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Piano Fantasies

A Bartenders Fantasy
King Cake Baby
A Night at the C-Note
Hangover Lullaby
Their Royal Majesties Arrive
Red Alert
The Lincoln

On January 6th 2001 I walked into the C-Note Lounge 
on St. Charles Avenue  for the first time.  I thought it 
was a piano bar – after all there was a baby grand 
piano at the front door. And the piano was very good 
too, in tune, with nice action. This place was news to 
me, but it seemed perfect.  A piano bar for me to 
frequent.  But no, it was actually a bar with a piano.  
There's a difference.

So I asked if I could play that piano and the guy 
behind the bar said sure.  Then an older man with a 
thick French accent strolled over to me and told me 
that not only do I play well – but would I like to be the 
bartender here, too?  Bartend?  I had never been a 
bartender.  Sure I'll be the bartender.  I started the next 
day.

What followed was 8 of the weirder months of my 
life.  I wound up not only being the bartender, and often 
six and seven nights a week and double shifts and 
barely ever going more than a few blocks from there – 
ah, but what a bar it was. Filled with crack whores, 
lunatics, ex-cons, drunks, slovenly bums and cretins of 
all sorts.  The clientelle was off the normal charts.  
Every person who hung out there was a social workers 
dream and nightmare.  Dream because it would ensure 
their jobs forever, nightmare because it was a 
sisyphean task – it could never be solved.

I lived upstairs from the bar – there were 11 
rooms numbered 1-14.  That's how strange it was.  My 
commute was to trundle down the stairs in the morning 
– often to find the same drunks sitting in the same 
stools as they were 9 hours ago, only a little drunker.

Ah, but that piano – what a fine instrument. I played it 
every day.  In fact, I had told Michel, the guy who 
owned the place – no piano and I'm out of here.  And 
he did what he could to make me happy that's for 
sure.  Though his “wife” Alana did what she could to 
make things difficult.  She was just a bitch.  

But for at least these 8 months I do believe I was 
the only piano playing bartender in the city of New 
Orleans.  Sure, there were both – but at the same 
time?  Nope, I was it.
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I had only dabbled a bit on the piano up until this point.  I did record, back in the early 1980's some 80 hours of 
piano music – but I think I'm the only one who every listened to it.  I still have those astounding tapes with the 
more astounding music engraved on them.  No one – and I mean No One – believed me when I said I could play 
– and there never seemed to be a place for me to play.  The few pianos I encountered from 1980 to 2001 were 
private, or I dabbled for a few short minutes or so before being hustled off to do something else.  No one wanted 
to listen to me play piano.  No one had an inkling of what I could do – everyone concentrated on the fact that I 
had no lessons – and not that I could play.  And I was too involved in other things.  This, then, became my great 
regret – that I never pursued my piano talent when I discovered it – but instead hid it like everyone I knew said I 
should. Indeed, to this day, it is people that I know who try to downplay the piano and stop me from engaging in 
that rather peaceful pursuit (they never shoot piano piayers right?)  -- but now  I can't be stopped – I live for it – 
and I have to live afar and afield to do it then so be it.  But it was these drunks at this C-Note Lounge who 
encouraged me – with every bit of seriousness they could muster, which was quite a lot – to go out and play for 
the world.  “Man, you got the talent man, you got it...” they said.  And yes, I think I do. 
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When I produced my first CD I named the songs after the denizens of the C-Note and I dedicated 
the music to them.  While they were not your church folk, they had some inner connection to life that 
is hard to define.  In the cop out version, I guess you could say that they figured out that life wasn't 
all that it was cracked up to be, and so they decided to say the hell with it and go get as drunk as 
they could to anesthesize themselves agains the onslaught of charltons who rule the world.

But all this music was created at the C-Note – and so much more that'll never be heard again 
– for what is not recorded is lost, most often.  
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  The title of the CD is a pun because it's about Mazes, it's amazing that I made a CD and it's 
amazing that there's a maze on the CD – and that's that. Enjoy.
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