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NAME  ___________________________________________________
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STREET  ________________________________________________________
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DESCRIBE YOUR JAZZ INTERESTS BRIEFLY (Why styles interest you, etc. )

PRJC dues are $10 per year.
Checks should be made payable to "Potomac River Jazz Club."
Mail t o : Doris B. Baker

Membership Secretary 
700^ Westmoreland Road 

 __________ Falls Church, Virginia 22042_________ ___________________

At the Marriott Twin Bridges Friday February 3> 1978
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• T h e  Queen C i t y  j a z z b a n d *
f r o m

Denver,Colorado
The Commonwealth Room 

9 pm - 1 am

Members - $5.00 For details call:
Non-members - $7.00 573-TRAD
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n o t e s  F r o m  T h e  B a k e r y
Well, democracy has again raised its 
head, roared, and returned to the back 
of its lair to sleep until called upon 
again next Nov. Since last this journal 
flew the mails we have had our annual 
election to the Board of Directors, and 
the Board in turn has met to elect new 
officers for '78. After spending 2 years 
as VP establishing and solidifying a 
power base I called in my political IOUs 
at the Dec. board meeting and eked out a 
victory in a bitterly fought election. 
Well, actually 2 other nominees declined 
to run, making me a forced unanimous 
choice. It could be worse. One year we 
elected as president the one board mem
ber who was late to the meeting.

A quick recap of the elections: At 
the annual meeting in Nov., Lou Byers, 
Johnson McRee, and Ray West were retur
ned to the board and Don Angell and Ted 
Chandler were elected for the first time. 
Ray West was elected VP at the Dec. 
board meeting, and his wife Esther 
agreed to return to her old job as Sec
retary of the Treasury. Doris Baker will 
stay on as Membership Sec’y. The only 
major board appointment still unfilled 
is that of Recording Sec'y. The last 
major personnel change at the Dec. meet
ing was the resignation of long-time 
member Rod Clarke. Ken Kramer was elec
ted to fill Rod's seat. Ken had missed 
election in Nov. by one vote.

I intend to use this column in future 
months to report rather comprehensively 
on club affairs and board actions. This 
column is long because so much of impor
tance has occurred recently.

It was suggested at the annual meet
ing that TR report on the club's finan
cial status. I have always thought that 
a proper item of interest, so here goes. 
As of Dec. 14, the treasury stood at 
about $1 8 5 0. This is the lowest balance 
we've had in some time, caused partially 
by the much greater than anticipated_cost 
of having our books audited and by high 
losses on the Oct. (Yankee Rhythm Kings) 
and Nov. (Salty Dogs) special events. We 
had reconciled ourselves to losing a 
certain amount of money on specials in 
'7 7 , feeling that it was well worth it to 
bring in quality bands, but we dropped 
over $1100 on the two mentioned.

In general, by the way, this is how 
the board has allocated club funds in the 
past: Membership dues are calculated to 
cover the cost of 12 issues of TR, little 
more. 'We have counted on profits from the 
picnic and to a lesser extent the boat 
ride to cover other operating expenses 
and losses on the out-of-town bands.

While we may be bent we are certainly 
not broke, so we are going to continue 
our practice of bringing the country’s 
best jazzbands to town for monthly spec
ials. "We will, however, try to scale 
ticket prices according to the cost of a 
given band. Some events will go for last 
year’s price of $4/5 while for topline 
bands we’ll have to ask more like $5/7 
(member/nonmember). That will likely ap
ply to the first 3 events of ’7 8, which 
are:

Feb 3 - The Queen City JB
Mar. 11 - Annual Bix Birthday Party 

with the Bix Beiderbecke Memorial JB.
Apr. 2 - The Happy JB.

The last item of importance in this 
month's column is of course the fact 
that we have lost our weekly session 
at the Windjammer. They turned it into 
a piano bar. The committee in charge of 
finding us new quarters is headed by Lou 
Byers and includes myself and Del Beyer. 
More bunS and rolls next month.

—  Dick Baker ■ ■
We hadn't even been aware he was coming 
to town, but Dave Robinson tells us that 
Tony Pringle, leader/comet of the New 
Black Eagles Jazzband dropped in at the 
B'haus Nov. 29 and sat in with the 
Storyville 7- Dave says Tony took over 
the band for a couple of tunes, then 
Dave joined in for a bodacious reading 
of Cake Walking Babies. It's hard to 
know when to be where! With my luck I 
always show up in time to hear Bill 
Bacin singing. -- TC h r



B u t  On  ? h s  O t h e r  H a n d
A n  E d i t o r i a l  O u t c r y

Ever since we first saw the little cat 
with the prehensile little finger 
blowing his horn on the cover of the 
Fall 19 73 TR» we've wanted an excuse 
to rerun him. This is it - the first 
issue of the new year.

The New Yorker has Eustace Tilley 
on its cover once a year, why should 
we do any less by this little guy?
And by the way - what's his name?▼

We'd like to say a word about jazz 
criticism. There's a suspicion abroad 
in the land that if you criticize jazz 
you must hate it. That's rubbish.

One of the greatest failings of the 
Feather-Ulanov school of jazz writing 
in the ^O's was their know-nothing 
attack on the music. The level of the 
attack on classic jazz was found in the 
name-calling: Moldy Fig; Uncle Tom music; 
Musical Fascism were a few of the gentler 
epithets flying about. In candor, "our" 
side didn't do much better. In defending 
traditional jazz, we made some pretty 
bad misstatements about bop.

None of this was criticism - it was 
bad-mouthing. The great Bob Benchley once 
wrote in the New Yorker; "The New Roch
elle String Quartet played Bach last 
night - Bach lost."

A clever putdown telling us what 
Benchley thought of the evening. But it’s 
not criticism..and neither was the Feather 
drivel. Criticism is not a putdown.

Which brings us to the main point:
Is classic jazz sufficiently an art form 
to merit and sustain critical analysis?
We think the answer is yes - that far 
from weakening jazz, critical standards 
and their lively use are major strength
ening agents.

Up betimes and to Capitol Hill Roy 
Rogers where lunched with Dave Little
field .If Roy's food leaves excellence to be 
desired, conversation was pleasant and 
Dave came up with a good idea. (In iact, 
he came up with several but for our pur
poses at the moment, we'll discuss one.;

Dave says he has come only fairly 
lately upon traditional jazz and has a 
lot of sympathy for those trying to fig
ure it out. He thinks TR could do more 
to help, and we agree. After all, not 
every PRJCer saw Pinetop spit blood or 
subscribed to Buddy Bolden's scandal 
sheet, The Cricket.

So we're goting to begin a new feature 
in TR which will, we hope, be helpful to 
newcomers and of interest to the rest of 
us. We are going to help the newcomer 
compile a record library.

Any member interested in the project 
should send us a list of the 5 LP record 
sets he thinks most important for a nov
ice to own with any brief statements he 
might care to make in explanation. These 
need not be the greatest records, but the 
most important for a newcomer to hear and 
know about. We'll use all lists, space 
permitting, starting in the next issue.

And we'll start the ball rolling by 
listing the records we would recommend.

1) Louis Armstrong's Hot 5 - Col. CL851
2 ) Muggsy Spanier's Ragtime Band "The

Great 1 6" - RCA Black & White 731-06l
3 ) Fletcher Henderson's Orch. -

Smithsonian
4) Bessie Smith "The World's Greatest

Blues Singer" - Col. GP33
5) Jelly Roll Morton "The Red Hot

Peppers 1926-27" RCA B&W 731-059

The Hot 5 because the music is there, 
easily accessible, not requiring a tut
ored ear. Muggsy because of the bite of 
the band, Muggsy's horn, and faultless 
performances of historic tunes. Henderson 
because of the great sidemen and swinging 
big band sound. Bessie because a newcomer 
should learn about blues from the best. 
Jelly because jazz is also fun.

Let's have your lists.
v

We'd been meaning for some time to
acknowledge receipt from Carl Johnson,
Acting Curator of the Whiteman Coll
ection at Williams College of a highly 
useful and interesting booklet: "Paul 
Whiteman: A Chronology."

Right from the git-go, one thing I 
like about the booklet is it’s basic 
premise: "...The relationship between 
Whiteman and Jazz was tenuous. The 
title he richly deserved and never 
received during his lifetime was 'King 
of Entertainment Music". On that levex 
he had no equals."

With that in the Preface to assure a 
certain basic mood of reality, Johnson 
has put together a very useful booklet, 
which illuminates a large portion of the 
music scene in the ’20"s. We’re grateful 
for having received it.

w
We're happy to turn over the front 
page of_this month's issue almost in 
its entirety to our new President,
Dick Baker. It's not that we are 
overawed by rank - although note if 
you will the dizzying heights which 
this former TR editor has reached!
Enough to make a current editor think 
of staging a coup.

—  T C m



T R  S e e s  t o
(3d. Note: In the great days of TR -
during the editorship of Ai Webber - 
an excellent device was used to re
view jazz performances. Instead of 
one reviewer, several were used. This 
worked so well on one notable occasion 
that Al had to resign as editor. Seems 
most of his reviewers panned the 
Preservation Hall JB. I should be so 
lucky! In any event, it seemed that 
1 2th Manassas (or l4th if you include 
a couple of sanguinary bashes north of 
town a century ago) would be a good 
subject for the gang-up technique. TC)
OF MAXINE, PUG, AND GUYS WHO BLOW HORNS

As a newcomer, I approached Fat Cat's 
Saturday bash at the Hayloft with some 
fears. A few have charged that this is 
the way Fat Cat gets to play kazoo with 
the famous, and not much really happens.

