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Blue Note Heaven

 


It was, of course, a perfect day. For over a
millennium now, every day had been perfect. Jutta moved along the
golden streets past the immense, ornate cathedrals and stately
mansions, her white robes streaming behind her. She flicked her
long black hair out of her face, glad that she only had to assume
bodily form during the visitor's stay. In a barely audible voice,
she sang a favorite plainchant from her childhood. She cut across
to the main thoroughfare, arriving at the docks just as the
visitor's ferry pulled in.

The vast waters stretched out for as far as
the eye could see, light glistening off the gentle waves. A
procession of ferries steamed into the port. Those already tied
down to the docks discharged their cargo, teaming throngs of joyous
passengers decked out in their Sunday finest.

Atop the ramp extending down from the
Hosanna, a single figure stood alone, a man in jeans and a
rumpled T-shirt that read, "I'm the guy your mother warned you
about." A mop of fiery red hair poked out from beneath a black
beret. He scratched himself and surveyed the crowd. Spotting Jutta,
he eyed her up and down, grasped a black instrument case, and
sauntered down the ramp.

She tingled with excitement. All the
obstacles she'd had to overcome, the decades of toil, had led to
this moment. She couldn't wait to hear this man play.

"Max Freeman?" she asked.

He nodded.

She introduced herself and, to insure that
she used the right language and idioms, verified that he spoke
English and had died in the early twenty-first century.

"Jutta?" He looked about, unimpressed,
almost bored. "That a first or last name?"

"It's my only name. I was the tenth child so
my father gave me to the church as a tithe. No family, no family
name." She said the words matter-of-factly; they stung no more.
Here she was part of the greatest family of all.

She took Freeman's arm, rough and hairy to
the touch, and drew him toward the Gates of Paradise, its grandiose
archway a complex latticework of glittering diamonds. Alongside,
throngs streamed noisily through, many weeping with joy.

"I'd be happy to give you a tour." Her
fingertips brushed a golden crucifix that hung from her neck. "We
can take the scenic route along the main thoroughfare. I can't
recall a new arrival who hasn't thought it grand."

"I'll pass."

"Are you sure?" Jutta said, trying to keep
the disappointment out of her voice. "There are so many wondrous
things I'd love to show you. I'm sure you'd find them—"

"I ain't no tourist, and I don't care about
your streets of gold," Freeman said. "I'm here to play my music.
That's it."

Jutta reached into a side pocket in her robe
and fingered her rosary beads, a grand invention brought here
several hundred years after her arrival. Silently, she prayed.
Leaving behind the great throngs that continued on the major
thoroughfare, she and Freeman headed for the Judeo-Christian
sector's direct connection to the Boulevard of Music.

"Jutta," he said, as if rolling the name
around on his tongue. "What era is that from?"

"You would have called it the Dark Ages,"
she said. "It was the most wonderful time to die. My Gregorian
chants were close to the Genesis 1:1 of Judeo-Christian sacred
music. I've seen all but the music of the ancients unfold before my
eyes. What a wondrous gift my Lord has bestowed upon me!"

Freeman looked unimpressed.

Jutta was incredulous. "How can a musician
not think that grand?"

"That's only religious music. You've missed
everything else."

"I have no need of it," Jutta said. When
Freeman raised his eyebrows in apparent disbelief, she added, "What
is the point if it doesn't worship my Lord?"

"How about pleasure?"

"Worship is my pleasure," Jutta said,
wondering if Freeman was being deliberately obtuse. She flicked her
hair out of her face. This bodily form was such an annoyance.
"Nothing could please me more. I can't imagine a greater joy than
learning new ways to praise Him through music. That's why I've
looked forward to your visit with such anticipation."

Freeman rolled his eyes. "Whatever."

Jutta realized that she hadn't been pointing
out the sights. The humble country churches, modest halls, and
open-air pavilions had required no mention, but they had passed the
Leon and Seville cathedrals without even a word. The Notre Dame
Cathedral of Paris, the grandest of them all, loomed ahead. The
sound of hymns being sung from within emanated from the grand
edifice. The scent of incense filled the air. Jutta directed
Freeman's attention to the flying buttresses and vaults, the
immense 28,000-pound bell, the incongruous gargoyles, and the
classic Gothic archways. God's radiant presence poured outward
through the famed rose window with its intricate stained glass, His
light painting the most complex of rainbows.

