
It’s the Music that She Wants
	Autumn in Paris:  leaves warming into gold, auburn, and orange delights when stars! …
… stars light up the Parisian sky! Here, there, twinkle twinkle everywhere you look, every fuckinwhichway you look, stars!  He's a star, and she's a star; and you're a star ... and you and you and you, too -- everybody is a god-damn star! See us soar in the still of night, higher brighter west-ward leading, still proceeding, high-ho Sterling, awwaay! Away. Catch a fallin' star and put it in your pocket, save it for a rainy day, never let it fade away, save it for a rainy day. Catch a fallin' star ... too late, you missed it! Now pick it up. Pick it up I said, go on, pick ... it ... up and put it in your goddamn pocket. Cause don’t ya know that whenever a star falls there is sure to be a death, sure to be another death. Here today, gone tomorrow – poof! Today you're on top. And tomorrow? 	
So, look quickly … as Stormy debuts on this night drenched in exquisite melancholy. She exits the métro onto a street where for the uninitiated there's little to aim toward, shift into focus and shoot. A tabac, a boulanger; and the liquor store, a Nicholas, displays sparkling elixirs of amber, burgundy and the translucent green of late-night cathedrals. Stormy trails the scent of couscous and fried rice past an antique bookstore reeking of must, old leather and kitty litter; she cuts a wide circle around a modular phone unit in the shape of a clover strewn with used télécartes and crumbled cigarette packs, surrounded by impatient men waiting to use the only one of three phones that work. She passes night clubs and night clubs, and two blocks away from the one where she'll sing is a corner pharmacy which closes at eight but outside the door is a vending machine that's fully stocked and always operational – for ten francs and a twist of the wrist the forgetful or suddenly lucky purchase condoms twenty-four hours a day. 
Stormy is a life-size singer/actress Barbie doll walking down the street.  However, because she is dark-haired and didn’t perm, no one had featured her story in a book, yet.  Stormy beware, Hitchcock fucked over his golden barbies onscreen:  Ingrid Bergman, Grace Kelly, Kim Novak, Eva Marie Saint, Janet Leigh, Tippi Hedren and was eventually knighted for his efforts.
Stormy hobbles on her toes as if she had been a mermaid but was now walking on broken glass.  She’s realistic and knows her options are few.  She’s a brown version of the perfect Barbie but without blonde hair, she has little money.  Where’s her Ken?  He’s Larry.  So Stormy keeps walking down the street past glitzy advertisements that don’t feature her look-alikes.  Walking down the street is anonymous.  
Last night the moon was in its seventh house and just as reliable as anything else.  Stormy walked inside the new age occult shop, unzipped her knock-off designer bag, removed two hundred-franc notes and bought potion samples stacked clumsily on the front counter that were distributed by a wiccan community.  She had an unanswered question.  Stormy, Stormy let down your hair so old white men with fat fingers might climb the amber stair, those licentious men with time and money on their hands.  
Stormy hails from Detroit.  She keeps trying and trying and trying and trying and trying and lord knows how hard she tries.  Oh yes, Stormy knows the secrets of these streets where Jaguars and Porsches are parked bumper-to-bumper and slouch against the curbs. And yes, she knows their owners: those sinfully sleek men with slender fingers. The Skeezers. Agents on the prowl; producers on the verge of shooting their latest film when the script is rewritten, a director is found and the last two million is raised now cut! to managers scouting for back-up singers. Photographers of vaguely familiar fame scrounging for smooth-skinned women to grace the staples of glossy magazines. And the artist who pays too much per hour, just for a sitting? The Skeezers. Oh yes, some of them are telling the truth, or wading in its waters. And yes, possibly one of them may be that right man in the right place right on time who Stormy so desperately seeks. But even-money knows Skeezers suffer from a prickly heat and as Saturday evening staggers into Sunday morning, and the street where Stormy sings builds from a slow bubble to a raging boil they scour midnight caves where admission is steep, and by invitation only. 