WRONG!
This session of 1 2th Manassas, the 

only one I could get to, was a triumph, 
with some unforgetable jazz. Right from 
the git-go we were in good hands with 
Clyde Bernhardt's band, which included 
alto-ipan George James (he is said to dig 
Trumbauer - maybe, but he used a Hodges 
tone at Manassas) and drummer Tommy 
Benford (A mid-40's article I was reading 
recently called him ageless. 30 ageless 
years have passed since then). Franc Wil
liams' Harlem 3 0's style tpt was fine, 
and Dill Jones on piano was right at home.

After them, the day's high point. Max
ine Sullivan, graying and wispy in a 
black jumpsuit, sang "Wrap Your Troubles 
In Dreams", "As Long As I Live," "Just 
One of Those Things," and more accomp
anied bv a band which included John Eaton, 
Country Thomas, and - bad choice - 
Eddie Phyfe. (Phyfe's a helluva drum
mer, but not in back of Maxine. Far 
too activist.) Country on tenor and 
pianist Eaton played lovely stuff.

Not to be considered in the same class 
as Sullivan, another lady performed well. 
Pug Horton came on stage with Bob 
Wilber, and perhaps incautiously let 
him introduce her by inviting a comp
arison with the great Ivie Anderson.
That's bravery!

Pug won't make anyone forget Ivie, 
but she sang Rocks in my Bed very well 
while Wilber noodled around on alto. Her 
next was a Wilber original called Dream
ing Butterfly - a fragile lovely tune of 
genre often called haunting. Then, Pug 

did bite off more than she could chew. She 
tried Bessie Smith’s "There'll Be a Hot 
Time in the Old Town Tonight." You can't 
call it a disaster - or at least it was 
a likeable disaster. Benford, on drums for

12t h M a n a s s a s
the set, sat there with a beatific smile 
throwing bombs, and the words and pacing 
were right. But the con brio performance 
of Bessie's was missing. It just didn't 
happen. Hell, it couldn't happen. You 
can't fault a young singer for not equal
ing Bessie. But it was fun, anyway.

There were other great moments during 
the afternoon. Larry Eanet played dist
inguished piano in a pick up band behind 
Dave Wilbom. Soprano Summit was nothing 
short of magnificent in a performance of 
Bechet's Stackolee Blues with first Wilber, 
then Grosz, and Davem playing fine gut- 
bucket blues solos.

Thb great disappointment of the day 
was Billy Butterfield, who just could 
not get his stuff together. Only on 
Stardust did a glimpse of the old 
Butterfield come through, but it was 
blotted out by bad phrasing and some 
highly damaging clinkers. Too bad.

All told, thovigh, Saturday at the 
Hayloft was impressive - a day to be 
treasured. Fat Cat earned the gratitude 
of every jazz lover. And Fat Cat, 
honest - after that, I wouldn’t have 
cared too much if you had played the 
kazoo once or twice. (Just don't 
get any ideas!)

-- Jazzbo Brown from Columbia Town
FIRST TIME OUT
Saturday Afternoon...It was going to be 
a big day for me. Wasn't Billy Butter
field going to be there? Soprano Summit? 
Maxine Sullivan? Dick Wellstood would 
play piano and so would my teacher, John 
Eaton -- John's a gas - a quality jazz 
player. The trouble at first was that 
Mamie and I couldn't find it. We drove 
and drove. It seemed like hell might, 
in fact, freeze over; or maybe I was 
just nervous.

When we walked through the double 
doors of the Hayloft I, was instantly 
mesmerized by the soft plaintive sounds 
of Kenny Davern and Bobby Wilber playing 
together - what congruence! My eyes 
watered instantly. We existed in a 
different time and place - a place where 
only music like this can take you.

After Wellstood played the crowd gave 
him an ovation which he acknowledged, 
saying "I wasn’t so good." The fans 
thought differently.Eaton got to play 
Struttin' With Some Barbecue again this 
year and he probably loved it all over 
again. Other musicians played on and 
on. A lot of it sounded good to me.

Finally it was time - 7 P® at the 
upstairs Elks Lodge. I turned around on 
the piano bench and looked at the band. 
There was Bob Thulman on clarinet - good



M a n a s s a s  ( c e n t . )
old Bob! The rhythm section in Fat Cat's 
Manassas Festival Jazzers always makes 
me feel secure; John Wbod - bass, and 
Gil Brown - drums. Glen Sullivan (tbn) 
was ready to go. Then Joe Shepherd (tpt) 
gave me the nod and I hit the first Eb 
6th chord -- "I'll Be a Friend With 
Pleasure." John Panama True
MEMORIES OF MANASSAS
Great jazz, tuneful songs, fun, fellow
ship, tasty food and ample drinks. Who 
could ask for more? This is our melange 
of impressions and memories after 3 days 
and nights at the 1 2th Manassas jazzfest. 
Johnson "Fat Cat" McRee had 5 organized 
bands, 59 star instrumentalists and 6 
famous vocalists from many states to 
entertain 375 fans in 5 different halls 
on Dec. 2-5. The festival honored Sid
ney Bechet and was staged in his memory. 
Two of the stars were Frenchmen who had 
been Bechet's pupils after he moved to 
France. They were Jacques Kerrien, sop. 
sax, and Gerard Badini, tnr/clt. In 
addition, Soprano Summit played each 
PM, consisting of Kenny Davern, sop sax/ 
clt, Bob Wilber, clt/saxes, Marty Grosz, 
gtr, and rhythm section. These groups 
played many songs written by or assoc
iated with the legendary Bechet.Their 
tune that brough tears, gasps, and a 
standing ovation, however, was Song of 
Songs.

Another highlight of a different 
sort was what came to be called "Kazoo 
Summit". Unknown to Fat Cat, Tom Saun
ders had bought four kazoos for the 
entire front line, so when the impres
ario started his kazoo solo on Clarinet 
Marmalade, the others challenged him 
and a hilarious kazoo battle ensued. Fat 
Cat said he didn't realize how good he 
was until he heard those kazoo players.

Bands that performed during most of 
the concerts were the Condon-ish Salt 
City 6 from Rochester, N.Y., led by Jack 
Maheu; Clyde Bernhardt's Harlem Blues 
and Jazz Band; and Fat Cat's local Fest
ival Jazzers. The Harlem band was com
posed mostly of elderly Black, musicians, 
formerly with many of the great bands.
They brought a plaintiveand nostalgic 
aura which strengthened the concerts 
considerably.

Maxine Sullivan, the queen of song, got 
standing ovations for her singing of Just 
One of Those Things and Loch Lomond. And 
the elegant belter, Natalie Lamb, brought 
us to our feet with her Cake Walking 
Babies. Everyone seemed to love Dave 
Wilborn's vocals, and the humourous style 
of the vocalist with the Salt City 6 , 
trombonist Will Alger.

National jazz stars who appeared with 
various groupings included Charlie Borne- 
mann, tbn; Billy Butterfield, tpt; John 
Eaton, po; Herman Foretich, clt; Wally 
Gamer, clt; Tommy Gwaltney, clt; John 
Thomas, tpt; Warren Vach§, tpt; and 
Dick Wellstood, po. Local musicans who 
delivered good performances included;
Gil Brown, dr; Larry Eanet, po; Steve 
Novasel, bass; Van Perry, bass; Eddie 
Phyfe, dr; Bill Reichenbach, dr; Joe 
Shepherd, tpt; Glen Sullivan, tbn; Country 
Thomas, reeds; Skip Tomlinson, dr; John 
True, po; and John Wood , bass. An inter
esting star was Clive Wilson, tpt, an 
Englishman who has migrated to New Or
leans.

All these musicians gave us four great 
shows Friday night, 9 sets Saturday 
afternoon, and 9 sets Saturday evening, 
ending at 2;50 am. Then, Sunday afternoon, 
12 rousing sets ending with four trumpets 
jamming with a band on C-Jam Blues. 
Washington jazz fans who did not 
catch this missed a good one.

-- Harold Gray a m

Old town Alexandria's II Porto Ristor- 
ante, which gave us Johnny Maddox most of 
last summer, is bringing in another top 
keyboard performer, Detroit’s Bob Milne.
A master player and coposer in ragtime, 
stride, and boogie woogie styles, Milne 
has been a featured performer at the 
annual St. Louis Ragtime Festival for 
several years, as well as being a big 
hit at the Ragtime Society's Bash, an 
annual (Oct.) convention of many of the 
best pickers in No. America. His virtu
osity and range are reminiscent of such 
as Don Ewell and Ralph Sutton. Milne will 
play for about two months starting Jan.
3» 11 Porto Ristorante is at 12 1 King St.

m m
W i n d j a m m e r  S i n k s

The Windjammer gig is dead. The Sunday 
night series was cancelled out in early 
December by Marriott Twin Bridges off
icials who decided a piano bar would be 
more productive on Sunday evenings henceforth.

The gig, which for the better part 
ol four years has served as a showcase 
for^PRJC bands, seems permanently dead, 
unlike a period two or three years ago 
when the club and Marriott management 
reached a temporary parting of the ways.

