it on a spike high above the street where everyone can see it. That’s what preserves the order of things.
I killed the last honourable man fifteen years ago.
Me and him we lived by the same principles. It ws just the faith that separated us.
He gave me this you know. The finest beating I ever took. My face was pulp. My guts were pierced and my ribs were swimming in blood. But when he came in to kill me I couldn’t look him in the eye.
He spared me. Because he wanted me to live in shame.
This was a great man.
So I cut out the eye that looked away and sent it to him wrapped in blue paper. I would have cut them both out if I could have fought him blind. 
Then I rose back up and buried him I his own blood.
He was the only man I ever killed worth remembering.
Civilisation is crumbling.
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