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The Readers

As of August 25, 1986, the Jazzletter’s readers were:

Michael Abene, John Abbott, Mariano F. Accardi, Harlan
Adamcik, Keith Albano, Howard Alden, Eleanore Aldrich,
Jeff Alexander, Steve Allen, Vernon Alley, Alternate and
Independent Study Program, Bill Angel, Alfred Appel Jr, Ted
Arenson, Bruce R. Armstrong, Jim Armstrong, Tex Arnold,
Kenny Ascher, George Avakian, Heman B. Averill,

Jean Bach, Bob Bain, Charles Baker (Kent State University

¥ gchool of Music), Bill Ballentine, Whitney Balliett, Julius

Banas, Jim Barker, Robert H. Barnes, Charlie Barnet, Shira
Barnett, Jeff Barr, E.M. Barto Jr, Randolph Bean, Jack

Beckerman, Bruce B. Bee, Lori Bell, Malcolm Bell Jr, CarrollJ. .

Bellis MD, Mr and Mrs Mike Benedict, Myron Bennett, Dick
Bentley, Stephen C. Berens MD, Alan Bergman, James L.
Berkowitz, Sheldon L. Berman, Leonard Bernstein, Bill Berry,
Gene Bertoncini, Beverly Hills Library, W.S. Bicknell, Ellen
Birenbaum MD, Prof R.L. Blackmore (Colgate University),
James F. Blewer, Les Block, Norm Blowers, Dick Bock, Charles
E. Bloomquist, Tom Boyles, Harald Bohne, Francy Boland,
David Bondelevitch, Harry Boon (CKKS-FM), Tracy Borst,
Bob Bowers, Jack Bradley, Brad Brakke, John Bransfield,
Leon Breeden (North Texas State Univesity, ret.), Mark C.
Brennan, Teresa Brewer, Bernard Brightman, Richard Brill
MD, Lucy H. Briscoe, British Institute of Jazz Studies, Alan
Broadbent, Judith Broadhurst, Broadmoor Jazz Club, Pope
Brock, Steve Brockway, Peter M. Brooks, C. Robert Brown,
Jim and Mary Brown, John C. Brown, Dave Brubeck, H.M.
Bryant, Ray Bryant, George H. Buck Jr, Larry Bunker, Brian
‘Burke MD, James Butler, Mary Butterill (CAPAC), Dan H.
Byars, Richard P. Byrnes, Norman D. Byron,

John P. Callanan, Jay Cameron, Edgar Cantwell, Dave
Caplan, Frank Capp, Armand Caputi, John F. Carroll, Benny
Carter, Mike Carubia, Oscar Castro-Neves, Diamond
Centofanti, Jules Chaikin, Leland H. Chambers, John K.
Chance, Mrs S. Chapin, Thomas A. Chapman, Emile Charlap,
Ray Charles, Russell B. Chase, Don Chastain, Enrique Vecino
Chavert, L. Blake Cheney, Robert J. Chinello, Cincinnati
Public Library, Homer D. Clark, James A. Clark, Natalie
Clark, Paul Clatworthy, Peter Clayton (BBC), Steve Clover,
Frederic S. Cohen, Robert P. Cohen, Robert. Cohimeyer,
(Belleville East High School), Jim Coleman, James Lincoln
Collier, Joyce Collins, Louise Collins, Howard Colson (BMI),
Tom Colwell, Richard Conger, Arthur L. Connell, Bob
Connolly, Willis Conover (Voice of America), Lin Cook,
Richard Cook, Robert A. Cook, William L. Cook, David
Cooper, Lou Cooper, Owen Cordle, Dale 1. Corning, Jack
Cortner, Diane Cosgrove, John Coulson, Harry Crane, Roger
Crane, Edgar D. Crilly, Bill Crow, Doug Cumming, Bryan
Cumming, ) _

R.H. Dallas, Meredith d’Ambrosio, William R. Damm,
Stanley Dance, George E. Danforth, Lynn Darroch, Arthur

J.R. Davis, Bill Davis, Rusty Dedrick, Buddy DeFranco, Blair
Deiermann, Rene de Knight, Ron Della Chiesa (WGBH),
Louise Dennys, Joe Derise, Vince DeRosa, Roger DeShon,
John Dever, Harvey Diamond, Samuel H. Dibert, Richard
DiCarlo, Gene DiNovi, Victor DiNovi, Chuck Domanico,
Arthur Domaschenz, Mr. and Mrs. Steve Donahue, William E.
Donoghue, Bob Dorough, Ed Dougherty, Hermie Dressel, Len
Dresslar, Kenny Drew, Ray Drummond, R.H. Duffield, Lloyd
L.. Dulbecco, Larry Dunlap, Marilyn Dunlap, Brian Duran,

Eddie Duran, Mike Dutton (KCBX),

Wendell Echols, Harry (Sweets) Edison,-Jim Eigo, Rachel .
Elkind-Tourre, Jack Elliott, Herb EHis, Jim Ellison, Jack
Ellsworth (WLIM), Matt Elmore (KCBX FM), Gene Elzy
(WIJR), Ralph Enriquez, Dewey Erney, Ricardo Estaban, Ray
Eubanks (Capital University Conservatory of Music), Gil
Evans, Prof Tom Everett (Harvard University), )

John K. Fahey, William Falconer, Baldhard G. Falk, L.H.
Farinholt, Art Farmer, Renee Farmer, Robert Farnon, Brian
Farrell, Dick Fazio, Leonard Feather, Sidney Feldstein, Alan "
Fell, John Fell, Bill Ferdinand, Allyn Ferguson, B.A.
Fernaeus, Sidney Fields, Clare Fischer, Truman  Fischer,
Richard Flohil, Med Flory, Gerald Flowers, John Foelimer,
Bill Fogarty, Chuck Folds, John Richard Foy, Charles Frank
(Lakeland Community College Music Dept), Kevin Frank,
Robert Frank, Stuart Frederick, Carol Fredette, lan
Freebairn-Smith, Don Freeman, Walter Friederang, James N.
Friedman, Dave Frishberg, Dave Fulmer, Ernie Furtado,