The Marriott pointed to the limited 
capacity of the room as a reason for 
the cancelation, pointing out that - 
even when filled - it could not pay the 
freight for a 7 piece band. Too often, 
the room was considerably less than full.



C h a p t e r  9 of  S t u a r t  A r

Bucklin Moon, in his article "Louis 
and the Blues" in the Record Changer 
of Sept., 1953» says! "There is no 
doubt that there is in (the blues) a 
strong condemnation of the ruling 
caste which could never be spoken to 
a white man's face." Then he goes on 
to point out that on the surface there 
was sadness, overlaying militant 
protest and "hope for a better tomor
row."

Although Moon was here referring to 
the blues, his metaphor of sadness 
overlaying protest can be applied with 
equal validity to jazz in general de
spite the dialectical transformations 
which it undergoes from time to time 
as a result of political and social 
upheavals, internal explosive stres
ses, and exigencies of the market 
place.

But sadness can turn into nostalgia 
and seep down into and weaken protest, 
rendering "hope for a better tomorrow" 
a wistful lament for chances missed.
And I think that is what happened to 
Lester Young's message much too early 
in his career, whereas with Hawkins 
the sadness and the protest were united 
in one strong current - a fresh, turb
ulent flood flowing into a shining sea.

But although I was aware of these 
things as one can see in my remarks in 
Chapter 3 where I speak of the "glorious 
bloody struggle of the Black people... 
distilled through Hawkins' genius..." 
they were not the immediate basis for 
my rejection of Lester's style. The fact 
was that I didn't feel it. His beat, 
based less on accent than on a judicious 
distribution of notes, was not for me.
Nor did I hanker to ape his narrow sound, 
which some wag characterized as "the tone 
that came with the horn." Finally, Les
ter's general way of playing, except on 
some of the early Basie and Kansas City 
records, seemed bland, lacking that verve 
that was almost always characteristic of 
Hawk's work.

By 1 9 3 7 Lester's new style had appar
ently stormed the field. But in 1939. 
after 5 years in Europe - stretching a 
6-month leave of absence from the Hender
son band - Coleman Hawkins came back to 
this country and struck a giant blow for 
the other way with his record of Body and 
Soull. The full impact of that master
piece didn't hit me until I had been with 
Tony Pastor a few months. After that came 
The Shiek-1 and later, Rocky Comfort2 
recorded with Hawk's own band in Aug. 
19^0. It is interesting to compare Hawk' 
relatively long solo on that record with 
mine on March of the Marines, recorded

d e r  s o n ’ s S w i n g  E r a  M e m o i r

later. Not surprisingly the basic ideas 
are the same except that I played them 
my way and squeezed them into that 32 
bars I have referred to previously.

While I was with Pastor at the Lincoln 
Hotel an incident occurred that I will 
never forget. We were In the middle of 
an arduous rehearsal when Tony called 
out the Flagwaver. I was thinking "is he 
nuts? We know that thing backwards," when 
he whispered in my ears "Hawkins and Benny 
Carter are out there," pointing to a pair 
of silhouettes at the back of the dark
ened room. We played the Flagwaver and in 
spite of my panic I got through my solo 
pretty well. (I can't remember if I stood 
up to play it) Tony had a few words with
the shadows - after which they dis
appeared - and came back and told me,
"Stu, they liked it a lot." Pastor_had 
trouble with my ego for quite a while 
after that.

The Pastor band was in the eye of the 
Hawkins/Young hurricane, possibly because 
Tony leaned slightly toward Hawk. My big 
trouble didn't come until later - after I 
had played with Jan Savitt and Johnny 
Long. Savitt, a meticulous musician, 
didn't care. He only wanted you to play 
your best. Johnny Long, on the other 
hand, was one of those fellows who didn't 
know much about music but he knew what 
he liked. So far as he was concerned 
Coleman Hawkins and Lester Young could 
have been proprietors of rival hay and 
feed stores in Pumpkin Center, So. Dak. 
(Yes, there is a Pumpkin Center, So. Dak.) 
Any resemblance between those two viol
inists - Savitt and Long - was negligible. 
Savitt came from the Philadelphia Orch
estra, while Long (so far as I've been 
able to ascertain) sprang from a long 
line of North Carolina country fiddlers.
He played the violin left-handed on 
account of a pig bit his right hand when 
he was a kid. Remarkable the trouble some 
of those leaders had with pigs.
1) Body~and Souls A Jazz Autobiography - 
Coleman Hawkins. Victor LPV-501. This 
album contains the original track of Body 
and Soul, as well as the Shiek and One 
Hour. Mistake* Ben Webster played Early 
Session Hop - not Hawk. It's great, though. 
An important album.
2 ) Coleman Hawkins recordings 1930-19^1* 
Col. 6 82 2 7. 2 records. Hawk takes a detour 
on 0 1' Pappy that must have driven Good
man loco. b h

For jazz -- 5 7 3-TRAD



P i a n o s  I H a v e  K n o w n  - a n d  Ha t e d
In the early 50's, the Stuyvesant Casino 
in NY featured very good traditional 
jazz on Friday nights. Among the piano 
greats there were James P. Johnson,
Elmer Schoebel, Claude Hopkins, Joe 
Sullivan, and Knocky Parker - the latter 
a professor of English and a Jelly Roll 
and Ragtime virtuoso.

The only trouble was the pianos were 
absolutely terrible. Old, cheap uprigts - 
$10 jobs. One Friday near the end of a 
session, Knocky reached inside one of 
those insolent boxes, tore out several 
handsful of hammers, hurled them to the 
floor, and announced: "No one will ever 
have to play this sonofabitch again."

This came close to happening again 
one night at a military radar install
ation near Warrenton, Va., several years 
ago when I was playing with a band 
before a small crowd of very bored non- 
coms. The upright was atrocious. It was 
sort of in tune, that is, if I hit only 
the octave notes, they sounded reason
ably in pitch. But chords produced sounds 
so eerie that I had to look to see if I 
was playing the right notes.

Some of the black keys were level with 
the white ones - broken off. Some notes 
didn't work. Others wouldn't stop when 
I was through playing them. Later on, the 
ivory started coming off some of the keys 
eventually giving me a splinter.

What was worse, Don Ewell was there.
He had been staying with a member of the 
band while playing at Blues Alley and 
had come along after his last night for 
lack of anything better to do. Don gin-- 
erly approached the fiendish contraption 
after my first set, struck a few chords, 
gave the wicked thing a long'and threat
ening look, but finally retreated, mut
tering various unprintables.

Once I played with a band at Glen 
Echo Park in the old Dodgem pavilion, 
rain pouring down outside. Another 
diabolical upright. It was not only not 
in tune, some of the keys stuck. (It's 
never an obscure key that sticks or won’t 
play. It always seems to be an F or a C 
or a B-flat right in the middle octaves.)

What really hurt was that the piano 
player with the alternating band was 
producing relatively pleasant and coher
ent sounds on that same lousy piano. I 
quickly noted why. He was playing 
extended runs, especially on solos, thus 
the notes that stuck weren't missed so 
much. This calls for excellent technique.
I must play fewer notes - only ones I 
can manage. If the piano rejects one or 
two, I am devastated. I need a good piano.

I played with a band that owned a 
Wurlitzer field piano - a real piano,

heavy as hell. We know, because we had 
to move it occasionally. The lowest note 
on this kind of piano is an F, 8 notes 
higher than the usual bottom note. The 
first time 1" played it on a gig, I got 
excited and tried, with great force, to 
hit a note below that F. It wasn't there
L nT ainf D my,left little finger on the wood, and Pavlov was right. I never tried it again.

I once played an old player piano with 
very narrow keys. It was a fine piano - in 
tune, good action, everything. But at one 
point I half-hit a B-flat and the third 
finger of my right hand slipped between 
the B-flat and the A-flat. When I moved 
bhe rest of the hand, the finger remained 
wedged, I don't; know abouf *the glory of 
victory, but I sure experienced the’agony oi aeieat.

There have been a few times when the 
piano was so awful that it couldn't be 
played, (it's equally distressing when 
there is no piano at all. I have learned 
to be a pest about making sure one is 
available.) I remember one time on the 
Wilson Line's big George Washington boat 
when the piano was barely tolerable to 
start with, and then deteriorated. A rod 
fell out of the bottom, rendering the 
sustaining pedal useless, and I couldn't 
fix it. One by one, various notes fell 
silent. Others started sticking. I fin
ally had to quit playing. I wanted to 
cut out, but it was too far to swim.

I will never forget the PRJC annual 
meeting of some years ago when several 
long faces greeted me as I came in. "Can 
you transpose?" I was asked. Horrified,
I asked "From what to what?" It seems 
the piano was two tones flat. That means 
that any tune in C has to be played in 
D natural - an ungodly key. F tunes go 
to G. G tunes go to a frightening A 
natural. We did all right by avoiding 
at least C and G tunes, but it was a 
sweat!

Spinets are small introverted pianos. 
They are fine for playing alone or with 
a small group like a trio. But put six 
other exuberant musicians next to one 
and you can barely be heard. One time at 
a private party in someone's home the 
host (who owned a spinet) asked me why I 
wasn't taking any solos. I had taken sev
eral. I told him, to be polite, that the 
rhythm section was being featured that 
night as a unit and I recall that he 
fixed me a drink for being unselfish.