Inside: the cave is packed, the music live scraped raw and bleeding because the dance below is older than time, dipping and grinding and slow-dragging in the corners. With Marcel on piano, Pédro on bass, and on trumpet uhmm Larry, long and lean oh so gentle Larry black and bow-legged Larry light-skinned and grey-eyed Larry is the reason women always give the trumpeter some play and pay to keep him in the style to which he is rapidly becoming accustomed. 
Larry would have no compulsion about slapping the taste out of a white man’s mouth if he came at him sideways, or looked crazy at Stormy.  Even before turning twenty he had paid his dues:  marched to make Martin Luther King Jr.’s birthday a holiday, bought – and ate – bean pies, read everything he could get his hands on about Malcolm X, memorized and set to music Nikki Giovanni’s Peace Be Still, served breakfast to primed-to-learn black boys and black girls before they went to overcrowded schools where sometimes all that they stood in the lunch line to get were clammy cheese sandwiches and warm milk cartons with expiration dates rapidly approaching.  
Larry had worn bell bottoms and platform shoes and a sky-high Afro; and had even once been on Soul Train with his cousin.  Admittedly, Larry had some anger issues, and like a majority of black men did not believe in laying his thoughts at the feet of some therapist unschooled in black history and culture, so he swallowed bile sometimes (not often), smoked weed (sometimes), and kept it moving.  He’d done the composing for the musical Stormy wanted to produce:  she was his queen and he supported her in any way he could because she always had his back even though cooking was not her forte, but she tried.  
But when Stormy strides to the lip of the runway he blows a note, waaaa, just a murmur waaaa, as she first looks in his direction then sings. "Deep in the night, I wait for daylight, Daytimes I always get through ..." 
Her voice, Courvoisier. Flawed, but charisma is her legerdemain, her body the illusion while she palms the weak notes. Stormy pulls the stand between her thighs, cups the microphone head because she knows, "... when the sun goes down ... " Skeezers see what they hear. And what they see is an uncharted islet; and themselves as Lewis and Clark, Columbus, de Leon. As sails of smoke billow the air, Skeezers drift in their seats drrr-drumming their fingertips on table-tops tink-tinkling wedding bands against glasses of scotch, glasses of bourbon, glasses overflowing with the white caps of beer. "Uhm mm, uhm mm …”
Stormy is nervous, what are the words? what are the words to the next verse. "I feel ... I feel ... I feel cold – " The boys in the band cover as she hits a note they hadn't heard coming as Stormy spies the owner at the mouth of the cave. Remembers his words: "Do you want this job or don't you?" Stormy remembers, hell yes, she remembers. So she picks up the tempo. Sings. 
"I read a book and I think about you.  Put it down and I think about you..." 	
Inside: the cave is cold, the music hot, the combination a dangerous energy. An All-American boy, all pink and nervous and drunk leaps onto the lip of the runway and he, like his father and his father's father and all the generations of fathers before them, has no dance. The boy has no dance so he slurs: “I thinka 'bout you, too.” 
Stormy sings, "wash out the cup and I think about you." 
"I thinka 'bout you, too." 
The boy steals her song leaving Stormy the words, "do you want this job or don't you, do you want, do you ... want?" 
"Uhmm, uhmm," she hums. 
"Uhmm, uhmm "I thinka 'bout you, too." 
Stormy sings, "Deep in the night..." 
"I thinka 'bout you, too." The boy is a needle stuck in the groove of a scratched record. He won't sit, he has no dance so all he can do is ... 'peat ... repeat: "I thinka 'bout you, too. I "thinka 'bout you, toooo. I "thinka 'bout youuuuuuu." 
Stormy's nipples harden, strain against the lacing of her bodice. A snag begins its slow descent as she sings, "heat the coffee and I think about you, pour it up and I think about you." Considers walking off the stage. God, she really wants to, but "doyouwantdoyou ... want?" 