Fred W. Gagner, Albert J. Gallardo, William Gantt, Ernie
Garside, Daniel K. Gassner, Hal Gaylor, Dick Gehr, Russell
George, Emanuel Gerard, Terry Gibbs, Garnet Gibbon, Gary
Giddins, Anthony C. Gilbert, Mark P. Gill, John Birks
Gillespie, David A. Gilmore, John M. Gilmore, David Gitin,
James E. Glynn Jr, Ken Glancy, Peter Goddard, Bob Godfrey,
Robert Goerner, Ralph Gold MD, Mort Goode, Jerry Gorby,
Bob Gordon, Robert Lee Gordon, William Gottlieb, William
A. Gracie MD, Graphics, Lawrence Grauman Jr, George
Green, Cyra Greene, Sid Gribetz, Gene Gressley, (University of
Wyoming Department of Music), Ralph Grierson, Merv
Griffin, Paul Grosney, Dave Guiney,

Robert Haber, Robert C. Hafenbrack, John Haines, Daniel
W. Hale, Charles M. Hall, Fred Hall, Dr. Gene Hall (Stephen F.
Austin State University), Maurice A. Hall, Jeff Halsey
(Bowling Green State University), H. Robert Hampson, lan
Hanks, Michael Hanlon, Bill Harbach, Jack Harcourt, Joe
Harnell, Richard C. Harpham, Bill Harris, Gene Harris, Roger
W. Harris, James L. Harrison MD, Max Harrison, Don
Hartford, Gayle Hartwig (Wartburg College), Alan Harvey,
Jane Harvey, Jean Hauser, Lester G. Hawkins, James Hay,
Eddie Hazell, John E. Heaney, John Heard, Richard H.
Heilbron, George Heinel, Luther Henderson, Bonnie Herman,
Woody Herman, Mathias C. Hermann, Ruben Nano Herrero,
Bob Hester, Jim Heymann, Charles L. Hiatt, Dale Hibler,
Delores Hicks, Eddie Higgins, Mr. and Mrs. Phillip Hillman,
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Don Hill, Jack Hill, John W. Hillyer, Abby Hoffer, Carl R.
Hogstrom, Morris S. Holbrook, C.J. Holditch, Stanton
Hollingsworth, Andrew Homzy (Concordia University), Mr.
and Mrs. William Hood, Harry Horning, Lawrence Hootkin
MD, Jose Hosiasson, Dr. Leslie Hough, (Archives
Department, Georgia State University), Bob Houlehan,
Dougal W. House, Elliot Horne, Marceil E Howells, John
Howker, Fred Hughes, Bill Hunter, Jack Hunter, Frank
Hunter, Dr. Leonard Hural, Ron Hurston,

Institute of Jazz Studies at Rutgers, Walter looss. Martin
Isherwood, Dale Issenhuth, .

LeeJeske, Ron Jessop, CarlJefferson, Willard Jenkins, J.H.
Johnson, Elizabeth Jones, Ernest Jones, Max Jones, Don
Jordan, Karen Jordan, Bert Joss, Ralph Jungheim.

Allen Kahn MD, Nancy Reed Kantor, Eddie Karam, Lioyd
Kaplan, Harold S. Kaye, Helen Keane, John Keeling, Roger
Kellaway, Gene Kelly, Maurice Kessler, Harry Kiamopoulos,
Edith Kiggen, John Kinyon, Earl L. Kirkman, Alan
Kishbaugh, Art Koenig, Howard Kopet, Raymond Koskie QC,
Catherine Koulouvaris, Irwin Kove, Jackie and Roy Kral,

Jennie Ladd, Mark Ladenson, David Lahm, Fran
Landesman, Michael Lang, Michael A. Lang, Rene Langel,
David Langner, Karen Lanham, Barry Larkin, Bill Larkin,
Julius LaRosa, Dick Latham, Arthur Laubich, John
Lawrence, Stella Lawson, Leon Leavitt, David Lees, Philip
Lees, Gary Le Febvre, Linda R. Lehmann, Dave Leibman.
Michael Leonard, Frank Leone, Julie and Bill Lester, Malcolm
Lester, L.M. Letofsky, Peter Levinson, Bobby Lewis, John
Lewis, Cal Lewiston, Library New South Wales State
Conservatory, John Lissner, Barry Little MD, Ralph
Lodewick, John Lofton, Danie!l Logan, David S. Logan,
Jonathan C. Logan, Mike Longo, Joe Lopes, Charles Lourie,
Mundell Lowe, John S. Lucas, Thomas D. Lucas, Tom Luddy,
Bruce Lundvall, James J. Lynch, Percy S. Lyon,

Mark Macaulay, Gerry Macdonald, John Maclver, Dave
MacKay, John G. MacLeod, David Macmillan, Junior Mance,
Henry Mancini, Johnny Mandel, Roberta Mandel, Joe
Mandra, Mrs Flip Manne, Charles Marohnic (Arizona State
University School of Music), G.E. Marsh, Dick Marx, Paul