Sometimes I wish I had as much gumption 
as Knocky Parker!

-- Gary Wilkinson n e

Hey gang, let's all call the President 
and ask for a bag of peanuts! It’s easy.

573-TRAD



A R e v i e w I s  I t  T r e e  W h a t  T h e y  S a y
The Harlem Hamfats; Ace of Hearts AH77

I'm not putting you on. The subject today, 
kiddies, is a remarkable and little known 
LP available for some years by an extra
ordinary band called - that's'right - The 
Harlem Hamfats.

Despite the name, the Hamfats were a 
lot closer to Lovey Austin's Blues Sere- 
naders than to, let's say, A1 Cooper's 
Savoy Sultans. They merit close atten
tion for their interesting book, ranging 
from blues and stomps to 1 9 3 0's jive - 
and for a number of fine musicians. N.O. 
veteran Herb Morand was leader and trum
pet player and his down home horn is 
easily on a par with such others of his 
generation as Lee Collins, Natty Domin
ique, and Punch Miller. He played dirty, 
gutsy, and lowdown.

The clarinet was something else again. 
Odell Rand swung like mad but had a tone 
that weakened strong men. At Manassas I 
was talking with Clive Wilson, the English 
N.O. horn man who despite his youth is a 
valuable compendium of N.O. history. He 
tells me that Rand was a very small man - 
about 5 feet tall on tiptoes and sens
itive. He played a little E-flat clar
inet not so much because he dug the tone 
but because he didn't want to play a 
clarinet almost as tall as himself. He 
made the tiny piccolo-like instrument 
sound as orthodox as possible, but it 
sometimes sounded more like a kazoo than 
a clarinet. It swung though.

Horace Malcolm was the pianist. The 
liner notes by Brian Rust point to one 
selection - Root Hog or Die - in which 
Malcolm comes off almost like Jelly Roll. 
To me, he more often sounds like such 
impeccable blues men as Josh Altheimer, 
Memphis Slim, or Sammy Price. Which is 
fitting because basically the Hamfats 
were a blues band. "Lets Get Drunk and 
Truck" - an invitation, perhaps, to the 
dance - "What You Gonna Do?", "Southern 
Blues," and "Black Gal You'd Better Use 
Your Head" are flat out South Side blues.

But the Hamfats were versatile. The 
Garbage Man is a very creditable version 
of Luis Russell's Call of the Freaks.
Jam Jamboree, elsewhere known as Gate- 
mouth and Do What Ory Say, swings like 
a street parade. And on Growling Dog, 
Morand uses his horn to portray the 
hippest canine this side of the Boga- 
lusa dog pound.

This isn't very serious music. It is 
for fun. If you're lucky enough to run 
across a copy, pick it up. You'll find 
it good jazz and fine entertainment.

-- Jazzbo Brown from Columbia Town
■ ■

Many events this month for jazz lovers.
A quick look at fashions at the Salty 
Dogs saw many long skirts and a couple 
of people breaking out in 20's style 
shawls - Amber Middleman, looking ever 
so chic in her white turban. Amber, a 
true fan from Baltimore, reports that 
she made special trips to stores to get 
her turbans (she has not one but two] 
only to find them sold when she got 
there. Finally got one at Tyson's Cor
ners, so don't think you’ll pick one 
up at any old tacky shop, ladies! Plus 
most of us (sigh!) won't have that 
foxy lady look that Amber gets so eff
ortlessly .

Drinks for the House. How many times 
has one wanted to utte those deathless 
words...or at least have it said when 
you were thirsty. Tern Bamforth did just 
that the other night at the Bratwurst- 
haus. He’s an engineer, long time member 
of the club, transferred to Louisville, 
but living in Crystal City and here on 
temporary duty. He wants to keep jazz 
alive in the area.

Coincidence of coincidences: his wife 
went on a tour of Italy a month or so 
ago, and who do they see as she stood 
in line with the tour but Charlie La 
Barbera, PRJC Board member and his wife 
Angie, for the same tour. Guess they 
used the same travel agent. Charlie and 
his wife had visited Rome and Naples. 
Charlie’s Italian is so good a Sicilian 
asked him why he was with those tourists.

Moving Renata Monroe moved to Va. 
Beach to nurse at the Naval Hospital 
there; she was often at B'haus and PRJC 
events. Will miss Mary and Bill Bason 
of Drexel Hill, Pa. who attended most 
events -- they've moved to Santa Rosa, 
California.

Manassas Jazz Festival. Sat by Nat
alie Lamb for a few minutes at the fest
ival; she was great, as were many others. 
Some very clean-living types sat across 
from us. How long since you brought 
apples and oranges plus a far of bubbles 
to blow at exciting times? Some really 
nice kids from Groveton HS who took 
notes and titles of all the songs and 
got many autographs from the artists.
They were there because their history 
teacher, Mr. Hupart, was sick and 
couldn't be there (the notes were for 
him) -- he plays jazz as they come to 
class. Their favorite band is the New 
Sunshine but they love all the music.

Nostalgia Dent. Attended the Fed Jazz 
Commission night at the Marriott. Sad to 
think there won't be a jazzband there 
every Sunday. The band was recording, so 
hope the record turns out - going to miss 
that popcorn and the lights of the planes 
flying over the Potomac. -- Mary Doyle*



T h e  T R
J o  7 i b y  t h e  Z . u i d e r  Z e e  

(Ed. Notes Herewith the second of two 
reports by Sid Levy on the state of 
traditional jazz abroad - this one on 
Holland.)
Joseph Lam has his own jazz band and his 
own nightclub in Amsterdam, and he doesn't 
even exist. Dick Spieker, leader of the 
Lam band and a left-handed trumpeter who 
plays much in the Hackett mode, explained 
it all one evening in the Bamboo Bar on 
Leitsepleine, where his group works when 
it's not at its own club. "It's a sort 
of nickname," said he; "Joseph Lam is a 
mythical character, a sort of town drunk., 
a comical figure." Good ol' Joe Blow, 
you might say.

That’s not the way the band comes on.
It swings. Spieker has molded his group 
(the usual banjo-tuba 7-piece lineup, with 
a clarinet man doubling on alto and 
soprano) Into a hard-driving band that 
cleaves to the middle of the traditional 
road. We heard them do Someday Sweetheart, 
Louisiana, Runnin' Wild, New Baby, and 
others of similar vintage in a style that 
would do the old Condon mob credit. Maybe 
not so polished, but full of the same 
high spirits.

High spirits. One of them is "young 
Genever," Dutch dry gin which is trad
itionally consumed, boiler-maker style, 
with a beer on the side. That's the main 
bill-of-fare at the Joseph Lam Jazz Club, 
a refurbished old warehouse on the edge 
of the port district not fab from down
town Amsterdam. It's open for a 3-Jay 
weekend each week and features visiting 
bands as well as Spieker’s group -- some 
from abroad. Wall posters name some of 
them* The Dixie Machine; Victoria JB;
Anno 1929; Jazzband Ball Ork; Revival JB; 
Sidewalk Hot Jazz; The Charleston 7; The 
Peat Town JB; and several others.

Holland has perhaps 15 or so good 
trad bands, and Amsterdam has its own jazz 
club which publishes a regular bulletin 
on who’s playing where. It's president is 
Paul Habraken, tuba player with the J. Lam 
bunch, a government-employed social 
worker, he says American-style jazz came 
over long before the Marshall Plan and has 
made many a convert. Our own observation 
is that Dutch musicians learned their 
jazz, come to think of it, the way the 
rest of us did - by listening.

American jazz records are available 
in most record shops and collectors in 
Holland (and many other European 
countries) have libraries that would turn 
many of us green with envy. American 
jazz musicians are respected if not 
revered; a surprising number live in 
Holland and other Continental cities. 
There’s jazz on the radio - admittedly

O v e r s e a s  D e s k
occupying a minority position vs. rock 
and pop. But that's true of the U.S.

We thought we detected in the bands 
we heard a kind of, well, innocence 
that added charm and enthusiasm where 
polish may have been lacking. Not that 
these aren't competent players; most 
would be welcome in any PRJC band. But 
where some of us occasionally may react 
jadedly to the warhorses in our reper
toire, the Dutch musicians belted them 
out as though they had just discovered 
them. It’s an infectious kind of joy 
and it helps freshen many a jaded jazz 
flower.

Amsterdam is a bit like New York in 
more than one way. Not only is it huge, 
cosmopolitan, a port town with action 
at all hours, but you can also find any 
kind of jazz you want. 'We thought to 
escape this bigtown feeling with an 
expedition to the tiny fishing port 
of Enkhuizen on the Zuider Zee. And 
what did the poster in the railroad 
station say? "Coming next week, Pape 
Bue and his Viking Jazzband, with the 
Freetime Old Dixie Jazzband of Enk
huizen." —  Sid Levy ^ m
R i f f s  t o a. G r e c i a n  U r n

I recently spent 3 weeks in a small 
town (Klfisia) just outside Athens, 
Greece. My business there allowed me 
time to scout the music scene. Was there 
jazz in Greece - maybe even traditional 
jazz? After all, it has permeated 
everywhere in the world, I had heard.
I combed Athens - I spoke to American 
Embassy people - I followed leads from 
taxi drivers. After all this I am 
prepared to write a short article on 
jazz in Greece:

There ain’t none.
Amazing! Maybe PRJC could start a 

mission. Fatcat as a jazz missionary? 
Possible, but perhaps my mind was going.