The All-American tries to embrace her as the Skeezers drrr-dumm tink-tinkle their crooked fingers to the invasive ritual center-stage. Their drumming pushes him forward, he circles her. Ddrr-dum, ddrr-dum orders him closer. Tink-tinkle, forward, tink-tinkle backward, the boy staggers side-to-side, side ... to ... side, a rowboat lost at sea. But it's not the size of the ship it's the motion of the ocean as Stormy battles to retain the music. Because if it ever stops ... if it ever stops ... 
"Uhmm, uhmm," her hum is an ancient cry, her feet tongue a desperate testimony as she crosses the stage to Larry. And how the walls tremble, tremble. Tremble and sweat as Larry blows riffs rhythms steady as a heartbeat, rhythms insistent as a declaration of war. Black and angry Larry blows the All-American back to the cradle of civilization where drumbeats marked the arrival of life, announced the intrusion of death. He blows toward Cameroon and Kenya and Zaire; blows through groves thick with coconuts, and even further back, further back blows past fishing villages where the sons of mothers paddle heavy canoes and fathers' daughters carry baskets of fruit, carry baskets of fabric, carry the weight of the world on their shoulders ... 
"... while you simply gawk at their breasts.”  Larry blows while deep in his thoughts.   “But this ain't no safari, motherfucker, you ain't no missionary trekking through Zimbabwe with your white gods and sterilized needles. You don't get off the hook that easily this time ...” Larry blows on the holding docks of slave ships. "Do you see what you did, do you see what you did?" Larry blows on and on past colonial plantations along the Ivory Coast. "Do you see what you did? But this is Africa, and we'll get you next time, I'll get you." 
Larry blows the boy back to an Egypt which existed before white lies and an imposter's violet eyes "and this, this too, is Africa." Larry blows the Skeezers into submission, and the All-American boy with no dance into sobriety. 
And now Didier (who's partial to Stormy, and even more so to hits from the sixties) lowers the lights bathing her in a wash of blue as Larry blows, waaaaa, just that murmur, waaaaa... ... and there is music. Stormy reclaims her voice, so haunting when she's a shadow of herself. She sings the words describing a place between two rocks: "Deep in the night I get lonely, why didn't I try someone new.  It didn't work out, I know, I know don't you know how hard I tried. Deep in the night, deep, deep in the night." 
Clap, clap, clap, applause. Applauseapplause applause! as Stormy leaves the stage for a fifteen-minute break. Applause, encore! as the All-American lays his weary head on a beer-soaked tabletop still thinking about her (and concocting tales of erotic nights spent with Third World Women because it's not exotic enough to later tell his friends that Stormy is just as American as he is; and, of course, he won't be able to tell them how later, in the still of night, Larry knocked the taste for singing of out his mouth). 
Applause, applause, encore! But Stormy walks past the owner, runs down the stairs. The toilettes are on the lowest level of the cave, a room of textured wallpaper, black marble face bowls, golden sink fixtures. Individually wrapped bars of soap and fresh thirsty towels are restocked after every use by a woman who sees everything, ignores it, and expects her tips to be left in a discreet silver bowl. She doesn't speak English but hands Stormy a downy white towel, a sad smile. 
And now Stormy faces the mirror. The lighting, harsh; track-lighting reveals what is buried beneath foundation and rouge and pressed-powders. She scrubs the red from her lips, brushes her teeth, flosses them. Spits in the face bowl. Brush. Floss. Spits. Cries as she brushes, again. And again. Oh, she'll sing the next set, the next week, the week after that, and after that who knows? She'll sing because want is a gamble with its cards on the table: king showing. The bet's against the odds, against there being an ace in the hole but remember: the dealer takes all ties.  Stormy sticks-and-stays while others ask for a hit and bust, while still others walk away from the table as they are perfectly free to do since on the street where Stormy sings the walls have no clocks, the doors are always open, communion here is continual. And some do walk away. 
But want doesn't care. Want was born with the patience of inevitability knowing that as these retire, others come.  Others will come, and they do.  But Stormy waits.