Maslansky, James L. Mason, Dan Mather, Phil Mattson,

David Maunsell, Lincoln Mayorga, Bill Mays, Chris McCabe,
Earl R. McCandless, John R. McCandless, Jack McCandless,
Bill McCarty, Mr. and Mrs. George McClellan, Rob
McConnell, Larry McDaniel, Dick McGarvin, Loonis
McGlohon, Bill McGuffie, Clement H. Mclntosh, Jane C.
McKnight, Rod McKuen, Marian McPartland, Hal Meade,
Ray Medford, Charles Menees, Jenny Menna, Ginger Mercer,
Edward N. Meyer, Sheldon Meyer, William P. Mezzetti Jr,
Donald Miller MD, Gene Miller, Larry M. Miller, Peter Miller,
Mills Music Library University of Wisconsin, Dayton S.
Misfeldt, Charles J. Mitchell, Red Mitchell, . Jeff
Monkash MD, Lois K. Moody, Dudley Moore, Buddy Mora,
George W. Morgan, Henry Morgan, Mrs Marty Morgan,
Dado Moroni, Audrey Morris, Ralph R. Morris, Patricia
Morrison, Will Morrison, Nye F. Morton, Henry C. Moski,
Ken Muir, Mr. and Mrs. Henry Moss, Gerry Mulligan, Lyn
Murray, Ray Murphy, Pat Myers, Wilbur Myers,
Ted Nash, Dick Nash, National Public Radio, .

- Henry F. Neighbors, Don Nelson, William F. Nelson,
Anthony Newley, Don Newmark, Michael Newton, Odile A.
Newton, Tony Nield, Chuck Niles, Gene Norman, Yehuda

Norman, Walter Norris, Rodney North,

Oberlin College Library, Larry O’Brien, William
Offenkrantz MD, Robert Offergeld, Claus Ogerman, Kenneth
Ohst, Monte Oliver, Helen O’Connell, Ted O'Reilly (CJRT),
Tim and Georgina O’Rourke, William Orenstein, Tom Owens
(E1 Camino Community College),

Chan Parker, Walter W. Parker, John Parker Jr, Michael
Parks, Ralph Parsons, Jerry Patterson, Lamont Patterson,
Curt Peoples, Robert Perry Jr, Joey Petrovich, Bob Petteruti,
Cedric Phillips, Nat Pierce, Jim Plank, Henry Pleasants,
Ogden Plumb, William Politis, Charles Portney MD, Dr.
Isadore Portnoy, Bill Potts, Mrs Arden Powell, Rodney
Powell, Willard Pratt, Alan N, Press, Roger Price, Jerry Printz,
Gerald E. Proctor, Gene Puerling,

Queensborough Community College,

Mark A. Rabin, Doug Ramsey, Dana Randall, Robert B.
Raverscroft, George Rappaport, Philip Rappaport, Gretcheng -
Ravenscroft, John Reeves, Norm Rehm, David R. Rehmcyer,g
Dean E. Reilly, John L. Renshaw, Michael Renzi, Alvino Rey,
John M. Reynolds, Dave Richardson, Joseph G. Riley,
Sheldon P. Riley, Kathleen Rogers, Terry R. Rogers MD, Peter
G. Rompon, David Ronin, G. Perry Ross, Ric Ross, Jimmy
Rowles, Norbert Ruecker, Pete Rugulo, Howard Rumsey,
Tony Russell,

Ira Sabin, Grover Sales, Bill Salter, John Schreiber, David
Selvin, Richar Schiavi, Lalo Schifrin, Tom Schmidt, John E.
Schneider, Myron C. Schiffer, Bob Schillin, Morris
Schonhorn, Roger Schore, Alain Schremmer, Mary Schwartz,
Alan P. Schultz, Bobby Scott, Tom Scott, David Scrivens, Paul
Seay, Todd Selbert, Richard Seidel, Bud Shank, Hal Shaper,
Arnold Shaw, Artie Shaw, Beverly Shaw, Kathleen T. Shaw,
Peter Shaw, Don Shelton, Seth Shenfield, Sahib Shihab, Gary
M. Shivers (WUNC University of North Carolina), Robert
Shuttleworth, Ben Sidran, Kirk Silsbee, Nathan M. Silverstein,
Robert Silverstein, Matt Simek, Dan Singer (BMI), Josef
Skvorecky, Jack Smalley, Bob Smith, C.R. Smith, Deborah
Smith, Frederic Smith, John Smith, Rob Smith, Susan Smith,
Ann Sneed, Mr. and Mrs. Robert Solomon, Stephen :
Sozanski DMD, David P. Spadazzi, Raymond Spilman, Pet‘b
Sprague, Phil A. Sprague, Paul Spurgeon, Paul K. Stahnke,
Gus Statiras, Tom Steers, Alan M. Steger, Dale Stevens, Daryll
Stevens (Colorado College), Lynford Stewart, Zan Stewart,
Mike Stoller, Alden R. Stone, Bob Stone, P.A. Stone, Rory
Stuart, Bill Stumpf, Albert Streit, Chuck Suber, Richard
Sudhalter, John and Tillie Sullivan, Tahir H. Sur, Jeff Sweeney,
James Szabo,

Frank M. Tack, Douglas Talbert, Tony Tamburello, Bob
Taylor, Billy Taylor, Randy Taylor, Karl V. Teeter, Diane Terry,
Pete Terry, Brad Terry, Robert Thiele, Edmund Thigpen, Cal
Thomas, David J. Thomas, G.B. Thompson, Will Thornbury
(KCRW), Bill Traut, Oscar Treadwell, Joseph Trimble, Vince
Trombetta, Penny Tyler,

Don Uhl, Dr Frank Uhlig, Dr. William J. Underwood,
Marvin A. Van Dilla, Gary Vercelli (KPXR), Ken Vermes,