There is jazz to be heard in Greece, 
over both VOA and BBC broadcasts, and 
it has had some effect on local music
ians. I heard an alto man in Athens run 
some changes on Autumn Leaves that were 
jazz-like and coherent.

Each morning I walked the 5 miles to 
a neighboring village to practice on the 
closest piano I could find. So, from 9 
to 10*30 each morning in Kefalari, Greece 
you could hear the strains of Sweet 
Substitute and Blues My Naughty Sweetie 
Gave to Me issuing forth from the game 
room of the Pentilikon Hotel. I drew 
nothing but flies - but then, maybe that 
urn in the room will store the exper
ience - I know I will never forget it.

-- John "Panama" True m ■
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"The Jazz Band Ball", PRJC’s radio 
show, continues on WPFW (8 9 .3 I'm), and 
January programs include several of 
particular interest to serious jazz 
scholars as well as to more casual 
listeners. The lineups

Jan 1 - Evolution of the Buddy Bolden 
Theme - Don Rouse.

Clarinetist Rouse traces the use of a 
strain of music identified with Bolden - 
"Don't Go Away Nobody" - through the 
subsequent history of U.S. popular music. 

Jan 8 - The Pop Tune in Jazz, Hot 
Dance, and Hokum - Carl Scheele 

The performers run the gamut from Flet
cher Henderson to the Hoosier Hot Shots 
by way of Fats, Goodman, and Venuti.

Jan 15 - Irving Fazola and Benny 
Goodman - Mac MeGown 

McGown takes a close look at two of 
his own particular heros,

Jan 22 - Two-beat jazz to turn you on - 
Roy Hostetter 

A grab bag of sounds from Bunk Johnson 
to Bud Freeman.
Jan 29 - Bill Handy and his Friends - 

Jim Lyons.
The life and times of William Christ
opher Handy - a tribute to a man who 
enriched our musical heritage, n m

With announcement of the Queen City 
JB set for the Marriott on Friday, Feb.
3, the 1978 PRJC calendar of special 
events will get off to a rousing start.

The Queen City band, playing it's 
second gig here in as many years, is a 
crowd-pleasing group with a forthright 
front line including the incredible Alan 
Frederickson on trombone. With Fred- 
erickson, the audience gets two for the 
price of one - an excellent trombonist 
and a truly funny master of ceremonies.

The Queen City Jazzband, a regular 
for the past several years on the summer 
festival circuit is at home in Larimer 
Square in Denver.

The Feb. 3 concert will take place 
at^the Commonwealth Room in the Marriott 
Twin Bridges, and will run from 9 pm 
to 1 am. Creatures of habit are warned 
to take notice that Feb. 3 is a Friday - 
not the Saturday which has become the 
familiar time for PRJC specials.

Other specials set for the months ahead include:
March 11 - the annual Bix Birthday 

Party with the Bix Beiderbecke Memorial JBt 
April 2 - The Happy Jazz Band from San Antonio, Texas. - .

NEW J E R S E Y  JAZZ SOCIETY
PROUDLY ANNOUNCES

STRIDES II
OUR SECOND ANNUAL JAZZ WEEKEND 

March 31 -  April 1-2,1978

O N C E  A G A IN  W E  H A V E  M A D E  A R R A N G E M E N T S  W IT H  P L A Y B O Y  R E S O R T &  C O U N T R Y  
C L U B  IN M c A F E E , N .J . ,  T O  A S S E M B L E  T H E  V E R Y  B E S T  O F T O D A Y S  J A Z Z M E N  FOR Y O U R  

P LE A S U R E . HERE A R E  T H E  M U S IC IA N S  Y O U  W IL L  H E A R :

Trumpet: Reeds: Trombone: Piano: Drums: Bass: Guitar: Vocals:
Peewee
Erwin

Kenny
Davern

George
Masso

Dave
McKenna

Cliff
Leeman

Slam
Stewart

Bucky
Pizzarelli

Helen
Humes

Ruby
Braff

Bob
Wilber

Eddie
Hubble

John
Bunch

Bobby
Rosengarden

George
Duvivier

Marty
Grosz

Warren
Vache

Zoot
Sims
Flip
Phillips

Carl
Fontana

Dick
Hyman

Connie
Kay

Michael
Moore

T h e  p a c k a g e  in c lu d e s  tw o  n ig h ts ' lo d g in g , fo u r  m ea ls  o f  y o u r  c h o ic e  (d in n e r o n  F rida y  -  b ru n c h  
a nd  d in n e r on  S a tu rd a y  -  B ru n c h  o n  S u n d a y ) a nd  3  h u g e  sess ions  o f m u s ic :

Friday Night: 9:00 P.M. - 2:00 A.M.
Saturday Afternoon: 1:00 P.M. 5:30 P.M.
Saturday Night: 9:30 P.M. - 2:00 A.M.

D e sp ite  r is ing  c o s ts  e v e ry w h e re , w e  h ave  m a n a g e d  to  h o ld  th e  line  a t las t y e a r 's  p rices:

$260 Double $164 Single

In c lu d e d  a re  a ll ta x e s  a nd  g ra tu it ie s  p lus  use o f  a ll fa c ilit ie s  (g o lf, in d o o r te n n is , s w im m in g , e tc .)
S o m e  a t e x tra  co s t.

For O u t-o f-S ta te rs , th e re  is s h u tt le  se rv ice  f ro m  N e w a rk  A irp o r t  a t n o o n , 4 :0 0  P M  a nd  8 :00  P M  
$10 .00  O N E  W A Y

Y o u  can  assure  y o u rs e lf  a p la ce  a t S T R ID E S  II b y  f illin g  o u t  th e  fo rm  b e lo w . A  $50 n on  re fu n d  
a b le  d e p o s it  is re q u ire d  a nd  w e  a lso  ca n  a c c e p t B a n k A m e r ic a rd /V is a  o r A m e ric a n  Express c re d it 

ca rd s .

W e  ca n  n o t  g ua ra n te e  re se rva tio n s  a t P la yb o y  R e so rt a fte r  M a rc h  1.

THIS IS A ONE TIM E AD  
RESERVATIONS LIMITED  

SEND RESERVATION EARLY
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A P r i d e  of
When I took a job in Philadelphia in 
1957 friends were shocked. "Don't go," 
they said. "It's a bad scene. They 
don't bury their dead in Philly; they 
let them walk the streets. Nobody 
knows the difference."

At that time there was little 
clamor for my modest talents, so I 
went anyway. And I can testify on the 
basis of a 10-year sentence served 
there that every gag you ever heard 
about Philadelphia is true.

But I was lucky. Even in Philadel
phia, jazz helped me beat the rap. As 
always it was the key to good friends, 
good times.

Some of my best times in the City of 
Brotherly Love were spent in an antique 
and second hand store on Market St., 
listening to its owner, Luther Haynes, 
talk about jazz piano playing and the 
keyboard greats he had heard and idol
ized as a youngster in Philadelphia 
just after the First World War.

If you refer to Lu as a pianist 
(which he is, and a good one), he is 
apt to gently correct you as he did me 
over the phone not long ago.

"I was a piano plunker," he chuckled. 
"There's a difference between a pianist 
and a plunker. I was a honkytonk plunker, 
a party man, you know."

To Lu, the greatest of them all was 
James P. Johnson. "We knew about Jelly," 
he says. "Jelly was a writer. But every
body veered toward Jimmy Johnson. Every
body. "

Looking back 50-plus years to his 
youth as a self-taught rent party pianist 
in South Philadelphia, Lu sees Johnson's 
early composition "Carolina Shout" as a 
sort of watershed in the East Coast jazz 
world. "You have to remember," he says, 
"that when Jimmy wrote 'Carolina Shout' 
(l9 2l) all the popular music before that 
was ragtime. Everyplace you went here in
Philadelphia or in New York, if it was 
the summertime and the windows were up, 
you would hear 'Carolina Shout.’ It got 
so if you were a piano player and you 
played for a party, you had to play 
'Carolina Shout' or you wouldn't get 
another job."

If James P. was his mentor, Fats 
Waller was Lu's buddy. They met one day 
in 1923. when Lu and Charlie Stewart, 
another Philadelphia plunker, were 
walking down l6th St. and heard the 
sound of piano playing coming from the 
then-new Royal Theater. It was James P. 
Johnson's ablest protege warming up for 
the evening show. Lu and Fats were both 
born in 1905 and saw a lot of each other

P r e j u d i c e s
that year while Fats was taking a Phil
adelphia sabbatical from marital dif
ficulties in New York.

Not long ago, I taped some piano 
stuff for Lu - solos by Fats from the 
20's and Joe Sullivan from a few years 
later. The music brought back memories 
which he put into a letter.

"It (the tape) took me back many 
years," he wrote, "I could hear feet 
shuffling over bare floors over which 
cornmeal had been sprinkled. Fridays and 
Saturday nights were great times in the 
2 0’s. The party was the highlight of the 
week. I used to get off from work at 
1 a.m., walk downtown, have some sea
food, then stop in some of the spots 
where the boys were playing. Luckey 
Roberts at Green's, Fats whereever I 
caught up with him. I could stand out
side and listen to the piano and know 
who was playing.

