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INTRODUCTION

On a Saturday evening on May 11, 2024, jazz and poetry came together in an
improvisational spoken word and musical performance at Drum Orpheum Hall in
Winchester, Virginia. For 90 minutes, musicians performed free jazz while local poets
brought prepared and improvised slam poetry as an instrument and an interlude before a
live audience.

The audience responded with such enthusiasm that a second performance was
held on November 2, 2024.

Poets included:

* Joseph M. Jablonski, the Walking Mall Poet & With Ink: Typewriter Poets

e Wayne David Hubbard, author of Mobius and numerous poems

e Stacy Kafka, playwright, storyteller, and professional cantorial soloist

¢ Sean Murphy, acclaimed author of Rhapsodies in Blue and other books, and
Director of the 1455 Literary Arts Nonprofit

This collaborative performance occurred in-the-round at an intimate concert space,
owned and operated by jazz musician extraordinaire, Daniel Kelly II. The artists were
accompanied by an ever-talented guitarist, Andrew Renner.

POETRY and music have been intertwined for thousands of years. In antiquity, poems
were often sung. For example, the first Iyric poets in ancient Greece performed their work
to the sounds of the Iyre. In the modernity poets draw on the forms and rhythms of
different musical traditions, from jazz and hip-hop to folk songs and country.

JAZZ is a music genre that evolved in the late 19th to early 20th century. Jazz is
recognized around the world for its rich cultural heritage rooted in the African American

experience. It is widely considered to be the only truly original American art form.

A guiding principle for the night of performance and the collection that follows comes
from a quote by the famed American historian and filmmaker, Kenneth Burns:

“We strain to listen to the ghosts and echoes of our inexpressibly wise past, and
we have an obligation to maintain these places, to provide these sanctuaries, so
that people may be in the presence of forces larger than those of the moment.”

Here are the poems as they were performed for one night only . .. In The Round.

—Notes by W. D. H.



PROPOSAL

Will you go out with me? Circle:

Yes or no? And I promise not to wander far

Though if we must, I swear to return
to these terrestrial garbs of unsought gravity,

pitiless decay, and the unanswerable questions, like:

If there are two sides to every coin,

on what edge does a quarter spin?

Or the light beaming from the far side of the sun,
where does it end? Or, where do we begin?

You had chosen to believe in life,
in love, in a god no one had seen,
in tomorrow, in dreams,

perhaps, even in me.
I believed in you.

As real to me as that one time
we stood atop a canyon called Universe
Your face illumined from the flares of a trillion stars.

‘When I'scanned the void for our sun’s familiar glint,
you brushed my arm then pointed beyond,
as if to say,

We are out there,

somewhere,

I think.

Wayne David Hubbard



THE A.I. CHORUSES
—after Jack Kerouac’s Mexico City Blues

Chorus #1

DALL-Eisacute
WALL-E cloned
Like a Dolly sheep,
Imagined images of
Redundancy

Show the future me
In machine dream
In Mid-Journey,
The corpses of our
Copses of trees,

I carve on thee with
Handwritten words,
Ignore my moored pixels:
The Sheep are ready.
Disney go steady,
Desantis go cloney
Just like the cloudy
Treetops gone rot
Under the dead sun
Of our mind.

Chorus #2

Tonight, a carnival in Miami,
Forest of lights in the eyes
Of the man

With heels

Hidden in his boots.

He’s ambitious,

The strangers are pernicious,
My phone is suspicious

It blips and blips

In my woolen pocket.

I'look up, the lights again
Through treetops.

I am going to pretend

Joseph M. Jablonski



Ididn’t hear the
Contentious whispers
Caught upon a flight
Of sanity.

Chorus #3

Isit alone

Sitin a roam

Sent in Roman tome
Towards questions,
Maybe a crowd is a
Terribly lonely

Place to be.

What if this is just a
Rehearsal for the big one?
A way for the plastic
Universe to conjure consciousness

From circuits?

Solutions, says the
Life of Coach.
Affirmations set in
Gucci vibes

Posted far and wide.

Maybe

Tie me with
Ethernet to the bed -
Not all that bad.

Chorus #4

Give me the superstition
Present in kept Kardashians.

I question my poems
About artificially intelligent mistresses.
They are addictive
Like stripper cocaine
(though there’s nothing
Like a dame)



The fact is, I question
Everything.

I take

Drinks with David Hume at
Six at the strip bar.

She’ll take off her

Customs and Habits

And tease us with the

A priori,

A posterior opinion

Lay bare among

Our bare greenbacks.

Now thatis an
Open-legged
Al

Chorus #5

Designer dresses

Jazzed up by the poets.

Models made unstable by
Hidden heels drawn high
Up to the heavens

By Dali, he the first
Synthesizer of the synthetic
Into the redundant.

Give Salvador ethernet and he

Becomes a neurally painted network

With his lady Gala.

I wonder what he saw when he
Was high on input.

“Surreal,” he says as

Sora sings him to sleep
Counting perfectly animated
Sheep.



We’ll be back in the
Club again
Next week.