Elliot Wager, Harvey Wainapel, Tom Wakeling, Anne V.
Waldburger, Bob Waldman, Lee Waldron, Jimmy Walker,
Charles Wall, R.D. Wallace, Alfred Wallbank MD, Will F.
Warner, Joe Warwick, Don Waterhouse, Alan Watts, Camille
Watts, Jeff Weber, George Wein, Paul Weinstein, -+~
Maurice Weiss, Sam Weiss, Jim West, Paul Weston, Charles
Whaley, Jane Wheatley, Samuel D. Wheeler, Denny White,



Randy White, Michael B. Whitlow MD, Margaret Whiting,
Vaughan Wiester, Johanna W. White, Larry Wilcox, Rick
Wilkins, Floyd A. Williams Jr, Dora D. Williams, Jim
Williams, Killy Williams, Miller Williams, Patrick Williams,
Ray Williams, Tiba Willner, Val Wilmer, John S. Wilson,
George Wilson, Eugene Winograd, Paul Winter,

Huntington Witherill, L.A. Wltherlll Mike Wofford, Jurgen

Wolfer, Ellen J. Wong, Dale Wood, Jimmy Woode, Phil-

Woods, John Worsley, Ole-Petter Worsoe, Clark Wurzberger,
John J. Yanas, Shelly Yoelin (Triton College),

Michael Yonchenko, Anthony Young,

Betty. Zanoni, Dennis Zeitlin MD, Marshall J. Zucker,
Michael Zwerin,

plus the following, gift subscriptions by David Logan
through the co-operation of Williard Jenkins, Midwest Arts
Council:
Q Jackie Calderone (Ohio Arts Councnl) Ted McDaniel (OSU

Wlazz Ensemble), Patricia Powell, James Mason (University of
Toledo Jazz Band), Margaret Monroe (Rusty’s Cafe), Toledo
Jazz Society, Henry Duckham (Oberlin College Conservatory

of Music), Dr. Lawrence Simpson, Northeast Ohio Jazz -

Society, Bill Wahl, Stephen Miller (Case Western Reserve
University), Bill Anderson (Cleveland State University Music
Department), Dr. Edwin London (Cleveland State University
Music Department), Dr. Thomas Horning (Cuyahoga
Community College Fine Arts Department), Larry Bram, Dick
Lurie, Jon Goldman, Prof. Howie Smith, David Jarvis
(University of Dayton Performing Arts), Edith Fitzhugh,
Rudolph Finnell, David Baker, Indiana U Music Dept,
Antonio Zamora (Purdue University Black Cultural Ctr), J.
Richard Dunscomb (Purdue U niversity Hall of Music),
Michael Grofsorean, Eclipse Jazz, University of Michigan,
Greystone International Jazz Museum, Detroit Jazz Center,
Kenn Cox, Creative Arts Collective, Spencer Barefield,
Edward Nelson (Michigan Council for the Arts), Charles
Brown (Saginaw Valley State College), Lazaro Vega (WBLV-
FM), Blue Lake Fine Arts Camp, Betty Forrest (Jimmy Forrest
‘oundation), Bob Taylor (Michigan Unit NAJE), David

owers (Western Michigan Jazz Society), Thomas Knific
(Interlochen Center for the Arts), Curth Schroeder (Nevada
High School Bands), Carol Post (Central College Music
Department), Robert "Washut (University Jazz Band, U of
Northernlowa), Unlimited Jazz Ltd, Andrew Duncan (Racine
Unified School District), Linda Marty (Madison Jazz Society),
Gregory Balfany (Umvers1ty of LaCrosse Music Dept)
Malcolm Baker (Carleton College Music Deparment) Tom
Surowicz, Leigh Kamman, Reginald T. Buckner (Black Music
Educators of Twin Cities), Twin Cities Jazz Society, George
Hitt (Jazz Studies, University of Minnesota, Duluth), Mark
Lammers (Gustavus Adolphus College), Jim Carlson (Music
Dept, University of Minnesota, Morris), Steve Konocne,
Bemidji State University Department of Music), Jamal Rossi
(Northern State College), Ed Christianson (Fargo North Jazz
Band), Joseph- Alme (International Music Camp), Lloyd
Anderson (Bismarck Junior College), Gary Glyden (North
Dakota Assocation of Jazz Educators), Bruce Mack (College
of Lake Jazz Ensemble), Edward Baker, Bunky Green, Dr.
Susan Markle, Geraldine De Haas (Jazz Unites), Edward E.
Mead (Street Minstrels Jazz Society), Association for the of
Creative Musicians), Central lllinois Jazz Society, John
Garvey, University of 1llinois School of Music,

and these radio stations and their personnel:

Eric Jackson, WGBH, Melonae McClean, WKND, Wylie
Rollins, WBGO, Bill Hopkins, WMID, Andrew Morfopoulos,
WCDB, Jeffrey Davis, WAER, Al Wallach, WEBR, Jesse

Miles, WHYW, Kevin Thomas, WYEP, George Graham,

WVIA, George Graham, WVIA, Peter Gousouasis, WRTI,
Frank B. Greenlee, WAMO, Bob Tyner, WPFW, Felix Grant,
WWRC, Dan Schwartz, WJHU, Alice Reigel, WRFK, Joe
Lowrey, WHRO, Bruce Dowdy, WZAM, John Rezabeck,
Cable Jazz Network, Tom Hennessey, WFSS, Dave Hand,
WMGI, Paul Gerardi, WLOQ, Ed Bell, WLRN, China Valles,
WTMI, Joe Johnson, WLVE, Ross Block; WNGS, Rob Lorie,
WMNF, Rick Forrest, WMOT, Gerry Weston, WFPL, Zoot
Strider, WBBY, Dean-Dean Rufus, WDMT, Chris Wagner,
WNOP, Tim Eby, WVPE, Billy Walden, WJZZ, J.D. Ball,
WBEM, Ed Garrett, KTCJ, Dick Buckley, WBEZ-WAIT, John
Hill, WBEE, Graham Armstrong, WGC], Barry Winograd,
WBEZ, Neal Tessar, WBEZ, Bob Davis, WBEZ Dell Spencer, -
WYLD, Beatrice Evans, KJCB, Chuck Miller, KWGS, Mark
Oswald, KABF, Chuck Miller, KWGS, Ed Budanauro, KERA,
Willie Culton, KSAX, J.B. DeWalt, KADX, Rick Darby,
KLSK, Jeff Gehringer, KKGO, Duff Lindsey, KHRM, Bob