"In '23 and '25 the piano players of 
the day were Jimmy, Fats, Lucky Roberts, 
Jelly Roll Morton, and Clarence Williams 
who played for Bessie and Mamie Smith 
and Ethel Waters.

"Nobody had much of the world’s goods 
but people were different in those days.
You could walk the streets at 2 or 3 
a.m. with no thought of danger. On hot 
nights people left the front doors and 
windows wide open."

Not everything was wine and roses 
back in those days, Lu is quick to 
point out. Piano plunking in honky- 
tonks left much to be desired. "Most 
of those places you didn't get your 
money, and if you didn't look out, 
you'd get a fight too!" Fishel, Beyer, 
Wilkinson, count your blessings.

-- Al Webber ■ m
Rahsaan Roland Kirk is dead at the age 
of 51. Kirk, a blind reed-man who made 
a high jazz art of playing 3 reeds at 
once had a serious stroke a year ago and 
had never fully recovered.

Much of Kirk’s output was in the jazz 
idiom of Shepp, Mingus, and the Colt- 
ranes. But he could evoke the roots of 
the tradition and did so without the 
condescension of some moderns. He 
worshipped at the Ellington shrine and 
his interpretation of Creole Love Call 
was a lovely fragile thing.

The jazz world doesn’t have enough 
sensitive, gentle, talented people like 
Rahsaan Roland Kirk. His contribution 
was a major one, serving as a reminder 
to modernists of the roots from which 
they came, and to traditionalists of 
the fact that jazz is a broad stream 
with lots of interesting cross-currents. 
Kirk sailed them all with skill, under
standing, and distinction. h r



The Record Changer, October 1944

It is in teresting  to note that the M is- 
sou i, K ansas and T ex as R ailw ay, w hich 
run th rough  Tem ple, T ex as, is one o f 
the ra ilroads w hich run into Sedalia, 
M issouri, and it is in Sedalia  th a t we 
c o n tin u ' the sto ry  of Jo p lin ’s p rogress 
from  last m onth’s R ecord  Changer. 
Sedalia, in the w est central part o f  the 
state, is som ething of a  rail center, the 
som ew hat dim inished cou n te rp art o f  a 
seaport. A lthough  not as cosm opolitan as 
a seaport, a rail cen ter had its tran s ien t 
population w ith time ami m oney to spend, 
and likew ise had its am usem ent spots 
w here m usicians, p a rticu larly  pianists, 
could find ready em ploym ent. In  those 
early  days, befo re  the au tom atic piano 
and the m uch la te r juke  box, a player 
o f ability  would alw ays be welcome 
w herever m usic was in demand, and Jo p 
lin had plenty of ability. Tt is related that 
he had the g if t  o f absolute p itch ; if  a 
chord w ere s tru ck  on a piano in the n ex t 
room, Joplin  could walk into the room 
and duplicate the chord  instantly  and 
correctly .

W hile  playing in a Sedalia  tavern  about 
1897, his com m and of the keyboard and 
his individualistic style o f playing a t 
trac ted  the a tten tion  of the ow ner o f the 
place, who persuaded him that lessons 
at a local m usic studio would be o f bene
fit. W h at benefit Joplin  derived from  the 
lessons does not seem to be a m atte r 
o f record, but by that tim e the musical 
revolution o f the 1890’s was well under 
way, w ith rag tim e com ing into popularity , 
and w ith his racial background, his t ra in 
ing and experience, Joplin  w as peculiarly  
fitted to take advantage  o f the trend  of 
the times, and to become one o f the 
g reatest pioneers in the new  musical 
idiom. W e can be sure that he was play
ing rag tim e in its earliest years, be
cause ju s t as soon as it began to be 
w ritten  and published, he was prepared 
w ith his contributions.

In  1897 o f 1898 he w ent to K ansas City, 
M issouri, and sold his first rag, O riginal 
R ags, to  C arl H offm an. A lthough it was 
his initial rag  com position, O riginal R a g s  
was no feeble first e f fo r t ; it w as a fin
ished piece o f ragtim e, which can be 
classed w ith his best. O riginal R ags  has 
the unique distinction  o f being the only 
Joplin  com position to be a rran g ed  by 
som eone e ls e ; the title  page bears the in 
scription “Picked by Sco tt Joplin, A r 
ranged  by Chas. N. D aniels.” M r. Daniels, 
probably b e tte r know n to  the m usic w orld 
as N eil M oret, was then associated w ith 
C arl H offm an, and w as also a pioneer 
in ‘A m erican popular m usic around  the 
tu rn  o f the century, so the arrangem en t 
o f O riginal R a g s  was in capable hands. 
M r. D aniels him self composed m any popu
la r  num bers du rin g  over fo rty  years o f  
m usical activity , his first his probably 
being H iaw atha, an Indian Interm ezzo,
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which sw ept the country  about 1900, and 
s ta rted  a vogue fo r that type o f music. 
M usic lovers w ere so rry  to hear o f M r. 
D aniels’ death in C alifo rn ia  two or three 
years ago,

(Inciden ta lly , it was O riginal R ags  that 
Je lly  Roll M orton chose to tran sfo rm  into 
Je lly ’s very  d istinctive brand  of N ew  
O rleans m usic fo r the New O rleans 
M em ories album  issued by Genera! 
R ecords.)

In  1899 Joplin  took the step that was 
to have a fa r-reach ing  effect on his 
career, as well as on the destiny of a 
m usic publisher, for it was in that year 
that he contacted John S ta rk  and Son, 
o f Sedalia, who w ere then p reparing  to 
m ove to St. Louis. H e  carried  w ith him 
his m anuscrip ts o f M aple L e a f R ag , 
S u n flo w er S lo w  D rag  (w ritten  w ith 
Scott H ay d en ), and possibly others, 
w hich he displayed to the S tarks, and 
. . . but let them  say a few w o rd s :

"S C O T T  J O P L I N  . . .  left his 
m ark  on A m erican music. W hen  he 
first cam e into our office, some years 
ago, w ith the m anuscrip ts o f M aple 
L e a f  R ag  and S u n flo w er S fa w  D rag  
he had tried  o th er publishers, but had 
failed to sell them . W e quickly dis
cerned their quality, bought them  and 
made a five-year con tract w ith Jo p 
lin to w rite  only fo r our firm. . . . 
W hen we published the M aple L e a f  
it took us one year to sell 400 copies, 
sim ply because people exam ined it 
hastily, and d idn’t find it.”
T he M aple L e a f R a g  was published 

while the S ta rk s  w ere still in Sedalia, 
as w as S w ip sey  C ake W a lk ,  which w as 
w ritten  in collaboration w ith A rth u r  M a r
shall, also a negro. T he black and w hite 
title  page o f the orig inal edition o f the 
M aple L e a f R a g  is a very in teresting  
piece of w ork. T h e  w ords “ M aple L eaf 
R ag ” a re  across the top o f the page, 
slightly  arched and ornam ented  w ith a

m inim um  o f engraved flourishes. T he 
illustra tion  consists o f tw o negro  couples, 
dressed in the fashion o f the day, one 
couple follow ing the o th er in w hat p rob
ably was intended to represent a cake 
walk. Im m ediately below the picture is 
the follow ing :

S E D A L IA , MO.
Published by 

J O H N  S T A R K  & SO N  
Perm ission  to use the above picture kindly 
g ran ted  by the A m erican Tobacco C o , 
M anu fac tu rers  o f O L D  V IR G IN IA  
C H E R O O T S , by whom it is copyrighted.rjaiMawea

ROY  C A R E W
B y  a n d

PVT. D O N  E. FO W LER

L ittle  need be said o f the M aple L ea f. 
I t  is the rag  classic, and any popular 
m usician who isn’t fam ilia r w ith it has 
neglected the best o f all. Published fo rty - 
five years ago, it has lost none o f its 
freshness, and a lthough  the best o f the 
players have dressed it up in different 
styles, they have never im proved upon it. 
T he first pa rt o f M aple L e a f  R ag  is 
unique in s tru c tu re ; no o th er com poser 
ever im itated the form  Joplin  used for 
that parf, a lthough he him self followed 
it in th ree  o th er rag s— T h e Cascades, 
Gladiolus, and S u g a r  Cane.

