

  [image: ]




  

    


    


    


    


    




    The Bluesman #1




    




    Killer of Monsters




    




    A Short Story by




    Stuart Jaffe




    




    


  




  The world is not what we think. I learned this the summer I turned twenty-two years old. Freshly dumped from college (they tend to do that when you party every night and then forget to show up for classes), fired from my job (they tend to do that when you party every night and then forget to show up for work), and kicked out of the house by the parents (they tend to do that when ...) — I decided to travel the country and let Fate takeover. Not that I believed in Fate, but I can say this much for sure — if Fate exists, she hates me big time.




  A few weeks into my sojourn —




  Before I get into all that, I just want to take a moment to explain that I'm not an idiot. I like to party, that much should be evident already; however, the reason I tended to skip classes was that most of them bored me. I'm quite intelligent, well-read, and found the lackluster pace of college courses to be a leash holding me back. My decision to travel around the United States was not done out of aimless desperation but rather a choice by which I hoped to discover a purpose for myself — a place to belong. And I did. Oh, man, did I ever.




  Back to the story.




  A few weeks into my sojourn, I had driven south and ended up in a little nothing town on the edge of a nothing town in the piedmont of North Carolina. The place I rambled into had fantastic Lexington-style BBQ, which I had discovered a passion for upon my first bite, and ice-cold beer, which never went out of style. What really caught me, though, was the black man sitting on a tiny stage, playing blues on an acoustic guitar.




  He looked like a bluesman from the delta straight out of the 1920s. Black, pin-striped suit, black hat, well-groomed with a touch of gray in the hair, and a beat-up guitar that attested to all the years of hard living and hard playing. He plucked a tune I didn't know but it sounded familiar nonetheless. It had a steady, thumping bass line with a sparse riff that held the piece together. Sporadic licks played out between it all to give it that great, Southern flavor. And when he started singing about losing all that mattered and being tossed into the wind, well, I had to stop eating and just listen. He was singing about me.




  I've never been one to really feel a piece of music, but this song, this voice, this performance, reached into me and took hold. It shook me around as if to say — Listen to the hard life in these notes. You better do something with your life or you'll end up just another verse in a blues song. I knew then I had made the right choice to travel around. This was the kind of experience I had been looking for. Something that might just change my life.




  When he finished, I applauded along with the handful of others in the joint. He nodded at us but his eyes failed to see us. He looked through us as if he were reading something on our bones. His focus was intense while he scanned the sparse crowd, and he settled upon one gal perched at the bar. The look didn't last long, but it was strong. Then he bent over his guitar and played a slow, mournful piece that involved a lot of finger-picking and no lyrics.




  I watched the woman at the bar. Shoulder-length, curly redhead with a scrawny body and the leathery skin of someone who had spent far too much time drinking beer and partying every night. Not much of a beer-gut yet, but if she didn't watch herself, that would come along with all the extra wrinkles of age. Still, she was young at the time, and the way she eyed me back, I knew it wouldn't take much to get lucky with her.




  And while I would make a different choice today, back then, I was twenty-two. If some mildly attractive woman wanted to have sex with me, I wasn't going to turn her down. Her seasoned radar honed on my hormonal drive, and she sidled over to my table.




  "Sweetie, you look very out of place here," she said. Her inebriated slur mixed with her southern accent in a way I found delightful and a bit sexy.




  "I'm just passing through," I said.




  She raised an eyebrow. "My favorite kind of man."




  We both grinned. The bluesman on the stage snapped out a few notes harder than the rest of the song. I glanced up and he was glaring right at the two of us. "What's with him?" I asked.




  "Don't really care. He's not a regular."




  "Oh. He's passing through, too?"




  Licking her lips, she said, "Not the same way as you, I hope. I'm Loni." She put out her hand like a princess.




  I gave it a little peck. The smell of cigarettes covered her fingers. "I'm Roddy but my friends call me Scotch."

OEBPS/Images/134315doc1356992430.jpg
THE BLUESMAN N?1

KILLER OF
MONSTERS

AN URBAN FANTASY SHORT
BY STUART JAFFE