O’Connor, KIFM, Rod Flores, KRML, John Sunier, KDVS,
Ray Horn, KKSN, Michael Canning, KLCC,

and college radio stations, gift subscriptions of Frank M.
Tack: '

Peter Storkerson, WBUR Boston Uuniversity, Andy Taylor,
WWUH, University of Hartford, WCNI Connecticut College,
Tenaj Enrieb, WYBC Yale U, Tony Imbimbo, WPKN, U of
Bridgeport, WNYU, Hilary Brown, WKCR Columbia U,
Andrew Morfopoulos, WCDB, Steve Michelman, WVKR
Vassar College, Jimmy Arvidson, WSLU, WBFO State U of
NY Buffalo, WRUR U of Rochester, David Fabilli, WDUQ,
Bob Sabatini, WRKC King's College,. Hopeton Brown,
WKDU Drexel U, Peter Gousouasis, WRTI Temple U, Tom:
Cole, WAMU American U, Benjamin Franklin V, South
Carolina Educational Radio, Scott Wenzel, WCVT, Robert
Ford, WBJC, Kweisi Mfune, WEAA, Brett Sutton, WUNC, U
of North Carolina, WXDU Duke U, Paul Stribling, WFAE,
William Haines, WUOG U of Georgia, Jeffrey D. Skibbe, Will
Kinnally, WUFT, Mike Mangan, WUCF U of Central Florida,
Bob Seymour, WUSF U of S Florida, Arden Bennett, WVSU
Samford U, Wade Tolleson, WRUW, Dan Polletta, WUIJC,
Linda Yohn, WKSU, Kent State U, Tim Motzer, WWSU
Wright State U, Dick Dickinson, WIAN, Michael Bourne,
WFIU, Mike Zigmund, WUEV U of Evansville, Michael
Kremen, WCBN U of Michigan, Jim Dulzo, WEMU E
Michigan U, Ann Di Lisa, WDET Wayne State, Scott Hanley,
WGVC Grand Valley St U, Mimie Schneider, KSUI U of lowa,
Mark Yother, KCCK Kirkwood College, Frank Osani, KALA
St. Ambrose College, Kim Grehn, WUWM U of Wisconsin,
Todd Haefer, WLSU U of Wisconsin, Scott Hudson, KAUR
Augustana College, Susan Gillies, KFJM U of North Dakota,
Carolyn 1. Wilson, WDCB College of Du Bill Dixon, WNUR
Northwestern U, Phil Stanton, KSMU SW Missouri State U,
Jim Meadows, WCBU, Jim Wallace, KWMU, Marc
Kamionkowski, KWUR, Albert Coalwell, KCUR, Ken
Maberry, KBIA U of Missouri, Bob Hammond, KANU-
KFKU U of Kansas, Victor Hahn, KVNO, Brad Palmer,
WWNO U of New Orleans, Marc Alan Cohn, KLSU La State
U, Kevin Norman, KCSC Central State U, KTCU, Texas



Christian U, Kevin McNerney, KNTU North Texas State U,
Dale Spear, KVLU Lamar U, Rick Howard, KAMU, Texas
A&M U, Dave Edwards, KUHF U of Houston, Roger Devine,
KRTU Texas University, Cheryl Bateman, KUT U of Texas at
Austin, Howard Lennett, KUT, Paul Metters, KGNU, Bruce
Clement, KUNC, Univ of Northern Colorado, KTSC U of S
Colorado, Steve Williams, KUER U of Utah, KBYU, KUNV U
of Nevada, Michael Eklund, KCSN Cal Arts, Tom Schnabel,
KCRW, Helen Borgers, KLON, Gary Nissley, KPCC, André
Lewis, KSPC Pomona Coll, Jeff Jeffries, KSDS, Annette Levi,
KUCR U of California at Riverside, Shirley Mathews, KUCI U
of California at Irvine, Jim Meyers, KVPR, Ace Lopez,
KAZU, Robert B. Hershon, KKUP, Jim Mcllraith, KSCU,
Johnny Simmons, KUSP, Christine Rierson, KSJU San Jose
U, Vaida Smith, KUOP U of the Pacific, Bob Bird, KDVS,
Roger Smith, KMHD Mt Hood Comm Coli, Kirk Wille,
KMHD Mt Hood Comm Coll, John Baxter, KSOR, Michael
Gennett, KBCS Bellevue Comm Coll, Jim Wilke, KUOW U of
Washington, Charles Tomaras, KPLU Pacific Lutheran
University, Nancy Curtis, KAOS.

To Russia without Love
Part 111
by Bill Crow

When we left Tblisi, we said goodbye to George Avakian. Carl
Schindler continued recording the concerts, but George flew
back to New York with the first batch of tape, taking Stan
Wayman’s exposed film to drop off at the Time-Life office.