Shortly  a f te r  publishing M aple L e a f  
R ag  and S w ipsey, John  S ta rk  and Son 
m oved to St. Louis, w here  they estab
lished them selves and began to publish
those superio r rags w hich w ere to b ring  
to them  the designation of “T he Q ass ic  
R ag H ouse.” Soon a f te r  the S ta rk s 
m oved Joplin  follow ed them  to St. Louis, 
w here fo r several y ears he continued to 
compose inspirational rags w hich form ed 
the backbone o f the S ta rk  rag  catalog. 
T h ey  came in a steady stream —Peach- 
erine E asy  W inners, B reeze  F rom  A la 
bama, The  S trenuous L ife ,-  the E nter-  
tam er, T h e  R a g tim e  Dance Song, The  
C hrysanthem um , T h e  Cascades—all good 
and all up to the Jop lin  standard. F rom  
the very first Joplin  seems to have won 
top place as the  rag tim e composer, and 
his preem inence in the field seems to have 
been recognized and acknowledged, fo r 
as early  as 1901 he assum ed the title 
“ K ing  o f the R agtim e W rite rs ,” which 
title  seem ingly never w as challenged. T he 
unique and characteris tic  quality  o f his 
rag tim e com positions put them in a 
class by themselves, and the name “Jo p lin ” 
on a rag  carried  the sam e assurance as 
“ S te rlin g ” did on silver. H is style was 
copied, and rags o f  th a t style w ere called 
“Jo p lin -rag s” ; efforts to im itate  w ere 
m any, w ith vary ing  success—at the 
height o f  their vogue one o f the better 
im itations was P e rcy  W en rich ’s “T he

S m iler—Joplin R ag .”
A lthough ragtim e was accepted prom ptly 

by liberal and progressive m usical sp irits 
in the U nited  S tates, there  alw ays existed  
a m ore o r less snobbish antagonism  to it 
by the h ighbrow s and musical four- 
flushers, w hom  the S ta rk  firm ridiculed 
w ith advertising  dodgers such as the 
fo llo w in g :
A F IE R C E  T R A G E D Y  IN  O N E  A C T  

S c e n e : A  Fashionable T heatre , E n te r 
M rs. V an C lausenberg and p a rty —late, 
o f course.

M r s . V a n  C : “W h a t is the o rchestra  
p laying? It is the g randest th ing  I have 
ever heard. I t  is positively inspiring .” 

Y o u n g  A m e r i c a  (in  the seat behind) : 
“W h y  that is the Cascades by Jop lin .” 

M r s . V a n  C :  “W ell, that is one on me. 
I thought I had heard  all o f the g reat 
m usic, but that is the m ost th rilling  piece 
I have ever heard. I suppose Joplin  is a 
Po le  who was educated in P a r is .”

Y o u n g  A m . : “N o t so you could notice 
it. H e ’s a young N egro  from  T ex arkana , 
and the piece they a re  p laying is a  rag .” 

Sensation— P erturbation— Trepidation— 
and Seven  O ther K inds o f  E m otion.

M r s .  V a n  q  ■_“ * * * • * *  | ({ea< T l i e
very  w ord ragtim e rasps m y finer sen
sibilities. ( R is in g ) I ’m going home and 
I ’ll never come to this thea tre  again. I 
ju s t  can’t stand trash y  m usic.”

The Cascades, published in 1904, is a 
very  fine num ber, and it stood high in the 
estim ation of both the publishers and the 
composer. T he title page o f the first 
edition of 7 he Cascades did not carry  the 
usual inscription “ K ing o f the R agtim e 
W rite rs ,” but it did ca rry  a photograph 
o f Joplin  in an ova! fram e d raw n in the 
center o f the page and surm ounted by a 
crown. Joplin  evidently liked this photo
graph, as it again  appears, som ewhat 
touched up, on the cover o f Euphonic  
Sounds, published by Sem inary  M usic 
Com pany five years later.

T he little  advertis ing  dodgers that the 
S ta rk  fi rm  sent out to announce their 
new num bers and to boost their catalog 
were pearls o f  advertising , as will be 
teen from  the follow ing excerp t from  
one of th e m :

“♦ * * « *  M ark  this— the be
setting  sin is in try in g  to play these 
classics too fa st— there  is noth ing in 
common w ith these inventions and 
the flood of Rags, D rags and Jags 
on the m arket. W e w ant to speak 
here  especially o f  The Sun flow er  
S lo w  D rag; th is piece cam e to light 
du rin g  the high tem pera tu re  o f Scott 
Jop lin ’s courtship, and while he was 
touching the ground  only in the h igh
est places, his geese w ere all swans, 
and M ississippi w a ter tasted like 
honey-dew ; his exuberance made 
M onroe R oscnfeld’s m ost effervescent 
m oods appear but ‘gloomy w eather’***** If ever ||iere was a song



w ithout w ords this is that a rtic le ; 
hold your ear to the ground  while 
som eone plays it, and you can hear 
Sco tt Jo p lin ’s heart beat.* * *”
T he prejudice against ragtim e, and the 

refusal o r inability o f some people to 
play it, the S ta rk s lam pooned w ith a 
carica tu re  o f  a  ‘‘long h a ir” m usician 
kneeling on top o f a piano stool, try ing  
to  play the M aple L ea f, w ith this little  
poem u n d e rn ea th :
O ch H im m el the carpe ts wave up and 

wave down 
U nd der ligh t she go ’round m it a 

schw ing *
* (P ro b ab ly  the  firs t r e fe ren ce  to “ s w in g ” ).

D ot hot razzle dazzle— I can’t find der 
notes

U nd der tim e he gone crazy  by jing  
’R aus m it de r new fangled stuff o f today 
I blays der same biece dot my grand  

v a tte r blay.
In trac in g  the m usical progress o f 

Scott Joplin, as recorded in the m ulti
tudinous files o f the L ib ra ry  o f Congress, 
there  was found in the records fo r 1903 
the fo llo w in g :

Class C x x  42461, Feb. 18, 1903. A 
G U E S T  O F  H O N O R , a rag tim e 
opera, w ritten  and composed by Scott
Joplin , published by John S ta rk  and 
Son.

I t  can well be im agined that the d is
covery o f such an unexpected n a tu re  
aroused keen interest, and a check of the 
stacks was requested a t once. A search  
revealed that several num bers w ere m is
sing a t num ber 42461. A gain the records 
w ere checked, and there  was found 
ano ther entry, dated two years later, 
sta tin g  that no copies o f A  Guest o f  
H o n o r  had ever been received. A n inquiry  
addressed to M r. W illiam  P . S ta rk  in St. 
Louis b rough t the in fo rm ation  th a t while 
A  G uest o f  H onor  had some p re tty  good 
music, the sto ry  and lyrics w ere weak, 
and it was never published. A pparently  
this ragtim e opera is lost, which is too 
bad, since it would be very in te resting  
to com pare the early  e ffort w ith T ree - 
m onisha, the rag tim e opera  w hich Joplin  
him self published in 1911.

W hile Joplin  was tu rn ing  over to  John 
S ta rk  and Son one good rag  a f te r  
another, he was able to place several very

food rags w ith o ther p u b lish e rs : Palm  
.euf w ith  V icto r K rem er, T h e  Sycam ore  

and Eugenia  w ith W ill R ossiter, W eeping  
W illo w  and Som eth ing  D oing  w ith Val 
A. Reis M usic Company, and the Favorite  
w ith  A. W . P e rry  Sons M usic Company. 
H e composed the music to several songs, 
and w rote  a couple o f waltzes. O ne of 
the songs. L ittle  B lack Baby, is in te res t
ing in that it seems to be the only com 
position by Joplin  in which he drew  on 
another tune fo r m a te ria l; the w ords to 
L ittle  B lack Baby  w ere by Louise A rm 
stro n g  Bristol, and the m elody is strongly

rem iniscent of Jop lin ’s R agtim e Dance 
( so n g ) . T h ere  is ano ther in teresting  
feature  about L ittle  B lack B aby— it is 
the only published num ber composed by 
Joplin  that does not carry  his nam e on 
the title  page.

T he well m erited success th a t cam e to 
John  S ta rk  and Son in St. Louis pointed 
the w ay to g rea ter fields— N ew  Y ork 
beckoned. In spite o f g rea t efforts a t 
im itating, T in  Pan Alley had produced 
nothing in rag tim e com position to  com 
pare w ith the S ta rk  num bers, so it ap 
peared that an opportun ity  was in the 
E ast. In  1904 M r. John  S ta rk  went to 
N ew  Y ork  and opened an office a t 127 
East 23rd S treet, and once again  Scott 
Joplin  soon followed his publisher. W e 
do not know how m uch success, m easured 
in do llars and cents, came to John S ta rk  
and Son in N ew  Y ork, but some good 
Joplin  rag s w ere published—H eliotrope  
B ouquet, w ritten  with Louis Chauvin, 
T he N onpareil, F ig L e a f  and others.

The Record Changer 
January 19^5

by Bill Riddle

R ID  O R Y ’S C R E O L E  JA Z Z  B A N D . 
M utt C arey ( tru m p e t), Kid O ry  ( tro m 
bone), O m er Sim eon (c la rin e t) , B uster 
W ilson (p ian o ), Bud Scott (g u ita r ) ,  Ed 
G arland  (b a ss ) , A lton R edd (d ru m s) .

C r e s c e n t  1 
Creole Song  /S o u th  

C r e s c e n t  2
Get O ut o f  H e re /B lu e s  fo r  J im m y

F o r those who are in terested  in N ew  
O rleans jazz  as it was played in the old 
days these records a re  the answ er to a 
prayer. T he personnel consists entirely  
o f men who play in this style and the 
group  is led by a m usician who has be
come the symbol o f N ew  O rleans jazz, 
K id O ry. These a re  the true  jazz a rtis ts  
and they have gone too long unrecorded. 
T h is is the kind of jazz you hear on the 
now fam ous recordings by K ing O liv er’s 
Creole Jazz  Band and Je lly -R oll M o r
ton’s Red H o t Peppers.