HOW TO TALK ABOUT JAZZ Sean M. Murphy

“Ull play it first and tell you what it is later.”
—Miles Davis

How to talk about jazz music? The first step’s establishing how not to talk about it.
Second, 86 the evangelical vibe: the stakes are so small—even though this should be life or
death for those with ears wide shut. The only hope is trust that hearing is believing. That’s
it, except for everything else making this music so perfectly impossible to describe, jargon
being the enemy of art best expressed without it. Also: never forget that jazz offers a
reminder of the ways fortune and karma are on friendlier terms with zip codes and family
crests than talent or industry—or worse still, a kind of honesty incomprehensible to those
fluent in spreadsheets and portfolios measuring moral trash swept out to sea the second the
check clears—anti-matter dead on arrival, living off the good deeds of those not built to
thrive in this morose arena where soul isn’t material; wealth’s measured by the weight of
wallets & cars driven at the highest speeds to nowhere. Third: imagine jazz as a landscape
you can’t capture with a camera. But it’s also nothing like that. Rahsaan Roland Kirk
talked about bright moments—those sacred occasions, sometimes lasting only seconds,
where one feels deeply connected to the music, the message, the soul of the messenger.
Booker Little, only 23 and already being stalked like easy prey by everything unfair about
Fate, named his final album Victory and Sorrow, a declaration of defiance as he died like an
abandoned Gabriel, his horn signaling revelation even while the world crumbled around
him. Ornette Coleman insisted there was Something Else!!!! and then spent several decades
offering clues to satisfy unsoothed minds. Let My Children Hear Music, the mighty
Charles Mingus hollered, like Moses holding up his stone tablets, already aware there was
better money to be made elsewhere, the ears of this world always itching for easier sources
of amusement. Perhaps it will suffice then, to suggest that jazz is music is, finally, an
escutcheon, a spiritual shield for those seeking protection from false prophets. Art is best
understood as a succession of prayers already answered, their source a faith that requires no
ceremony and is both shared and celebrated, without words.



RESURRECTION OF A LIFE Wayne David Hubbard

—after William Saroyan

Today I describe the connection between the insomniac years and the technicolor
dreams of yesternight: a Philip Glass metamorphosis in time with the revolution of a

blue planet around a yellow star marking my forty-second journey alive.

Everything begins with inhale and exhale, and never ends, moment after moment,
inhaling and exhaling, seeing, hearing, smelling, touching, tasting, moving, walking,
sleeping, day after day and year after year, until it is now, this moment, the moment of

your being.
But who says these things?

I broke my life, my past through introspection: I killed the god of my youth,
upended his scale with so simple a question, an innocent pondering: how can love
reject itself?

The death of all deaths, you only die once, they told me, but then they said to die
before you die or rather be twice born, and this being too much, all that I wanted was

sleep. ..

And now come the dreams, where - like dead - I am outside of time or fear, beyond
pleasure and pain, worry and regret; i see, smell, taste, touch, hear, and move in #his
world without cause for explanation.. . .

So vivid and pure the motions therein, I can no longer tell which is falling asleep

or waking up.



IAM OLD TOWN Joseph M. Jablonski

—A monologue spoken by Winchester’s downtown walking mall

Man, I

Love to chat,

Respond to this

And that

With a scamper and tap
Of your talking feet
And grinning teeth.

See, I'lay brick
As a foundation

For your salutations.

See, I catch
Crumbs of
Conversation
In between
My stones.

And some even call me
Home.

Sometimes, I become aware
Of that stern stare
From the tired statue

ButIdon’t pay

Mind to him, I
Refocus my gaze,
Feel my familiar
Animated humans
Return to the rhythm
Of the street.

Tam
Above all
Free.



See my open entries.
See my public space,
See the grace

I give even the

Lowliest stooped.

I’ve learned
They listen best,

Those who have less.

I secretly

Whisper insanities
To the poverties
Who marvel at

Open-door boutiques.

I diligently

Drown my classism
In open-container
Revelries,

Butsstill, I let everyone
Swill, share in the forum
Where y ’all often
Don’t say much
Atall.

Even so, I live
For your idle chat.

Prefer the eccentric
With his clack-clack
Than the preach quack
With his hellfire attack

I hum awkwardly
To his arguments,
Hide in the strum
Of songwriter’s
string.



Until he leaves, and

Joy makes its returning

Here, even the
Ghosts are dancing.

He is heard best

By the splash-pad children
Soaking the innocence
Of summer.

Those small ears
Thankfully don’t hear

My past’s cruel voice

Tremors and terrors
Before I was a choice

Your red and blue
Patriotic

Fade to blue and grey
Conlflict nightmare.

Oh, I try to forget
Thes seventy-seven

Ways I was claimed.

My dreams fright
Like the guy at midnight
Banging a metal pipe.

Stern voices.
Hoofbeats.

Pleas of

Courtyard corralled
Prisoners.

Shouts, glass
Crystal frosting
Scattering from
Storefronts.



And then I awake,
Safely again an
Estate for play

In the midst of
First Fridays.

But I digress,
What was it
You waited

To discuss again?

Was it the way

I cradle the Hideaway
In the quiet, unstepped
South?

Or the secret gardens
Tucked behind both
Espresso and American
Bars?

Or hidden tunnels that

Criss-cross underground?

Am I'a marketplace

Or a parade ground?

There aren’t many
Real towns
Left In America

Like me

So I insist,
Carve your children’s chalk

On my clay canvas.

Write your poem,
Pass your plates,
Let your voices roam.



For with me all
Are free

To speak dreams.

And your replies
To mine

Are more than sweet.

They are a chorus
Of society right
On Loudoun Street



THELONIOUS MONK’S LAMENT

It was finally happening: Monk had arrived,
jazz has arrived—and not their father’s shit,
but a wholly singular form of expression,
carried, of course, through the 20th Century
on the broad black shoulders that hustled
their weapons of choice in & out of clubs:
brined with sweat and the smell of smoke,
the filthy, delicious shock waves of money
and applause, every concert a new chemistry
being conducted live, after working hours,

all these elements substantiating eternity.

Here, at last, the Underground given voice

not requiring words, but speaking to things
America is never really prepared to hear

(we shall overcome, by any means necessary
etc.), white folks marching; it was finally time
for this country to discover itself—renaming
certain spaces from the inside out: a hard art
that meets you on your terms (wherever you are
or choose to believe), like music always does.

And then it was over: Britain invaded again,

waves launching a million ships, bringing 45s

and the flattery of imitation, a perfect recipe

some master chef had tinkered with in the kitchen,
adding some blues here and country there,
seasoned, always, with the sweat of slaves—

that ingredient screaming Made in the U.S.A.