Our flight from Tblisi took us much farther east. We-could
see a huge desert below us, an ocean of gray sand stretching for
hundreds of miles. Then the gray suddenly turned to green and
we landed in Tashkent, the main city in Uzbekistan, two
thousand miles east of Moscow, a Turkic Moslem nation that
was annexed by the Soviet Union. The Soviets brought
sanitation and literacy to the.Uzbeks, but they still prefer their
own language, costumes and architecture. The older men wore
the robes and long beards of biblical patriarchs, the younger
men mostly black cotton trousers, white collarless shirts, black
leather boots and Uzbek skull caps — black cloth beanies
embroidered in traditional designs. Some of the women still
wore veils.

In the older part of the city, Tashkent’s houses do not have
windows facing the street. The conventional Moslem design is a
blank wall on the street, with an enclosed courtyard on the
inside. Most of the streets looked identical: featureless white
stucco walls topped with red tiles on both sides of a tree-lined
road. Our hotel, next to the hall where we were to play, was on
the edge of the old city.

We had an afternoon rehearsal on the first day, so I got up
early to have plenty of time for exploring. Wandering around a
strange city, | usually pick out landmarks easily spotted from a
distance, so I can find my way back. In Tashkent 1 needed a
different system. As soon as 1 had walked a block, the walled
streets obscured my view of the hotel, and there were no tall
landmarks and no high ground from which to reconnoiter. Sol
kept careful track of the turns I made in order to retrace my
steps. , :

After I had looked at a few old mosques and churches, 1 came
to a street with a large gateway halfway up the block. Inside the

open gate | found a huge walled courtyard filled with people
sitting beside goods spread on blankets for sale, and crowds of
shoppers milling among them. An oriental marketplace, just
like the ones in the Ali Baba movies! Making mental note of my
directions as 1 entered the marketplace, 1 spent a wonderful
hour wandering around, looking at everything and everyone. |
bought an Uzbek beanie and put it on, and picked up a few
souvenirs to take home. Then 1 headed for the entrance,
planning to return to the hotel. To my dismay, I discovered four
identical entrances, one in each walll My orientation was
scrambled. The sun was overhead and the hotel could have been
in any direction. :

And 1 couldn’t remember the hotel's name. I reached in my
pocket for my room key, then remembered it was one of those
with a six pound ball attached, to make sure you leave it at the
desk when you go out. I was carrying nothing with the hotel’s

name on it. | stood and laughed at my predicament: 1 was lost in“

a country where even the Russian phrases in my Berlitz book
were a foreign language to the people on the street. 1 decided to
pick a direction and walk a while, and see what turned up. 1 still
had a couple of hours before the rehearsal, so I wasn't too
worried. But 1 certainly felt stupid.

I came to a wide street that had a few cars going by. Youdon’t
see a lot of traffic anywhere in the Soviet Union, especially not
in Tashkent. I tried to flag a taxi but it went right by. I figured I
could tell a taxi driver “K onzertzall” or “Teatrah,” and he might
know enough Russian to get the idea. After a few more cabs
passed me by, a cabdriver wearing a beanie just like mine
stopped, even though he had a fare. 1 got in beside him and
explained in pidgin-Russian that | was a musikant
Amerikanski. He laughed and pointed at my beanie, then at his.
He had thought he was giving a lift to a landsman.

He seemed to understand where | wanted to go, and | settled
back with relief. He drove for quite a distance, and 1 began to be
concerned. I didn’t think I had walked this far. Then hestopped,
motioned for me to get out, and pointed down at the street.
After amoment I realized he was pointing to the streetcar track
embedded in the pavement. He nodded with delight, pointed ly
the direction I was to take the trolley, and drove off, refusingt
accept any money for the ride.

In a minute or two a street car that looked old enough to be .
one of those | had ridden as a kid in Seattle came creaking along
the track. I climbed aboard. It circled around along a different
street, then trundled off in a new direction. After riding for ten
minutes, I began to wonder if the taxi driver had misunderstood
my destination. Then we turned a corner, and there were the
hotel and the concert hall.

The rehearsal had been called to read through a Phil Lang
arrangement of Gershwin’s Rhapsody In Blue that Benny told
us we'd be playing in Leningrad with Byron Janis. Benny was
trying to make up for his cancelled classical performance in
Moscow. Janis had just completed a successful tour of Russia,
making a great hit when he played three piano concertos on the
same concert (Rachmaninoff’s First, the Schumann, and
Prokofiev’s Third) with the Moscow Philharmonic. He was
ready to leave the country but was prevailed upon by the
American embassy to stay a few days and play the Rhapsody
with us. Phil Lang’s voicings were pretty bland, written like
Gershwin for a grade school orchestra, but we hoped the
arrangement would sound better when we played it with Byron.

~ Newsweek’s Whitney Basso set up a jam session for us one



night at a Tashkent restaurant. The local musicians were pretty
good. The manager tried to close the place at 11 p.m. but the
audience wouldn’t leave and weplayed for an hour after closmg
time.

The Tashkent concerts weren’t great successes. The hall was
hot, the audiences cool. They were courteous, but we received
no ovations. Benny cut the last concert short. He was tired, and
went into the closing theme when we had played little more than
an hour.

The second concert was the one the band enjoyed We had
two that day, and when I went backstage in the afternoon, 1
found half the band listening delightedly as Willie Dennis told
of his adventure. Disregarding all the State Department
warnings, Willie had gone home with the local drummer after
the jam session. He had asked about the possibility of locating
something to smoke, and the drummer had driven him to a
Glllage out on the edge of the desert where he bought a block of

ash for the equivalent of thirteen dollars.

Willie passed the pipe around before the afternoon show, and
there was a lot of laughing and carrying on.

We were so bugged with Benny that a good laugh was
positively medicinal. 1 remember picking up John Frosk’s
trumpet. Recalling an embouchure I hadn’t used since I was in
grade school, 1 played a vile rendition of a Salvation Army
hymn that broke everybody up. It wouldn’t have been half that
funny if we hadn’t been high.

