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g ol | hd she way it was 10 min ty with a stranger, for what? | wanted
! o™ ning e . Asl paced and utes ago, but the smudge of stupidity
uldn't s Class V ranted with the incident churning through
w4 ke @ ass V rapids, 1 shoved a stool
/ ac we used to call rec ool piled high with vinyl LPs, a
mack of shelld ot 1 i rdoms' I had culled the essentials from my
S ection to do y hard drive and now they were scattered across
p h:epc-l-hawrd display of rash behavior
0T 7 ped over, gazing defectedly at the L1
was * ith an Jlmost baleful look. y at the LPs, when 1 saw him staring

s rpe albul® cover for Blues G{ Montreux was at my feet. Recorded live at
* pelot festival In Sgitzerland, it's an unrehearsed, once-in-a-lifetime session
o KIng Curtis and hampion Jack Dupree. King was a monster sax player
and Champion jack was a pure blues barrelhouse ptano player

of his ttme
¢ chancé meeting produced some of the most exuberant, joyous music

few blocks from where the stabbing had happened. |
o change when I heard @ saxophone wailing away

ssed the street, rurned a corner, went down and
d the street again, but the player

erald Tribune, and these many

echoed. Do 1 want to die over a parking space? Do 1
r1d where my response to @ personal affront is going to

land me in jail, an emergency room Of the morgue?
s 1laughed and it set me free—finally. [ won'’t choose to live that way, or
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» Now, long‘dfter the anger overl the dtiveway affront has dissipated, it's

something I strive 10 remember when some 1diot swerves into my lane without
signaling or an eager shopper jostles me in the grocery store. The obscene waste
of King Curtis’s life and my, memory of his jubilant horn give me pause and, on
a good day, a touch of grace. I have to thank the Russian deli customer for that.
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