The Jazz Fest Story

(Otherwise known as The Blag Of The Century)

as told by Conor McCarthy

cos he was there…
The night began as many others have: I was sitting at home, wondering if I could be arsed going out coz I had no money and had already spent 7 hours playing playstation, so why not continue the trend?  Then suddenly, the phone rang, much more suddenly than it usually rings.  “Interesting…..almost….too interesting”, I mused, as I struggled to finally get off the couch.  As the phone tolled for the fifth time I picked it up: “Charlie how’s it goin boy……yeah….yerra I dunno, I’m kinda flahed….yerra alright so.  See ya in ten.”  And with that, the night began.  Little did we know what was ahead.

There was an eerie feeling in the air, I noticed, as I wandered towards town, a feeling that almost lead me to believe that something mad was going to happen.  Then a pigeon dropped a greeny-white poo on the path right in front of me.  ‘Ah, that must be it.’  

It was an unusual pub to meet up in.  The long island bar had developed a name for it’s fancy panzie cocktails, and its loud annoying techno/trance music. However, there were some SAVAGE ol dolls there, so twasn’t too bad.  After a meagre three pints, it was decided that we simply had to get into the metropole.  After all it was saturday night of the jazz festival, and shur, that hardly ever happens….at the most once year.  But we had no tickets, the met was sold out, and I only had 20 quid; not enough to get locked, but shur, why not. Within minutes,  a cunningly devious plan began to brew, a plan so outrageous that it just might work:  I’d go home, put the bass on my back, Charlie put the fiddle on his, and the pair of us would stroll past the bouncers.  Pure dodgy, but they’d hardly not let a feen in with a double bass on his back, you’d have to be a gowl to go to all that effort if you weren’t playing.

Note: From this point onwards the D.Bass was called the “Passport”

It worked like a charm.  Straight past the bouncer’s, who courteously held the door for us.  Charlie, completely flabbergasted at the ease of it all, almost blew the cover when he remarked to the unassuming bouncers “Shur those taxis or murder.”  What was supposed to be gained by this remark was not known by anyone…even Charlie himself, but he felt he had to say something friendly, I suppose.  The bouncers kinda ignored it and off we went. To the bar!!

We bait up the stairs, hung a left, and I lobbed the bass down against the wall.  Savage.  We did it.  We’re in.  After a casual pint or two at the bar, a security walked past me and the bass and said “J’know, you can leve dat yolk in de musician’s room if ya want like.”  How bad.  So we went towards the cloakroom, to drop off the jackets and lob the bass and the fiddle into the musicainas room, wherever that was.  In the queue for the cloakroom, a door opened right next to me, and a well dressed fellah came out.  Seemed like the guy to ask… “ehh…do you know where the musicians room is?”  “yeah.”  “Is it ok to put the bass insde?” “well, you look like a musician, so that’s what it’s there for, I guess”.  Nice one.  So in we strolled.  What we saw in that room was so amazing I began to get a little emotional.  Right there, right in front of the door was THREE fridges FULL of Guinness and Carlsberg.  All for free, for the musicians.  Holy Moley.  We contained our exuberance and took a seat and the plush velvet couches.  We took a moment to gather ourselves before we spoke.  

“Conor?”, said Charlie, tentatively.

“Yeah”, I slowly replied.

“I think we’re in the V.I.P. room”

“Yeah”

“And I think that there’s a fridge full of Guinness over there.”

“Yup”

“Do ya wanna just stay here and get really, really drunk and drink all that Guinness?”

“Ok.”
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It turned out that we had blagged our way to the top.  And I mean the tip-top.  The room was for the top musicians (who were staying in the hotel for free), and for the Jazz Festival organizers.  This was something special, and we knew it.

     

We began to wonder how long we could hold out before someone noticed that we weren’t part of the committee, and that we were blatantly pillaging the fridges for their glorious bounty of stout. Yaarrr. We were taking turns leaving the safe haven of our couch down the back.  One would leave to go to the bog, and on the way back grab two more cans.  It was a high-risk gamble.  The suits right by the door had seen me and Charlie come in with the bass and fiddle, and presumed that we were international jazz stars (as you do), but the frequency of our Guinness yeonking was bound to lead to suspicion.  On top of this, walking in a straight line was becoming an issue, and with the lads rooted right by the only door into the room, avoiding conversation was becoming more and more difficult.  While Charlie went on a drinks-run, I was left to soak up the general ambiance of the room.  Suddenly I noticed that I’d been soaking up the ambiance for WWAAAAYYYY too long.  I looked up to see Charlie had become a P.O.W.  He was with one of the suits, in a full-blown conversation about something.   I debated whether or not I should go up – maybe he’s already after spinning a ridiculously complex web of lies to cover our asses and justify our presence…..and the quickly emptying fridges. I eventually decided to go on a full frontal attack, and introduce myself.
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The two boys enjoying yet another free Guinness…