"I can recall Heaven before there was a
single Notre Dame cathedral," Jutta said. "Now there are replicas
in all of Heaven's sectors. Isn't it grand?"

"Who goes? Martyrs and saints?"

"Oh, no," Jutta said. "We can worship
anywhere. Many of us prefer the splendor of the grand cathedrals.
We find it befitting God's grandeur. Others consider it
distracting. For them, a more Spartan surrounding is best. Some
worship in an open field. God is with us in both the humble and the
grand."

"He is?" Freeman said. "I don't see him.
Where is He?"

"He's here," Jutta said, mystified, pointing
all around her. "Everywhere. Can't you feel Him? His comfort, His
love?"

Freeman shrugged.

"Surely you see His radiance pouring out
through the stained glass?"

"Okay, God is light," Freeman said. "I get
it. Big deal."

"The light is merely the visible
manifestation of His presence. Can't you feel His majesty?"

Freeman looked away, disinterested. "Doesn't
do a thing for me."

To feel none of God's glory? Jutta pitied
the man. What a terrible thing.

They passed the Cologne cathedral, famous
for its dual spires, its walls reverberating with each note
bellowing from the massive pipe organ inside. As they neared the
Saint Louis cathedral, bells clanged their clarion call to worship.
She felt spirits rushing past them and toward the beckoning
archways.

Jutta motioned all about her. "Isn't all
this grand?"

Freeman shrugged. "It's so... small."

"This is only the Judeo-Christian sector. In
other—"

"Believe me," Freeman said with a dismissive
wave of the hand, "for every one of you religious freaks, there are
ten thousand... maybe a million of us in the Middle Kingdom. The
émigrés from this place alone are countless."

Jutta had never imagined her visitor would
behave like this. She prayed for strength and patience. They turned
onto the wide Boulevard of Music. "Tell me about your music," she
said. "My research showed only your version of 'When the Saints Go
Marching In,' and it was labeled as mere entertainment with no
value as worship. I'm afraid I know nothing of your work."

Seeing his face redden, she hastily added,
"But I'm sure you'll be wonderful."

"I'm sorry I ain't Charlie Parker or John
Coltrane," Freeman said, a hard edge in his voice. "Neither of them
were interested. Neither were Miles Davis or Louis Armstrong or
Benny Goodman. None of the big names wanted to leave the Middle
Kingdom. Why come here and be restricted to 'jazz renditions of
gospel music' when they could stay there and play whatever they
like? You act like this is the best gig this side of Carnegie Hall.
It ain't, sister. You wanna know how many of us turned you down
before I said yes?"

Jutta was stunned. Other musicians, more
highly regarded than Freeman, had turned down a visit to Heaven?
How could that be? And all because they would be playing sacred
music? In the Middle Kingdom they were relegated to secular works.
Here they would have the privilege and the pleasure of playing
eternal music before God Himself. Who could turn down such an
offer?

"Hundreds," Freeman said without prompting.
"And I didn't like the gospel-only straightjacket any more than the
rest, but I thought it might be a kick to be the big fish in a
small pond for a change. Honey, you ain't doing me a favor. I'm
doing you a favor."

Jutta tried to make sense of it all. "I'm
not familiar with any of those names. They are more famous than
you?"

Freeman looked at her in disbelief. "Tell me
you're kidding."

Jutta shook her head.

"You're the music hotshot here and you don't
know any of the legends?"

"I know only sacred music. I'd like to think
I have an encyclopedic knowledge of it, in fact. But we have no use
for anything here other than that which worships or shows devotion.
So I know none of those names and almost nothing of jazz."

"Not even Coltrane?"

Bewildered, Jutta shook her head. Her
research had turned up almost all blanks. Jazz was entertainment,
devoid of spiritual content. Only by combining it with gospel
music's message could it acquire any real worth. How could she be
expected to know anything about such a trivial art form?

