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N ~ The Play

It is early March in Chicago, 1927. There is a bit of a chill in
the air. Winter has bro'k‘en but the wind coming off the lake
does not carry t.he promise of spring. The people of the city are
bundled and brisk in their defense against such misfortunes as
the _weather, and the business of the city proceeds largely
undisturbed. | | | ,

Chicago in 1927 is a rough city, a bruising city, a city of
millionaires and derelicts, gangsters and roughhouse dandies,
whores and Irish grandmothers who move through its streets
fingering long black rosaries. Somewhere a man is wrestling
with the taste of a woman in his cheek. Somewhere a dog is
barking. Somewhere the moon has fallen through a window
and broken into thirty pieces of silver. |

It is one o’clock in the afternoon. Secretaries are returning
from their lunch, the noon Mass at St. Anthony’s is over, and
the priest is mumbling over his vestments while the altar boys
practice their Latin. The procession of cattle cars through the
stockyards continues unabated. The busboys in Mac’s Place are
cleaning away the last of the comed beef and cabbage, and on
the city’s Southside, sleepy-eyed negroes move lazily toward
their small cold-water flats and rented rooms to await the on-
slaught of night, which will find them crowded in the bars and
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juke joints both dazed and dazzling in their r apport With lify 1
with these negroes that our concern lies most heayjjy, the,
- values, their attitudes, and particularly tl'lexr music.

It is hard to define this music. Suffice it to say gy, it g
music that breathes and touches. That connects. That s i, itsel¢
a way of being, separate and distinct from any other. This myg;,

is called blues. Whether this music came from Alabama of Mis.
_sissippi or other parts of the South doesn’t matter anymore, Tp,
- men and women who make this music have learned 1t from the
- narrow crooked streets of East St. Louis, or the streets of the
city’s Southside, and the Alabama or Mississippi roots have
been strangled by the northern manners and customs of free mep
~of definite and sincere worth, men for whom this music often
lies at the forefront of their conscience and concerns. Thus they
are laid open to be consumed by it; its warmth and redress, its
‘braggadocio and roughly poignant comments, its vision and
prayer, which would instruct and allow them to reconnect, to

- reassemble and gird up for the next battle in which they would
‘be both victim and the ten thou’sand slain. =~ "
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