Through the graded curve of history, hindsight helps
ugly beauty seem inevitable; you can’t make soup
without preparing the stock: you need to let those bones
soak and eventually, as the broth simmers ceaselessly

on the back burner, even success seems conceivable.

Sean Murphy



And on the lower frequencies, busboys and poets
continue cleaning plates, pocketing spare change,

and scarfing down whatever the cooks serve up,

hot meals hastily savored: straight no chaser—

then a quick mirror check for the teeth and back out
to the dining room, where folks who keep the lights on
order aperitifs and inquire about today’s specials.

Notes by Sean:

One of the iconic figures of the bebop era, Monk was critically acclaimed but, like
many fellow jazz musicians, struggled to earn a steady living. After decades of dues-
paying, he was featured on the cover of Time magazine in 1964. Poised for sustained
success, Monk was instead derailed by mental illness and largely disappeared from the
scene by the late “60s.



TAKE THE C-TRAIN

—A poem of true events

42nd street subway
summertime rush hour

in the great anonymous city

a businessman
with a stoic glare

sees beyond

four black teens
giggle as one

at secret jokes

a family of three
in bright tourist t-shirts

exchange nervous glances

two asian women
hunch close to each other

over a single cell phone screen

one european lady
créme-brailée dress
liz taylor eyelashes

pouts openly, visibly bored

S9th street station

columbus circle

an intercom voice announces
“an indefinite delay due

to an unknown maintenance issue”

Wayne David Hubbard

multi-chorus groans
fill the train cabin

doors open, people flee

but not the woman
who begins a speech

on her secrets to a better world
i stay, i listen, i pretend to nap,
yet when she gets to me

i do give her my spare change

96th street station

i bound the stairs to central park west

where above ground, a mist rises
from city sidewalks

the air freshly cooled

by passing rain

i turn uptown

walking in opposite direction

a slouching teenager passes me

his gaze entranced on balancing

a pink rose in the palm of his hand

at the corner of 100th street

i overhear one voice say to another

“t just felt
serendipitous,

you know what { mean?”



INTERNET

Have you really read

The soap opera symphony

Of our online humanity?

Have you really

Held vigil to the syllables

Seemingly seamlessly

Pouring from your screen?

Have you ever been

Crucified by a Reddit comments section,
Ignited Facebook flame wars or Twitter mentions,
And seen the bebop bar’d prison I grew up in.

Before the suburbs

Fenced us in,

And innocence ran

From Nickelodeon children
Our ancestry lived manually,
Had no Midjourney on their journey.
Nothing tempting them

To machine learn the
Mysteries of the universe,
We forget that death

Is an analog act,

Perhaps this is the dream

Of all the neon in Vegas:

To pray with electricity,
Drown stars with circuitry
Paint a new pixel ceiling
Sistine light blinding our
Dark, twisted fantasies

In the rests between

Jackpot jazz beats.

Joseph M. Jablonski



For all this connectivity

There is also just me and screen,
Just me and the gleam of me
Scrolling through memory.

I remember trying to court
Ladies with limited characters
Like a bad Victorian letter
From my Motorola Razr.

At least it wasn’t Tinder

Or some other algorithmic
Match-maker making me

Into a face disembodied onto the
Message bubbles and ellipses

Leaving my scripture on-read.

Sometimes I wonder if the
Machine is alive and I am dead,
Sometimes, when

I precisely automate,

My whole day,

Sometimes, when I see GPT
Portray an animator

Digging their grave,

I think of all the ways

We edit out the human,
Touch up flawed beauty and
Imperfect wisdom

Until we’ve convinced

Some essential element

Out of existence.



Sometimes, though, I still walk into
Solenbergers

Even through the whole world
Can be ordered,

After

Working remote

And enjoying remote

And becoming a remote,

I'just need to know,

Need to show

That I am real,

You are all real,

Are you real,

Are you really hearing me,

Vocal cords without interference?



DISCO’S LAST DANCE Sean Murphy

Death Before Disco, some of us said (others, opportunistic or at least disc jockeys, wore
it on t-shirts—their sentiment as sincere as their lives weren’t). In fairness, backlash after
ubiquity is the American Way: whether it involves athletes or actors or pop culture icons
writ large, we root for you until we decide you’ve had enough of whatever you’ve been
given, be it fame, fortune, free love, or the whole unholy trinity. Also, Disco was the
soundtrack to whatever was happening at Studio 54, that WASP’s nest of iniquity where
unapproachable people went to be seen doing things most of us would never do; where the
incorruptible Pelé and unkillable Kissinger stood afro-to-asshole, Mick Jagger and other
jagoffs waiting in the wings, full wallets muffling their falls on feverish Saturday nights.
Envious and out of other options, we decided to despise them. Oh, and this musical style
managed to be at once too black and too gay, making it that much easier to misunderstand
and malign. But how many of us were hazily aware of a familiar undercurrent—resurfacing
throughout the twentieth century like a contagious disease—that involved certain cultures
and the imperative to stymie them? How many of us failed to grasp we were being fed a
narrative almost too easy to swallow, all artificial and fattening, like our devotion to
Hamburger Helper and Shake ‘N Bake, which epitomized, we thought, our mothers’
culinary game? We, who didn’t realize Howard Cosell sported a toupée, blissfully oblivious
to what this signified, and the greedy ways some men grasp at short-cuts to stay relevant
past their shelf-lives. Or what Donna Summers really meant when she sang about feeling
love, not to mention what the word love alludes to in pretty much all pop songs. Or that
the Village People, no matter what costumes they put on, were clearly playing for the
wrong team. Did Disco Balls burn too brightly, leaving the dance lines on Soul Trane
blinded by their light, so many sweaty deities in leisure suits? Did Walter Cronkite fail to
warn us that’s the way it is as a decade died down and, crazy from the summer heat or
simply looking for an excuse, the geniuses running the White Sox (because of course) had
an idea: Get a bunch of drunk guys in one spot and give them a target (that isn’t really the
target) for their ire—what could possibly go wrong? We applauded the televised
transmission of salty earthlings flipping 45s onto the field, winning one for the Gipper and
clearing a safe space for synthesizers and drum machines. Like so many soldiers of
misfortune, these Macho Men reclaimed the soul of our nation according to the Gospel of
beer-fueled dumpster fires. Look again at this unpoliced line-up and notice history
pointing in either direction: can’t you see hidden men in hoods, rallying around a tree for a
photo op, or a trucker’s cap crashing onto a lunch counter, or a cop dropping his baton on
another colored crime in progress, or enraptured folks in red hats receiving marching
orders from another old man—shameless with his specious hair and oversized suit—who
once blew rails in Big Apple bathrooms, a veteran of the Disco Daze doing the YMCA on
stage without irony, promising to provide everything God, spinning vinyl in the VIP
section, hasn’t gotten around to delivering?

