
[This section will be excerpted for the other people who are interested in the Jones Saga –



Namely, Linda and Charlie  (my dad) ]



Part III                     [image: image1.jpg]




Well – After I left Gunnison, Taking pictures along the way, I took the southern rout of of 285 to Colorado Spgs through Woodland Park and Arrived in Manitou possibly 6:00 or 7:00 in the evening. After checking down at the Matte Factory …(Yerba Matte, Coffee, Snacks etc ) run by a Group ( cult) remotely resembling the Amish by appearances…they’re pleasant and nice and so is their little café. 


Not seeing Mr. Jones thereabouts, I drove on down towards his little shack and there he was , drawing nigh to his little hovel. I tried to drive down the sidewalk behind him just to make him nervous – but that wasn’t very practical or effective  - so I parked, and Mr. Jones started asking me about steel rulers …. I searched in Vain for the Foot long one I had been using as a cutting guide for the CD case Art – but instead pulled out one of my smaller ones – as jones pulled out one to match – at least in size – later on I pulled a different small rule out – marked in Metric instead of inches, and realized I had rulers everywhere. In my little kingdom……


Launching into odd behaviours and invent as you go pseudo comedy as is normal for us--- BJ informed me that he had Quit the Band Shakedown Street Again, and Finally, and had taken  what I had said about hacks to heart as well as the booze & any real music being mutually exclusive. I don’t just “think” that’s true by the way – I know it is. And regardless of BB King , ( fill in your own ) or whoever – I know it is actually really true.


And so does every other musician I have any respect for – from beginner to amateur to world famous pro – and if you see it – they are not “playing”  nor “performing” --- they are PARTYING – and even if they sound pretty good to you they are nowhere near the top of their form, and don’t intend to  try..

He also informed me he was now in a band that was strictly 100% improvisation – and played me some. A bit too much guitar and bass for me sometimes, but obviously all good players – at their best moments indistinguishable from the Fusion Jazz Group in the 70’s, Weather Report. 

Ie. …. Real creativity – and not just hacking out old GDead (Who NEVER Impressed me) songs ad nauseum just as they play their own nonsense ad nauseum – destroying as many eardrums as possible on the way to pseudo-cool-nirvanha-brain-death .

.Thinking I might be leaving – BJ launched ( tried to anyway – I cut him off it was too embarrassing – and said – “I know BJ – 30 years don’t die easily.”

He also told me that I was his “icon “ of musical standards because they were so high – artistic integrity, he told me later –because I had never “sold out”. 

All of this – although flattering, is more than a bit embarrassing – In my own mind – I certainly don’t rate such a lofty perch – so to keep things real, after I’d thought about it for a bit, I said: “The thing that you have to remember, Bryant – is that even I can’t live up to my own standards”. And that’s certainly true enough.


I mosey-ed on down the street a few miles to drop off some CD’s on someones porch, and went back to the Jones Shack thinking to visit a bit. Said Jones was ensconced in  his DVD movie-lounge persona, and after a while I started nodding off – having been significantly short of rest for a few days – and took him up on the offer of a futon-enabled couch. 

Drifting off Immediately into blessed rest –I awoke after about 15 minutes to someone shaking me – I tried groaning piteously, but that earned me no respite, he kept shaking me – and informed me he was going to play his band at 16 RPM – that it was cool – and wasn’t it neat ? ( for some reason he’s always been partial to that particular bit of silliness. So he  Put it on – right where I was attempting blissfull unconsciousness till morning, and kept playing his (whaugh w-w-h-h-a-a-u-u-g-h w-a-o-o-o-u-m-m-o-a-n) achingly slowed band recording as I fell back to sleep for a bit – helpless to object—a couple of hours later with  (whaugh w-w-h-h-a-a-u-u-g-h w-a-o-o-o-u-m-m-o-a-n) still going as loud as ever .

I emerged into a semi-somnulent state between sleep and full consciesness muttering to myself darkly, and stumbled out the door with my pillow and quilt, into the Pod , and dreamily  piloted the t&c ( tc – t&c --- never really thought about that but that must be cosmically significant somehow !!) down Manitou Ave. – all the while in a pseudo dreamlike “
(whaugh w-w-h-h-a-a-u-u-g-h w-a-o-o-o-u-m-m-o-a-n)” state – 

 A state very much like the dementia soaked fringes of BJones “meaningfull” sound library.  

Down the road I meandered through the wee hours of the morning on to BJ’s friend Mia’s, in front of whose house on a quiet street is the only garaunteed safe from bother or interference spot I know of  In the Springs  - safe to burrow under the quilts I keep in the back for times of need .