Phil Woods came over to the hall just in time for the concert,
missing out on the whole thing. When he looked around the
bandstand, he did a double take. Half the band was stoned.

The tempos that afternoon were all very relaxed, no matter
where Benny tapped them off.

Terry Catherman asked Mel Lewis if there was any danger of
weird behavior from the guys who were getting high. He knew
Willie had the hash but he knew nothing about how it affected
people. Mel told him to relax, nobody would notice a thing.
Benny may have wondered why there was so much laughing
backstage, but he never said anything.

We had a birthday party for Turk in Tashkent. Jay got the

tel cooks to bake him a cake, and we all broke out the wine
we’d been given as farewell presents in Tblisi. Felix, the
interpreter, was amazed when he saw Turk’s bottle. “Where did
you get this?” he asked. Turk said an Armenian shirtmaker he’d
met in Tblisi had given it to him. Felix was impressed. “This is
-the best Georgian wine,” he said. “They only drink this in the
Kremlin.”

We were dlsappomted to be so near Samarkand and not be
able to visit it. Benny chartered a plane to fly him and his family
there on a day off, but the rest of us didn’t even know they were

going.

The flight from Tashkent to Leningrad was so long that the
plane had to land halfway to refuel. We think we have long
distances in the United States! Tashkent wasn’t even halfway
across Russia. The food on the flight was worse than usual,
cold, greasy, undercooked chicken, and the plane was
underpressurized. We were road-weary when we reached
Leningrad but the city was so attractive it cheered us up.

For me, Leningrad was the best part of the trip. We arrived
there on June 18, during the season of the “white nights™. The
city, which is around the same latitude as Stockholm, Oslo, and
Anchorage, Alaska, enjoys long hours of summer daylight.

Designed by Peter the Great to emulate Paris and Vienna, it has
broad avenues and classic European architecture. We were
charmed by the rivers and bays in the section of the city built on
islands and connected by bridges. A surprising contrast to
Moscow’s bleakness.

We were taken to see the ballet and the Hermitage museum. I -
went back to the Hermitage several times by myself. On our last
morning in Leningrad | finally arrived at a time when the floor
containing the French Impressionist collection was open. The
museum evidently stopped acquiring French paintings after the
revolution but owns some wonderful early canvases that have
rarely been out of the country. There were some especially
interesting early Miros and Renoirs. Of course, the rest of the
museum is crammed with wonderful things that were collected
by the tsars — Rembrandts and Velasquezes, ikons, ancient
jewelled swords and armor, huge ornate tables made of single
slabs of polished j jasper, and jewelled playthings fashioned by
Cellini for Russian princesses.

And in Leningrad Muriel Zuckerman presented Jimmy
Maxwell with a bill for subsistence for his son David, at therate
of $32 a day. Jimmy stared in disbelief. He confronted Benny
and reminded him of the deal they’d made. Benny denied ever
having said that David was to be the band boy. “And I never
said anything about feeding him, Pops.” :

Jimmy reminded Benny that he had shown David how to set
up the band at a rehearsal in New York. Benny denied having -
done that either.

Jimmy said he was surprised that Benny would go back on
his word. “Benny was always hard on you, and irrational, but
he was always honest about the money,” he told me. “He would
chisel you down, but he would never cheat on the deal he finally
.made. This was the first time I ever knew him to deny what he
had agreed to.” /

When he realized that Benny wasn’t going to back down,
Jimmy told him, “Have the Russians give me a bill. I'll pay
them, not you.” When Jimmy got the bill from Intourist, the
Soviet travel agency, it was for $10 a day, including
transportation, not $32.

The audiences in Leningrad were crazy about us. We played at
the Winter Stadium, which seated six thousand. At the first:
concert, several girls came up to the stage with huge bouquets of
lilac blooms, and the audience screamed for encores. The
concert lasted two and a half hours. Even after we’d cleared the
stage, they kept yelling for more. Benny finally walked onstage
in his hat and overcoat, rubbing his stomach to pantomime
hunger, and they let us go. ’

On the last concert, we played so many encores the trumpet
section was losing its chops. They brought us individual
bouquets of flowers and kept applauding long after we had
packed up and left the stage. Benny went back on, dressed in a
lounge sweater and smoking a cigar, and played a chorus of Bei
Mir Bist Du Schoen. Mel was the only one still on stage,
strapping up his bass drum case. He accompanied Benny for a
few bars by playing his case like a conga drum.

Terry Catherman told Benny that Mr. Mosiyev of the famous
ballet company wanted to come backstage to pay his respects.
Benny wanted Terry to get the photographers but Terry
couldn’t find them. So Benny told him to forget the whole
thing.

For souvenir giveaways, Selmer had provided us with 15,000



buttons bearing a drawing of two hands playing a clarinet, and
lettering, in Russian, that said “Benny Goodman, USA 1962,
and in smaller type, “Selmer Clarinet.” We thought it a little
corny of Selmer to advertise so obviously, especially since they
had no Russian market. Maybe they were hoping to establish
one. They also sent a number of Selmer student model musical
instruments for Benny to distribute as gifts.

But the buttons were in great demand wherever we went,
especially in Leningrad. Crowds of fans would press up to the
bus windows as we left concerts, scrambling to get them. In
calmer circumstances, we exchanged buttons for Russian pins.
Every Russian club, school, or group of any kind has its own
pin, and there are commemorative pins for sports events,
anniversaries, etc. Most of us came home with a collection of
them.

Leningrad seemed to be the best place in Russia for a jazz
player to develop. It’s a hipper city in general, the university is a
musical center, and some of the musicians we heard had
developed styles of their own.