M utt Carev, who has not recorded 
since 1921, plays the perfec t N ew  O rleans 
horn, a  little  like L adnier. a little  like

Bunk. H is lead is economical and d riv 
ing a t fast tempo, and his tone in the 
blues becomes w arm  and soft. O ry  is 
still the w orld’s g reatest jazz trom bonist. 
No w ords o f praise can be too high fo r 
this veritable g iant o f jazz. Simeon, 
fam ous fo r his w ork  w ith the Red H ot 
Peppers, is still a g reat jazz c larinetist 
though his ensemble style is expressed in 
ra th e r ab rup t phrases in con trast to the 
flowing passages o f  his earlie r days. 
B uster W ilson establishes h im self as a 
firs t-ra te  ensemble pianist, a ra re  thing 
today. H e played on the W est C oast m any 
times w ith his close friend, Jelly-R oll 
M orton, and"M orton ’s influence upon him 
is apparent. G arland plays a m agnificently 
full and heavy bass, rem iniscent o f  John 
L indsey’s early  work. A lton Redd, a New 
O rleans jazzm an who has not recorded 
before, is a pleasant surprise  in iliesc 
days o f  d rum m ers whose sole aim  is ap
parently  to plav so loudly and w ith such 
a display o f “firew orks” as to m ake con
centration upon the o th er perfo rm ers im 
possible. H e  plays very sim ply and with 
a solid regu lar b ea t; his devices o f ac 
centuation : the cow-bell, the wood block, 
and the little  abrup t press rolls, are 
typical o f the best N ew  O rleans d ru m 
mers.

U n fo rtu n ate ly  S co tt’s g u ita r  did not 
record very well but we can fee! his 
pushing ban jo  style rhythm  if we can ’t 
iiear it too clearly. I do not m ean to 
crea te  the im pression that the sides are 
poorly recorded. T he best jazz records 
made in recent years, those cut in N ew  
O rleans, did suffer from  poor recording. 
These do not. Scott m ay have been 
placed a  little  too fa r from  the m icro 
phone, but otherw ise this is a first-ra te  
job o f recording.

The four sides a re  begun w ithout in
troductions and are  played w ith a m in i
mum of solos. Creole Song , which is sub
titled C ’est L ’autre Cancan, is probably 
the best side. T he verse and first chorus 
a re  played ensemble wdth C arey playing 
fine lead. T he m elody is typical o f those 
New- O rleans tunes w hich have been 
brough t to ligh t lately, and C arey  and 
the rest a re  righ t in their na tura l en
vironm ent. A f te r  the in troducto ry  en
semble O ry  sings the verse and chorus 
backed by clarinet and rhythm  playing very 
softly. Follow ing this there is one chorus 
c larinet solo with Sim eon playing much 
as he did in the old M orton days, and 
then O ry  sings the vocal again. C arey 
leads the boys into a superb ensemble 
ride-out to the end of the side. O ry  plays 
th a t same w onderful tail-gate  background 
that he did on the A rm stro n g  H o t Fives 
and the  Red H ot Peppers o f 1926. The 
ensemble sp irit on this side is com parable 
w ith any w hich has ever been recorded.

T his is the first time, to my knowledge, 
the old Bennie M oten num ber. Sou th , has

been done by such a group and the tune 
lends itself readily  to the style. T he first 
chorus is taken ensemble with C arey 
again  playing that beautiful lead, tiien 
breaks a re  taken first by Sim eon then by 
O ry. O ry ’s breaks defy  description. If  
you know the breaks he plays on the 
A rm stro n g  and M orton records, you’ll 
know w hat T mean. A fte r  the breaks 
there is ano ther chorus ensemble, then 
ano ther w ith O rv  playing an old N ew  
O rleans device w hich has never been 
done before on reco rd s; he plays a 
counter-m elody above the ensemble 
th roughout the chorus. B reaks again, this 
tim e by Redd and G arland, and the final 
chorus is played again ' w ith D ry ’s m e
lodious obbligato.

Get Out o f  H ere  and Go On H om e. 
ano ther hereto fo re  unrecorded New O r 
leans tune, is a stom p played fast and
hard—ensemble fo r the first tw o choruses, 
then one chorus solo by clarinet. Sim eon's 
sense o f phrasing  is beautiful and this is 
a  fine solo. W ilson and Redd behind him 
are  a t their best and the fo rm er plays 
am azingly  like Jelly-R oll. M utt, w ith  a 
terrific  sense o f tim ing, takes them  into 
the ensemble again  to the end o f the side. 
O ry  slides around  as only he can. Redd 
and G arland play w onderfu l d riv ing  
rhythm .

B lues fo r  J im m y, so named fo r the 
late Jim m y Noone, is trad itional twelve 
ba r blues. T he first and last choruses are 
played ensemble and the balance o f the 
side consists o f solos by Carey, O ry  and 
Simeon. Sim eon sounds m ore as he did 
on the P au l M ares O kehs o f 1935, sensi
tive and delicate patterns, full o f feeling. 
O ry ’s solo possesses a w arm  mellow tone 
and is played w ith  a characteristica lly  
simple melodic line, C arey plays two 
choruses, one using his hand over the 
bell o f the horn fo r some beautiful effects, 
the o ther w ith a m ute playing phrases 
“answ ered” by Sim eon on clarinet.

I t  is clearly  dem onstrated  on these two 
records that the old school N ew  O rleans 
musicians, who made the best records in 
the golden period o f jazz recording, can 
still play m ore jazz than anyone else in 
the world. M r. N esuhi rsrtegun and M iss 
M arili M orden are  to be congratu la ted  
fo r their courage and c lear vision in pick
ing the men they did fo r this session and 
fo r choosing as “leader” o f the little  
group such a  man as K id O ry, w'hose 
understand ing  o f the music is certain ly  
profound. L et us hope that M r. E rtegun  
and M iss M orden will find it possible to 
give us m any m ore records like these in 
the fu ture.



...NOISES, S O U N D S ,
AND SWEET AIRS 

THAT BRING DELIGHT.
"Here we will sit, and let the sounds 
of music creep in our ears....."

 ____________ - The Merchant of Venice -
■1 m— ■■■■ ■.  —. m r a n     — —    . . .  1 — MMMi WMf c.

HOTLINE FOR JAZZ - 5 7 3-TRAD
Jazz at the Captain's Quarters, Crystal City Howard Johnson^s - Fri. 

8 :30-1 2 :3 0. Alternating each week: The Federal Jazz Commission and 
The Washington Channel JB.

Regular Gigs
Mondays

Federal Jazz Commission 8:30-11:30 Bratwursthaus, Arlington, Va.
Tuesdays

Storyville 7 8:30-11:30 Bratwursthaus, Arlington
Wednesdays

Fat Cat's Manassas Festival Jazzers 8:30-11:30 Bratwursthaus 
(N.B. Wed. Jan 11 PRJC Open Jam at the B'haus - 
musicians needed - especially reeds and rhythm.)

Thursdays
Riverside Ramblers 8:30-11:30 Bratwursthaus 

Fridays
Southern Comfort 8:30-12 Shakey's, Rockville Pike, Rockville, Mad
Jim Riley, Jay Wachter - bjos; Wayne Mules - po. 9-12 Buzzy's, Annapolis

Saturdays
Bay City 7 9-1 "S.S. Nobska" Inner Harbor, Baltimore, Md.

Sundays
Hot Mustard Ragtime Band 7-11 Pierce St. Annex 1 9th & Eye NW, Washington

Other gigs of note
Fri. Jan 6, Fri Feb 3 - lex Wyndham's Red Lion JB Green Room, Hotel DuPont,

Wilmington, Del. (Res. strongly advised)
Fri. Jan. 6 - Va. Shy jam, home of Frank McPherson, 2619 E . Meredith Dr.

Vienna, Va. (938-^+61)
Fri. Jan. 20- D.C.-Md. Shy jam, home of Dave Littlefield, 6809 5th St NW

Washington, D.C. ((723-9527)
Now thru Jan 15 Max Morath "The Ragtime Years" Fords Theatre,

Washington, D.C. For details, box office - 3^7-^833•
FRI. FEB 3 - PRJC MONTHLY SPECIAL - THE QUEEN CITY JAZZBAND - 9-1* MARRIOTT

TWIN BRIDGES MOTEL.
(And remember - "The Jazzband Ball" - PRJC on the air - WPFW-FM 89*3 MHz

Sundays 6-7>30 pm)



W e l c o m e ,  Ne w M e m b e r s !
Geraldine & Thomas Jackson 

Sterling, Va.
John Burney

Greenhelt, Md.
Nancy & John Haran 

Pasadena, Md.
Jerry Allen

Palls Church, V a .
W.K. Hollinger

Arlington,. Va.
Karen R. Toomhs

Annapolis, Md.
Myrtle & Lynn Mattocks 

Jacksonville, N.C.

Ruth T. Braley
Washington, D.C.

Ray J. Gilligan 
Laurel, Md.

Nadia Granzotti (& son) 
Manassas, Va.

Wilma Jean & Kenneth Carr 
Laurel, Md.

Ginnie Garwig 
Arlington, Va.

Joseph Seigle
Philadelphia, Pa.

coming,. The QUEEN CI TY J B -  F R I .  FEB.  3
Marriott Twin Bridges 9-1 
Members $5.00 Nonmembers $7.00

Ted Chandler, Editor 
Tailgate Ramblings 
7160 Talisman Lane 
Columbia, Md. 2104-5

B U L K  R A T E  
U . S .  P O S T A G E  

P A ID
P e rm i t  No .  2 1 6  

W as h in g to n ,  D.C.

Support Tradit ional  JAZZ!