Because it’s the music that she wants.  It’s the music that she wants.  It’s all about want.  Like Stormy, others of us left the past behind when we fled our countries, cremated our secrets and hid them in little urns housed in our interior selves.  Nightly, we venture out of our dingy studios or one room flats while the lucky ones manage to maintain apartments, we venture out to create something new.  And who are we?:
	one who believes that everything is true but can be transcended; 
	one who believes that there's a big risk being on the edge;
	one who believes that dynamics and articulation are what count;
	one who hates audiences:  they don't listen, they talk, demanding us to impress them, they're only looking to amuse themselves, and their ears are not trained to hear;
	one who believes that subsidies are good but potentially abusive, you can't be on the edge;  
	one who believes that to study means to know the truth;
	one who believes that he can't be anything else but a musician, he's spent ten years searching for music, talking about him is talking about a musician;
	one who believes that you simply get rid of the bullshit, let everything go;
	one who believes that you practice eight hours a day; 
	one who believes that you have to take care of your family;
	one who believes that he isn't a killer because he can't quite order the noise, he doesn't play enough, doesn't practice enough, doesn't listen enough;
	one who would like to be flamboyant at times;
	one who would like to take dance lessons;
	one who would like to cook creative dishes;
	one who hates silences when they become absolutes;
	one who hates anyone trying to control him;
	one who hates anything that makes him feel impotent, and
	one who lives on the rue du Paradis and says even the most beautiful sandcastle is not free. 
It’s the music that Stormy wants, and each afternoon she attends rehearsals in a room where the scent of sweaty men lingers like stale cologne.  Music in this room has cracked the ceiling, and the yellowed walls are marked with fingerprint stains.  Three spotlights are angled at the trumpet section highlighting pictures of John Coltrane and Sarah Devine.  There's a blackboard at the front of this room, and on it sprawls of chalky white lettering announces the rehearsal line-up for the day.  #8, #1, #24, #43, Ab Blues, One O'Clock Jump.
	"Un, deux ... un, deux, three, four ..."  The trumpet section blasts under Onzy's direction.  His fist undercuts the air; his index finger points toward the ceiling; he bounces, he taps his foot.  His pants are neatly pressed into razor sharp creases, his shoes polished to a high gloss, but his shirt is drenched and clings to his lean brown body like a second skin.  Under the black fedora his perm is reverting, napping around the edges.  For Onzy, music is orgasmic.
	"Noo ... I want a dum ... da, da, dum ... dum, da, da ... dum.  Forget the bird's eye.  Pick up to the letter A.  And just hang-out rhythm ... except the drums.  Yeah!"
	Stormy patiently waits for her cue.
	"Break on the 11."  And to the pianist, a young French boy with hair much too black for his porcelain skin, Onzy says, "Your solo is at L.  Un, deux ... un, deux, trois, quatre ..."
	They never notice her arrival, these men, but they have what she needs, believes what she believes.  These men.  Larry.
	"Just fake it for now.  If we're wrong, let's all be wrong but come in strong."
	"Hold it, hold it, it's not like playing for a dance.  They don't hear all the innuendos.  We're going to be playing live.  Section leaders translate to your boys (not all of the band members speak English).  I'll find them at the K -- 4 times.  Keep the beat tight, tonn ... ton, kaa, tonn ... ton, ka ... tonn.  Un, deux ..."  Onzy points again toward the ceiling, "un, deux, trois, 
four ..."
	It's the music that she wants and in this room she can turn back time.to a place where she sings thirty-two bars of melody between band section arrangements and instrumental solos, at tempos and in keys out of her range.  Stormy sings Bessie and Billie without the girth of their full-fleshed experience.  Stormy's a high-heeled canary in provocative dress when she sings with the boys, in the still of night.  A femme fatale whose long, thick, shiny hair sways as she sings.
	But it's the music that she wants, all she's ever wanted really is to sing.  And in this room where one waits for a cue, adherence to belief is the rule.
	And right on cue, Stormy waits.