I had underestimated this guy’s importance.  This guy organised the entire festival.  This was the head-honcho.  If we can blag past this guy, we can blag past ANYONE.  We dropped a few names, and casually termed our lightning-fast, liver-destroying Guinness guzzling as “relaxing before the gig”.  It seemed to work, although I think the fact that Charlie was throwing in jokes at random times to throw him off the scent made him like us so much that he didn’t really care that we probably shouldn’t have been there.  After a few laughs we casually sat back down on our thrones, now happy that we were 90% sure of being here for the night, yet somehow, not yet sure that we had blagged our way to the fullest extent.
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Charlie wonders how exactly this night is working out so well

We sat there for what seemed like hours, when, in fact we had been sitting there for hours.  We began texting everyone we knew, trying to share with the world what wonders this night had brought us.  Suddenly, actually, really suddenly, a voice was heard from across the crowd, aimed in our direction.  The word ‘Bollix’ ran through my mind.  A suited gentleman in his fifties was looking over at us, grinning from ear to ear, and kept saying “Fiachra!”  What does one do in this situation?  We waited.  This night hadn’t brought us anything but luck so far. “Fiachra! I thought it was you from the jacket”, he said, pulling at a sleeve of a random coat. This guy somehow thought that Charlie was Fiachra.  I’d like to point out that at this time we were pretty much rat-arsed on Guinness.  Also we had no idea who Fiachra was, or how this guy knows him.  Then, in a moment of blinding inspiration/stupidity, Charlie blagged like I’d never seen before.

“Hi boy! How’s it going!” outta Charlie.  I couldn’t believe it.  Charlie was actually trying to pretend that he was this guy Fiachra, and hold a conversation with the suit, knowing nothing about Fiachra’s past, or how he’s supposed to know this guy.

“ Jesus Fiachra, it’s great to finally put a face to the voice, I’ve been talking to ya over the airwaves for years”.  Hmmmmm. This is both good and bad I thought.  At least this guy doesn’t know what Fiachra looks like (good thing), but he has said that he had been talking to him on radio for years, suggesting they kinda know each other pretty damn well (bad thing).  Then, as if his testes were made of reinforced titanium, Charlie noticed that this guy had a wife standing in the background..

“Ah shur!, is that the wife?”

“Tis, tis, but sure we were just about to go Fiachra.”

“Ah shur, don’t mind that, bring her over!”

What in God’s name are you doing Charlie?  I was beginning to panic when I realized: for some reason tonight we have become invincible blagging machines.  It had to be pushed to the limits.  So I began to join in. [image: image3.jpg]



Charlie realises that we are invincible

“Howya, I’m Fiachra’s cousin, Conor.”

“Oh right, I’m Tony, pleased to meet ya, what are you doing in here Conor?”

“Oh I’m playing.  I came over from England there, hadn’t seen Fiachra in years.   How do you know Fiachra”

“Ah shur, myself and Fiachra go way back.”

And so this continued, with Charlie chatting to Tony’s wife, me chatting to Tony, and neither of us knowing what ‘Fiachra’ and Tony were supposed to have in common.  Charlie then began to entertain the couple.  By doing forwards rolls.  In the middle of the room.  Yet, I knew that we simply couldn’t get kicked out. 

After the encounter with Tony and his wife, we began to notice that the fridges were running low, and so put an extra effort into polishing it all off.  “Conor, we’re not leaving ‘till those fridges are empty”. “Job”.  

A few cans later, and we were talking to a hot French chick who was being quite obviously chatted up by a sax player from the north, whose name I asked several times and still can’t remember.  By this time, the fridges were empty, and the late gig (3-5am) was in full swing.  We realized then what we had to do… to the stage!

Walking through the crowd with the bass on my back, wobbling like the clappers, we managed to stroll past another security check and get into the side-stage area.  I stuck the bass in the corner and waited for something to happen… and it did.

