dreamy jazz; dead k.c.

Went through 

The Kansas City jazzzzz museum

Today to

Poke around

One of the grandest

Pieces of

Love

Given

To the world.

Flipping and thumbing

Over style that was defined by the 

Hippist folks of

Our 

American history .. the black folks of the 1920’s-50’ .. 

Shooting their

Style like a fan 

Sending 

A

Glass of water into the sky

Into cool mist on the hottest fucking day going.

Just shaking

And

Bringing their soul

And style with a smile.

No costs were around.

Just a style that can be defined yet

Not

Confined.

Yet,

Once you leave the museum

To see the emptied buildings of a city that once

Was you lose your mind in the reflections 

In the abandoned buildings.

Lost in insanity for the way

The 

Club fronts

Sidewalks 

Streets

Other huts of commerce

And merriment are now closed

And what

It

Would be like to escape into that

World that

Now

Only exists in Manhattan.

How the Christ could a city

Go to

Complete shit in such a short

Amount of time.

From the epitome of 

Flow

Smooth

Cool

Hell yea with all hell yea

To now.

Buildings empty.

People inside their abodes.

The jazz hanging like the

Breath

From

A fresh front woman ready to tear into the heppest cat

After a 

Romp on the stage.

Christ,

The ice melting in the gin and tonic.

Pure fucking jive

That

Was .. 

Visions 

Seem to have a better way

With reality.