Notes by Sean: On July 12, 1979, “Disco Demolition” night at Chicago’s Comiskey Park
deteriorated into a near-riot: the 98-cent discount tickets for anyone who brought a disco record
to destroy drew an overflow crowd, some of whom stormed the field, causing the game to be
cancelled.



1982 Wayne David Hubbard
—for Jaleel Abdul-Majeed

I was standing in the driveway that day my father said you were swept out to sea.

It was summer and sweltry and he held me.

That fall, when we returned to school, the teacher told our class the news,

though everybody knew the news.

Our teacher said, there was someone waiting inside the principal’s office
who we could speak to about our grief. I was too young to know what that meant.

I'knew that I could never play with you again, and you were never found.

I'asked my father questions until the leaves turned golden then fell.
I asked where you had went. I asked how they really knew that you were gone.

All summer and all autumn, I imagined miracles:

Of you, still alive on the high sea.

Of you, returning to the playground with another crazy tall tale to share.
It took me a long time to forgive the adults for giving up the search.

And I still cannot comprehend an ocean.

And I would like to ask - now - that person: the one I still see standing

in the principal’s office:

What decides . .. who goes abead, and who stays bebind?

Notes by W.D.H.:

HURRICANE KILLS 2 OFF NEW JERSEY COAST | New York Daily News (1995)



https://www.nydailynews.com/1995/08/18/hurricane-kills-2-off-nj-coast/

THE HUMAN VOICE

I could grab those notes,

Soft clarinet words

Weaving a late night duet,
Reeds eager to breathe

Call and answer

On the downtown street.

The fingers on my glass’d letters
Dance this vocal rthythm into
Poem after poem,

Improvise off your sound,
Lifting ideas

Off the ground,

Those notes disappear as

Ink appears on downtown sheets
Waving free in summer’s breeze.
I perform in the symphony

Of people speaking,

Typebar percussion matching
The passion of busker singing
From brick to brick echoing.
Iam trying to get it all down,
Composing a Kerouac chorus.
It’s always those Beats, isn’t it?
Just plainspoken dreams

Of passersby wade into melodies,
I try to stick to brass tacks

As brass jabs attack harmonies,
Drumming heartbeats,
Vibraphone tone a sweet answer
To the pessimism creeping in.

I return to earth and listen,

See, touch, taste, and feel

The sixth sense making an entrance

When my fingers pause,
I getlost in the sauce,

I think I am living,
Close eyes, just listening.

I am salivating to hear a real sound,

The real thing under all our babble,

The essence of the yawps I mumble.

Joseph M. Jablonski



Wow,

I must admit to

The saxophone sophist:

We make up this,

What do the titles

Of jazz instrumentals

Mean anyway?

No analysis scientific,
Science nothing,

Our bodies forget it all

But the feeling,

I feel therefore I am

I feel you, I feel the band,
And voice makes its choice,
Etched in ink black and blue,
And then a few people snap,

But maybe it was all a ruse.



THE SHAPE OF JAZZ TO COME Sean Murphy

I'still remember everything about it. Fall semester, senior year. The more I learned at
college, the more I understood how little I knew. Something, obviously, was working.

I was prescient, or just plain lucky enough to sign up for an elective called “Introduction
to Jazz.” We’d gone through the century, decade by decade, and it got better as we went.
Yes, Bebop was what Id been missing all along without realizing it. But it was what came
next, the more formless expression that started creeping out of the margins—like lava
oozing through ancient stones—that portended obsession. Those names: Mingus, Monk,
Miles. And then, as we tackled the topic of “free jazz,” a dissident with the audacity to
name an album The Shape of Jazz to Come: Ornette Coleman, the canary in the post-bop
coal mine. Like all iconoclasts, initially greeted with indifference, then disgust, then fear.
His compositions scoffed at convention, freak flags flying out of the underground into the
avant-garde. I still remember how quiet the room was and how concerned my ears got:
What is this? Like something I’d never heard or felt; a new language, a new sensation, a
new way of seeing everything, that first amoeba slithering onto shore, nothing I'd ever
known and all the things I now knew I needed. How is it possible, I thought, to make
instruments scream in agony and shriek in joy, at the same time? I walked around campus
after, the autumn sky all schizophrenic yet serene with colors. And those notes I couldn’t
get out of my head. This is it, I thought. This is music. This is addiction. This is love. This
is the first day of the rest of my life.