I looked around, and there was slap-happy, of The Biscuit Boys, lookin at me through his big googly glasses.  “What do you play?” he asked.  “Yerra, I play a bit of bass, but I’ve had a few too many gatts, so I’m a bit flahed.” He stared blankly at me, and I realized that I’d been talking Corkish.  “Did you say you played bass?” “Eh….yeah.” “Well what are you waiting for?  Get up there!” I looked over at Charlie, who was already unpacking his fiddle.  Could there be one last situation to flah?

On to the stage we went, the two biggest chancers ever to infiltrate a festival.  Looking at each other, we realized that our blagging lives had peaked.  It was all down hill from here.  Played a few tunes with Charlie on stage, then realized….we need pictures.  I bait off after the one or two tunes, and grabbed the camera.  I looked up to see Charlie playing on stage with…..The Biscuit Boys.  Legend. 
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Charlie and King Pleasure see the light (note slap happy’s bass 90 degrees to the stage)

Then it all started to get going.  Within minutes Charlie was baitin out a blues with the fiddle behind his back. SAAAAVAGE.  Then the quote of the night, from none other than King Pleasure himself:  “That boy can really play the fiddle”.  Need I say more?

So after the gig, we were on the biggest high ever.  We strolled around the hotel, looking for our next adventure, and somehow ended up with about 12 bottles of bud in our hands.  To the fire escape! We sat down and contemplated our night’s work, the proudest men in all of Ireland. 
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A nightcap in the fire escape.  

In our fire escape travels we happened upon a group of younger staff members smoking … ehh .. alternative cigarettes in a store room.  They were really freaked out.  Which I suppose is understandable, the last thing that you expect to see at 6 in the morning in a store room on the 6th floor is a pair of wandering musicians.  We left them at it, and then went onwards, trying to somehow squeeze one more adventure out of the night.

Once again, the cogs started to slowly turn in our minds, until we came up with the plan:  We would become the first ever live elevator music band.  To the lift!  We played Pachabel’s cannon for what seemed like ten to fifteen minuets before the lift started to move of it’s own accord.  The door opened on the third floor.  Outside, a bouncer was kicking someone out who wasn’t supposed to be there (if only he knew…) .  The bouncer and the man both fell silent as they looked into the 4x4 foot lift.  We had to have been taking up 90% of the room in there.  Then, amazingly, they both jumped in and completely ignored us playing, and carried on with their conversation.  What in God’s name they thought we were doing there is anyone’s guess.  After they left the lift, we went back up to the 3rd floor, laughing uncontrollably.  It all somehow seemed to fit together perfectly; the ultimate jazz festival experience.
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Uncontrollable laughter after the live gig…..in the elevator.

At about 7 in the morning, we decided to call it a night.

Strolling back through town we were stopped on Patrick’s bridge by an Englishman.  He wanted to take our picture.  “I know it’s kind of unusual, bit would you mind if I took a picture of you guys on the bridge?”  It was, in fact, the most normal thing that had happened to us in about ten hours.

Strolling down Pana, destination unknown, we paused for a moment at that shop that blares out  music at a near deafening level to admire a T-shirt.  Feck.
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The T-shirt sums it all up for only 7.95


After checking if Charlie’s (the pub) was open, which it wasn’t, we decided to head for the School of Music car park to finish our extraordinary amount of magically acquired Budweiser. The night was definitely coming to a close, and our solids-starved bellies knew it.  We needed food. And fast.  Before we left the school, we took a few more photos, just for posterity.
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A happy camper.  Note the bottle in hand, and another on the pole.
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Charlie and ‘the passport’.  Note two further bottles on the door, and bottle shape in left bass pocket.

After the Kodak moments, we went to look at all the fish in the river.  They began to annoy us, swimming around, thinking they were the shams. So we decided to start throwing stuff at them, and the only throwable item that we had in abundance was Bud. So there we were, pelting fish with bottles of beer at 7.30 in the morning.  We didn’t hit any fish, but that wasn’t the point.  It was just a warning really.

And so we eventually returned home, with high hopes of doing the exact same thing the next night, except attempts at power-napping lead to 26 hours of sleep.  The likes of it will NEVER happen again……or will it?.........
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Drop down and give me 20 soldier!  Bass?  I don’t care ’bout no bass!
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Charlie drops a stinker.  Note the pride on his face, the disgust on mine.




The holy grail that is the VIP room.  Behind the 3 suited gents are the fridges.