They passed side streets that began with
those for the music of the ancients and continued through to those
of music during the Roman Empire. When they reached the major
offshoot for the Dark Ages, Jutta pointed to it.

"I could schedule a private service of
Gregorian chants between your first and second concerts," Jutta
said. She found herself bouncing along on the tips of her toes.
"I'd be delighted to sing them for you and they're always welcome
by my Lord."

"I'd rather you poke out my eyeballs."

Jutta stopped, feeling her face grow hot.
She fingered her rosary beads. "Was that necessary? A simple 'No
thank you,' would have sufficed."

"Whatever."

They moved in silence past the exits for the
Baroque, Classical, and Neo-Classical, each size smaller than the
one before. Finally, they turned right onto Gospel Street and came
to an grandiose structure of purest white marble. Its steeple
towered high into the sky, bells pealing. A series of stained glass
windows, each comprised of thousands upon thousands of ornate
substructures, depicted the Creation.

"Here we are," Jutta said. "This is where
you'll be performing."

Freeman brightened. "How many does it
seat?"

"Only a hundred thousand, but it can hold an
infinite number of those attending in spirit alone." Seeing his
pleasure, Jutta added, "There is great anticipation for this
event."

***

Every seat was filled and for every one
there in physical form, hundreds of thousands more filled the
building in spirit. Jutta felt the buzz of excitement; she tingled
with anticipation.

God's presence poured through the stained
glass windows, radiant and fulfilling. Jutta basked in it, drinking
in its sustenance, glorying in His majesty. Her Lord would now see
why she had gone to all this trouble. Even though Freeman's soul
could offer no worship, his saxophone would. To amplify God's glory
with anything from outside the boundaries of Heaven was an
unprecedented step, a milestone in celestial praise.

But then Freeman began to play. He had
deigned accompaniment, preferring to work solo, and the reasons
became clear soon after the first notes to "O Happy Day." The
object to be worshipped was not God, but Freeman. He strutted about
the stage like a rooster, his head a blur of motion as he bent over
and straightened up, his red hair looking like it might ignite
underneath the black beret. His fingers flew over the keys of his
saxophone and the flurry of notes filled the cavernous cathedral,
its acoustics perfect despite its immense size. He soared above the
melody and then plummeted below it in a cascade of arpeggios before
launching into an avalanche of notes that left the melody far
behind.

Jutta felt lost. How could she mentally add
the words without being able to detect the original melodic line?
And without the words of worship, what was the point of
instrumental music?

She sensed the audience, almost en masse,
shifting uncomfortably, looking about in confusion. She felt the
glare of accusatory eyes upon her. Freeman wailed on his saxophone,
coaxing out the highest and lowest notes in its register. It was
nothing but artistic virtuosity, devoid of true value.

God withdrew his presence during the third
song, "His Eye is on the Sparrow," leaving the cathedral suddenly
cold and dark. Almost as if by command, those attending in spirit
form departed in unison. Those in physical form fled as well in
droves, some with heads ducked as if embarrassed even to be seen
there, others transforming first to spirit form and then leaving
without a trace.

Jutta's shame burned hot. It was the most
vulgar thing she had ever seen. Freeman's virtuosity for its own
sake was diminishing God's glory, not adding to it. He could
strut about the stage all he wanted, eyes closed in concentration
as his fingers moved in a blur, but it was all for nothing. This,
she thought, was why the leaders of her age had contended that the
only correct form of worship was an unaccompanied vocalist singing
monophonic plainchant. No instrumental accompaniment or polyphony
could detract from the piety and praise of the vocalist's words.
Perhaps they had been right all along, even though the evidence of
Sebastian Bach's music, so filled with praise to their Redeemer,
had seemed shattering evidence to the



















































































































cover.jpg
BLUBANOTE
HHAVEN





tmp_96d2aa303073fc688c8b12095f9e11a1_QfV0cV_html_m37cf4db0.jpg
BLUBINOTE
HilVEN