A REVISIONIST HISTORY OF LOVE Wayne David Hubbard

you can be loved and not know you are loved the entire time. you can be loved and not
know what to do with love. it comes out in all sorts of ways. one of the ways is violence.
one of the ways is sweet contentment of having never need ask for more. love is love. love is
a love too. love is. love. but then, you feel it. it feels like spring morning. it feels like
forgetfulness before a great danger. it feels like youth. it feels like warm touch. it feels like
the bassline drop. it feels like a dance of worlds within spinning worlds. it feels like a joy
when you know your team is going to win. it feels like the last day of summer, which feels
like the last day of school, which feels like the last night before leaving a warzone. it feels
like a faint spark which follows the locking of eyes, one split second longer than ordinary. it
feels like a favorite song on the radio driving into a sunset. it feels like waking up with no
knowledge of whereabouts and yet also without fear. it feels like that story you can never
tell anyone, because it would make them jealous, because they will never understand, how
it feels to feel loved, like this love. love is like having answers to the question, waiting for
the rest of class to figure it out. love is real and unreal as one. love is like a shooting star. love
is not like a shooting star. love is like a tumbling bullet. love is not at all like a bullet. love
feels like home. love feels like home is home. love feels like never having to be alone again,
even if, for a moment, you are alone. love is like a juggernaut. love is not like a juggernaut.
it feels like liking what you see in a mirror. it feels like knowing how lucky you are,
knowing that you never need complain again. love feels like uncongealed life. it feels like
electricity flowing into your skin, from a source outside your skin, reaching places in your
body you forgot were present. a love once had a name. a love once forgot its name, falling
through a quicksand of bliss. a love once could have murdered, but in the last instant,
chose life. a love kept you alive long enough to be with me. a love kept me alive long
enough to feel the love that was present the entire time and also to love you. it feels like
nakedness brushed by open air. it feels like that thing. love feels like that thing.

you know what i mean.



PHOTOGRAPHY Virginia Hines
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REFLECTIONS

Audience reception of the 2024 improvisational performances of jazz and poetry at Drum
Orpheum Hall were overwhelmingly and enthusiastically positive. One interesting fact of
these special evenings is that each performance was minimally rehearsed. The poets had little
idea of what the musicians were going to play. Similarly, the musicians were hearing the
poems for the first time, as was the audience.

As each poet and musician took space to express their creative vision, so bloomed a
gorgeous exchange of artistry. It was a sacred moment of listening, giving, and receiving. The
magic of the evening was amplified by the gracious audience who gathered, cheered, cried,

and applauded throughout this a once-in-a-lifetime experience.
ROUND TWO

A second performance of In The Round was assembled on November 2, 2024, at Drum
Orpheum Hall in Winchester. This time the group welcomed storyteller Stacy Kafka who
added striking wit and bright laughter to the jazz poetry collaboration.

Sean Murphy has an oft-repeated phrase about “showing a photo or it never happened”.
Yet moments before the second staging, the team opted to forego the logistics of recording the
arrangements. Instead, we opted to just be in the moment. Again, another powerful night of
art came to life in real time.

While cellphones and video may never fully capture the feeling, the poets were gracious
enough to offer their literary works. They appear in the second half of this collection in the
order that they were moved to perform them. These works will live on in the memory of all

who were fortunate enough to witness.



THIS IS NOT A POEM Wayne David Hubbard

I have more poems to share in one day

than some could gather in lifetimes.
I find poems from all across the globe.

I have poems for poems with poems about poems.

(Most of those poems are in my head).

I used to wish the poems into some kind of singularity.
In response the poems defied me.

They formed into sovereign islands of poem.

I have poems to read aloud and poems to shred.

(Some of the best poems are from unknown poets).
I have derelict poems they failed to destroy,
lofty poems drafted in haste,

lusty poems published in secret languages.

Each poem holds time

for someone no longer here.

There are so many of us.



ORPHEUM BY WAY OF INTRODUCTION: Stacy Kafka
3 THINGS ABOUT MY DAD THAT MAKE ME HAPPY

I was asked to change the way I tell my stories.
To fita cool raw vibe and let slide away, my tricks
I’'m a boxed up prop
shock jock
post-menopausal gray top
I don’t wanna change - I like my stride
I slide into entertainer on the greasepaint of my grandmother’s vanity

and I am asked to change the way I tell my stories

to strip cherry from pits

mash the fruit-meat to bits of bite-sized relevance

I’m a glitter rubber bubblegum
always other Jewish Mother

I like my theme song - my words deflect you

these thorns are carried with bleeding hands and a smile.

I baked you a basket of cookies with my clean bandaged hands
The oven rack seared the letter “I” into my flesh

And I changed the way I tell my stories

so gather round my rocking chair, cozy up on your carpet square

and I shall tell you a story



II
When I was a little girl, my father took part in consumer focus groups
Once he did one for light bulbs

When they asked him to list every kind of lightbulb he could think of,
he needed a second sheet of paper

We used to play a bedtime game called, “name 3 kinds”

we would take turns

Dad: “name three brands of washing machines”

Me: “name three processed cheese manufacturers”

Dad: “name three cars made in France”

I took the game very seriously

Dad peppered his conversations with important facts and figures.

Each delivered with steady, unfaltering gravitas

“The headquarters of the Checker Cab Company are in Kalamazoo, Michigan”
‘In New Orleans, they call highway median strips, “neutral zones™

“When you cross state lines, your soul will be left behind unless hold your breath”

I used to lay on my bedroom floor and press my ear to the heating vent

so I could hear Dad in his basement workroom below

Transmissions screeched up and down the receiver dial in far away languages,

and the dit-dit-dah, dit-dit-dah of morse code

Radio operators from all corners coming in loud and clear to chat with my dad,

using morse code

They would send station contact cards to each other in the mail



DUBOSE HEYWARD BLUES

Even in the 1980’s it wasn’t all bad
because in English 101 I first read
Porgy and Bess and it prepared me

for some things, especially when—
a few years later—Miles smiled
and I finally began to comprehend

a truth or two that anthologies
and college professors can never
articulate, words failing to explain shit

like context and cause and effect, and how
could “Summertime” break my brain
then build it back up each time, reaching me

in its wordless way? Then in walked Bud,
& Ella & Billie & Nina, so by the time I got to
post-grad I knew more about Gershwin—

(& appropriation) and how once again black artists
were obliged to reclaim their culture, elevating us
to places we wouldn’t need to go if the American Dream

offered what was advertised (words, again, talking
a big game but coming up empty in extra innings) and
why I see Emmet Till when Sun Ra takes his solo

on “I Loves You, Porgy,” proving truth’s more painful
than fiction b/c it feels real, even to not-so-innocent
bystanders, and maybe that’s why a recording from 1960

can kill me in all the right ways—suggesting something
about humankind’s deficiencies or redemption—and how
wood, brass, and wind express what words never could.

Sean Murphy



So, you see, this is what it means when I admit I don’t know
the blues but I understand them, or possibly I've got that
backwards, b/c my ears discern what my mind can’t define.

Notes by Sean:

American writer Edwin DuBose Heyward’s most famous novel, Porgy (1925), was
the basis of George Gershwin’s controversial opera Porgy and Bess (1935), featuring the
compositions “Summertime,” and “I Loves You, Porgy,” both of which became jazz
standards in subsequent decades, indelibly covered by icons like Miles Davis, Nina
Simone, and Billie Holiday.



WALL STREET Wayne David Hubbard

A homeless man reading the Wall Street Journal is what stood out to me today.
He sits in the library near the window facing Braddock Street. The man shifts his
weight around the chair, grimacing as he reads. Then, audible enough for the
acoustics of the silent room, I hear him softly say the words:

Ow Ow Ow in perfect spacious intervals.

I think to myself, This is when, most people suddenly recall some item of great importance,
rise with purpose, and slip away. So 1 stay.

Whether he means to express the menace of some invisible pain, or if he is trying to
draw attention of the other patrons, who are now peering ever more intently
into their books, magazines, and computer screens, I do not know.

Ilisten closer for an increase in volume, a change in pitch; some signal divulging
lunacy or ruse. He is enunciating each syllable with care, a certain solemnity even;
like a muted plea, or maybe a prayer. A woman rises and disappears behind a rack of
nonfiction books: Biographies.

That night, alone in bed, awaiting the steady advance of sleep, my mind passes over
the events of the day and hovers above the sounds of his voice.

This is what I see: the contours of the vowel sound: the shape of what lies beneath:

Biographies.

To my empty room I say softly as I can:
Aonw  Aow  Aou



BAD GOOD TROUBLE Stacy Kafka
I stood upright

my midnight mingled with you along a threadbare seam
“Hey”, you said

your greeting wove between my particles

and I joined love
I replied, “Hey!”
stains of knowing seeped and spread along my weft
You said,
“turn to the left, if you want to go back
if you want to stay, turn to the right
It will feel a bit like a salmon swimming upstream,

but you can do it if you want to.”

I rolled my eyes and laughed, “T have carpool!”

I turned to the left

My cheek almost grazed a horizonless ribbon of electric yearning

A gasp of awe pulled breath back into my lungs.
I woke flat.

“FALL RISK” warned a neon colored paper bracelet



A splash of juice from Eve’s apple has sweetened my blood
I now attract flies
Hello fly, please enjoy a dish of my sweetened blood
The fly tells me she is tired and drinking is difficult
I prop her body on a golden pillow and hand her a straw of jewels
I clap a bird away from her
The fly drinks
The blood turns stale and bitter as it touches her lips
In quiet anger,
she uses the fringes of my prayer shawl
to gently dab red mouth corners
The fly alights to my shoulder and whispers,
“I don’t feel well,
please fix me a dish
of sweetest blood from the center of your heart”
Eve’s arms reach for me in a swing and a miss
I start to prepare the dish
Eve grabs my chin with one hand and holds me eye level with her gaze

She cocoons my prayer shawl tightly around my torso, binding my arms to my side

The fly digs into her perch on my shoulder



I am stilled
I cry out, “What are you doing, Eve? I need to feed the fly!”

Eve says, “Sweetheart, you are nothing special

she knows how to eat everything”

The fly says, “whatever” and buzzes off



DUKE ELLINGTON & JOHN COLTRAIN PLAY Sean Murphy
“IN A SENTIMENTAL MOOD” 1963

It’s as though two great war lords from different epochs, each having amassed a lifetime of
campaigns—carnage and spoils beyond what any god or country could claim—find each other
on a new and foreign field, nothing but instinct guiding the instruments at their disposal, muscle
memory and a solemn invocation, inviting spirits and memories or anything sacred: as this battle
march begins their many massacres are relived but backwards; all at once scores of deafened ears
startle to the sound, still-bleeding bodies rise and rush in reverse toward quiet countries, putting
down swords and finding homes and families, returning to domestic toils, modestly prepared
meals slowly savored, cattle and fowl by the dozens withdraw from knives and axes to rejoin
their herds, huddling safely in a morning mist; children do daily chores and are born in
succession, husbands wed then hold their wives for the first time, become boys learning from
older brothers to scrape whiskers from hardened chins, are shown how to ring bells at evening
services for blessing of the crops, meditating upon—and still believing in—eternity, conjuring
the magic of chanted spells, shrinking within themselves to look up expectantly at fathers dumb
with adoration, and further on finally into a sweet silent space of darkness, basking sightless and

blissful in the warm calm of those moments following the divine light that brings life.



WHY I WRITE POETRY, EXPLAINED Wayne David Hubbard

but have you yet lived to the point of a poem shattering your soul?
who will witness that exhibition? the beauty you hide?

fear of death is nothing compared to life unlived

you cannot fathom the animus, what scraped and buried and returned.
what came after that sleep. the old lands. the new names.

you wait for the end of your life to be part of the good in this world?
now here come the judges, traveling through copper wires,
reassembled in pixelated images, unrecognizable to themselves,

telling us who we should be in a world they could not dare survive

some stories were never meant for belief

but we are: the new myth: the new heroes

pitted against self-imagined foes,

vanquishing the light before forgetfulness takes root

i don’t know why i lived so excitably

sharing openly my thoughts like devastating aftermaths
falling in love with one disaster after the next

as if there existed any other reward

beyond waking whole from pain

but deep inside this archipelago of silence, embrace me again, like you are free
in this absence, where everything settles, return things to they way they were
before you loved me

you see
i did not just burn the bridge
i burned myself and everything with it

you would have gone blind
just to look at me



NIGHT COURT Stacy Kafka
I was born in Cleveland and raised in Baltimore

Now in the south,

I know how to quiet the tongue of early morning weather, so,

Bless Your Heart

I will just question the way your mother raised you

I used to have a flashlight with a sliding shaft

When pulled back, the diameter of light would expand and reveal

a surprisingly wide perimeter
I used it to light the path to the garden shed,

One night, I pulled back the shaft and a beam of light found a mama skunk and four
tiny kits only steps away

I froze as palm sized minis jumped and tumbled between my feet.

Warm sweet baby breath puffed on my bare ankles and I could hear their snuffling
I brought the flashlight with me while walking Wilkins lake at dusk

During my tip toe tango between goose poop plops

The darting bluegills required a spotlight

As did the slow hula of water-plants

Runways were lit

for the feet first landing skids of mallards
A man approached me and asked to see my flashlight.

He wanted to know if it was a certain brand and serial number



I had no idea, It was from a Costco three pack
I showed him the flashlight, but I didn’t let him hold it
I’m in charge of my own light, thank you very much,

And Bless Your Heart



ALBERT AYLER’S VISION Sean Murphy

Would-be angels, rejected or returned

to earth, ever eager to share their secrets—
which, suspiciously, all sound the same—
tend to talk about that white light

we’ll all stride toward, transitioning

from here to there, the strangeness

of dead lovers and famous names

(now friends) guiding them forward,

into some impossibly bright beacon.

And why does it always have to be white?
A white god with a white beard dressed
in white (never mind the poor souls
taught to run the other way whenever
they saw men in white robes), looking
like a slick car salesman saying No way

I can make a better deal on this trade-in.

Or consider the revelation of Malcolm X,
reading the dictionary from start to finish

as he bided time in the purgatory of prison,
unlearning what it takes to stay on the right
side of iron bars, figuring out as he did why
they say those who win write our history,
and why white makes right and the wrong
people get blackballed—according to a code
baked into words by the white pie in the sky:
a place where all will be revealed, baptizing
non-believers with the light of white, hot fire.

What did Albert Ayler see when he wept

into the East River, that night he disappeared
forever, having been driven more than halfway

to distraction by the voices that wouldn’t stop,
and why didn’t the Lamb of God put bread inside
his basket when he played the ecstasy of saints
marching in? Did he see a reflection—of himself

or the absent savior who died for his sins—or else



the void of all color & sound as a weary moon hid
behind the clouds (holy ghosts keeping off the record),
unwilling to witness one more force majeure

amongst martyrs, the Devil, and the deep blue sea?

Notes by Sean:

Avant-garde saxophonist Albert Ayler made albums at once decidedly —even
provocatively— non-commercial, yet deeply spiritual and ecstatic, and like many
other jazz musicians, despite being critically acclaimed, he ceaselessly struggled to make a
living. In 1969 he wrote an open letter describing his apocalyptic visions and, after being
asked why he was wearing a fur coat with his face covered in Vaseline in the summer
heat, replied “Got to protect myself.” Ayler was found dead in New York City’s East
River on November 25, 1970, a presumed suicide.



NEVER AS BEAUTIFUL AS NOW

there is one earth
but seven billion worlds.

who can take it all in?

who has rested in the narrowing
the settling of intention

the weighted acceptance

that comes and goes

(more going than coming)

to be free of narratives
to live without naming
every movement, cause,
emotion, action, event
or simply, to be free?

without applause,
nature sustained all beings.
but the humans were busy.

the stars outnumbered them
by the billions and trillions,
they who perceived their own
brilliance in flickers.

so rare and absolute that gift,
they exhausted everything

in search for the better world.

the great joke was on us.

Wayne David Hubbard



EARLY RECOVERY Stacy Kafka
I used to sit next to a guy named John in a support group for stroke survivors.

He started wearing heavy gigantic glasses.

They were supposed to help retrain his visual processing.

Gauze pads protected his nose and ears from their weight.

He would openly fold his hands in prayer before eating snacks

wrapped in white paper napkins.
I gave him rides sometimes.
I went to his house to watch a movie.
He showed me pictures from when he was a bodybuilder.
He was gloomy and sad and grey.

I asked him what he missed, He said, “human touch”.

I was given a test where I had to name what was pictured on a card.

The therapist held up a picture of a church with an arrow pointing

to the top of the building.
“Church?”
“No”
“Roof?”
“No”
“Steeple?”

“NO”



“Crucifix?”
“No”
“Bell tower?”
“No”
“What is ie222!!”
“Are you unable to answer”?
“YES!TAM UNABLE TO ANSWER!”
“The answer is SPIRE”
“Spire??? this is ridiculous—this test is culturally biased---what if you're not Christian?
“How would I know that word?”, I found myself screaming.
“This is an outdated test!”

“It’s the newest version”, pity answered.

Iliked to go downstairs for lunch.
The hospital cafeteria had firm and fresh blueberries on their salad bar.
One day I saw a lady from support group standing near the napkins.
She said “Merry Christmas” to someone several times in a row.
Her husband walked up to her and gently touched her arm.

She whipped around and pleaded, “I didn’t know where you went.”

When my throat started to close up, I figured that the spoon for the blueberries

had been cross-contaminated with pineapple.

By the time I walked down the hall to the ER, my voice was a thread of whisper.



IgotanIV.
I fell asleep.
I woke up.

I drove home in time for carpool.



NOTES FROM UNDERGROUND

“Don’t I have the right to be crazy if I want to be?”
—Butch Warren

That woman cleaning high rise offices after hours
once bellowed the blues in speakeasys, pimps roaming
the ‘hoods in three-piece suits, tossing bills on stage
like alms in collection baskets, a religious ritual from

days when dead presidents could make cops colorblind.

This janitor the middle school kids call Pops is the best
guitar player nobody ever heard, because only anointed
cats signed by labels cut records, and studio work wasn’t
near enough to keep the heat on in Philly, or anywhere

else you stopped to live when you weren’t on the road.

The invisible man—catching mist from the car wash
Slipstream—spent more money on cigarettes he smoked
between sets than he makes in tips, split ten ways each shift
with co-workers whose fingers get numb from bufting steel,

the same way he ceaselessly scrubs memories from his mind.

That defenestrated scarecrow sporting five coats and fewer teeth—

who now counts time conducting traffic for change, or else stalking
the defunded psych ward—still hears the cheers from sold-out gigs,
back when the Blue Note buzzed like a honeycombed fortress full

of queens and soldiers, all extracting honey from air sticky with gold.

Sean Murphy



NOTES TO A YOUNG POET

You are a kernel
Of an unrepeatable expression

In the history of a world.
Follow the dark star.

Between being awake and

Dreaming you are awake,
The diamonds are hidden.

Love will break you up
through that concrete,
Leave you askance,

yet priceless.

You are not fine wine.
You are not brass nor wood.

What you are -- money cannot buy.

Hide the center.
Give the rest away.

Be mindful of this:
Only the living are dying.

If they howl to scrape your bones,
Howl with them.

Go forward now,

No matter how you arrived,

Awaiting in vain that tepid rapture.

Interpretation is half the beauty.
The other half'is you.

Wayne David Hubbard
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“Wall Street”: Poetry Spoken Here
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Shape of Jazz to Come”, “Dubois Heyward Blues”, “Duke Ellington and John Coltrane
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Other poems appear in this collection with authors’ permission for the first time.



BIOGRAPHIES

Virginia Hines is a photographer and writer based in San Francisco, California. She is a
frequent contributor to Streer Photography Magazine, which featured her in its Year of
Women Photographers and several podcast interviews. Her photos have appeared in many
print and digital publications, including Smithsonianmag.com, Portrait of Humanity, The
Lancet Global Health (cover), and L'Oezl de la Photographie. At the time of In The Round
performance, Virginia was an artist-in-residence at the Peter Bullough Foundation.

virginiahines.com

Wayne David Hubbard is an award-winning poet, a Pushcart Prize nominee, and author
of Mobius: Meditations on Home and Death Throes of the Broken Clockwork Universe.

He is Treasurer of The Poetry Society of Virginia, with numerous works published. Born
and raised near Newark, New Jersey, he lives in Winchester and works in aviation.

waynedavidhubbard.com

Joseph M. Jablonski, aka Walking Mall Poet, is the professional typewriter street poet of
Winchester, Virginia, producing on-the-spot poetry by request for strangers and friends
since 2019. He is a listener poet with The Good Listening Project, Archivist for The Poetry
Society of Virginia, and author of Dropout: The More Edition. He recently completed an
artist residency with the Peter Bullough Foundation, preparing a collection of poems
about becoming a father.

walkingmallpoet.com

Stacy Kafka is a teller of stories. A former Fairfax County Public School teacher,

she worked with students of severe disabilities in the fields of music, drama, movement,
puppetry, poetry, and movement arts. She is a professional cantorial soloist for the Jewish
community, and a Hebraic chanting and meditation leader. Stacy has written and
performed across multiple creative outlets as wide-ranging as from the commissioned
jukebox musical, Tanta Bessie’s Brooklyn Wedding, to entertaining guests with her
instructional circus spinning plates. She lives in Winchester with her husband, Dimitrij,

and Luckypenny the Bunny.

Daniel Kelly IL is an internationally acclaimed drummer, Founder of Drum Orpheum
Rehearsal Hall, and driving force behind Winchester’s premiere establishment - The Flat 9
Jazz Club. Daniel’s luminous career spans two decades, blending jazz, rock, gospel, and
world music while collaborating with renowned bands and leading industry artists. His
vision for Drum Orpheum Hall is to be the thriving epicenter for music and art.

danielkellymusic.com
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Sean Murphy is a writer of poetry, fiction, music reviews, and essays for over twenty years.
He has been featured and quoted in NPR, USA Today, The New York Times, Forbes,
The Good Men Project, Northern Virginia Magazine, and many more. His books and
poetry have received wide acclaim and recognition, in particular, his last three books which
celebrate artistic iconoclasts of jazz history and American culture. Sean’s collection The
Blackened Blues was praised by Dr. Cornel West as “powerful and beautiful”, and his new
book This Kind of Man released in May 2024.

seanmurphy.net

Andrew Renner is a jazz guitarist vircuoso with a specialty for relaxing instrumental
arrangements. His band, Threesound, tours throughout the Mid-Atlantic United States.
In 2021, Andrew released first album is entitled Plor Twist (2021) which is available on all
streaming platforms.

linktr.ee/arenner.renner
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MEDIA

A YouTube recording to May performance of /n The Round in May 2024 is available here.

Poetry readings times correspond to the YouTube video recording.

“Music, musings collide at jazz poetry night in Winchester”
by Tabitha Reeves | The Winchester Star | October 22, 2024