We were especially impressed by Konstantin Nosov, a
trumpeter, and Gennadi Golstein, an alto player. Konstantin
was a husky, square-jawed guy with wavy blond hair and a
forthright cheerful nature. Gennadi, slender and dark haired,
wore a black moustache with a slight downturn at the corners of
his mouth that gave him a mournful look.

We had a session with them on our first day in town, in the
dining room of the Astoria Hotel, and another in a dressing
room backstage at the Winter Stadium, where we were playing.
Golstein was delighted to the point of tears when Jerry
Dodgion gave him a mouthpiece, and bandleader Mardig
Hovananessian was completely bowled over when Turk
presented him with thirty Count Basie stocks. The Russian
musicians talked about their hope of eventually making a
statement in jazz that would be uniquely Russian. Meanwhile,
we had fun playing with them.

We had trouble finding an address at the university where we
were supposed to meet one night for a jam session. The driver
couldn’t locate it. After we had circled the block several times, a
policeman noticed us and came over. The Russians in the car
told us, “Don’t say anything. Let us do the talking. We're not
doing anything illegal, but the police mentality is: ‘If I don’t
understand what’s happening, 1°d better take everybody down
to. the station and let my superiors sort it out.” If he hears
American voices, he’ll decide to take us all downtown, and by
the time we get back here, the session will be over.”

The driver explained our problem to the cop. He called over
another cop, who called the station, and finally they located the
building for us, on an inside courtyard. While the session was in
progress, Jerry Dodgion and Sophia Duckworth were poking
around in the back of the room and discovered a stack of
pictures of Stalin that had been piled there, face to the wall.
Some of the students secemed surprised that we knew who Stalin
was. We weren’t able to play as long as we would have liked,
because we had to get back across a drawbridge which was
always left in the open position after midnight.

A gray-haired bandleader, Oreste Kandat, came backstage
one afternoon with his bass player, Mike Korgenowitz, in tow.
Mike, a healthy looking young man with a steelworker’s
physique, spoke only Russian. He stood there beaming at me
while Oreste, who spoke excellent English, asked many
intelligent questions about my instrument and about building a

bass line. I told them everything I knew in about half an hour,
with Oreste translating quickly for Mike’s benefit, and they
invited me to come to hear their band play the next afternoon in
a park across the Neva.

Russian parks get a lot of action. They are large, well kept
and well funded, and the people cherish them as communal
property. Free concerts, plays and dance programs are
provided in great quantities, and are well attended. Not many
Russians own cars. The hundreds of people we saw in the parks
had walked there.

I told Oreste that I would come to hear his band if I could. We
had an afternoon concert that day, and we never knew when we
would be finished. It wasn't unusual to do five or six encores,
and there was always a crowd of fans waiting to greet us
afterwards. 1 thought I had been vague enough in my answer to
be able to show up or not, depending on how much time I had.

I was glad I decided to go. \

I walked across the Neva bridge to the park and th~
bandstand Oreste had described, thinking | would probably get
there halfway through the concert. I found the band and an
audience of a couple hundred people patiently waiting for my
arrival. | was greeted warmly and installed in the place of honor,
and then the concert began, forty minutes late. It would have
been terrible if I hadn’t come.

The band was interesting. Their phrasing was a little stiff, but
they played with enthusiasm, and they had their moments.
There was one sax player who especially impre%dcme. Oreste
said, “I won't be able to keep him. Mine is sort of asthool band.
I develop the young players, and as soon as they get good
enough, they move to more prestigious bands.”

Oreste played alto, sounding a little like Johnny Hodges. He
told me that when he was a child, during the revolution, many
Leningrad parents had sent their children to safety in farm
country to the east. When it became impossible for the children
to return by the same route they had gone, they were sent all the
way across the Soviet Union by train to Vladivostok, then by
boat to San Francisco, New York, and back to Leningrad.
Oreste was one of the children who had ' made that trek aroungd .
the world. :

He never forgot the reception given them when they reached
the United States. Russian immigrants by the hundreds came.to
meet them at the docks, emptying their pockets of whatever
they had to give them money for food. He heard his first jazz
band in San Francisco and fell in love with the music. On his
return to Leningrad he had begun a career in jazz which he was
still pursuing.

When we checked into the Astoria Hotel in Leningrad, we
found that Shirley Mac Laine was staying there. She was
traveling in Russia with a female companion. They came to one
of our jam sessions and decided to hang out with us for an extra
day. When Shirley told the hotel they would be staying over, the
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.manager told her it was impossible, and a short while later they
found all their luggage piled on a trolley in the lobby. Someone
had packed all their things and cleared them out of their room.

Shirley checked the pile of suitcases and found that her
handbag was missing. The porters claimed they had put it on
top ofthe pile, but it was nowhere to be found. It contained her
money, passport, and papers. There was a big fuss, but I don't
think she ever got it back. She said she suspected she had been
set up by someone who disapproved of an impromptu talk she
had given the students at the university.

Stan Wayman, the photographer covering the tour for Life
magazine, was the only press person we told about our
Leningrad jam sessions, because he knew how to just be there.
He was a sunny likeable man, interested in everything and easy
to be with. He'd been all over the world on photo assignments
and clearly knew his business. The other media people gotinthe
way more often than not. Stan just watched quietly and shot
that interested him as it happened.

Stan shot hundreds of rolls of film during the tour, and Life
selected a few for a photo essay. They used pictures of Russian
fans at a concert, of Benny conducting, and Joya singing, three
different shots of Joe Newman with Russian musicians, one of
Joya under a dryer at a beauty parlor flanked by two Russian
women, and pictures of Benny, practicing with his daughter
Rachel at the piano, looking at the score of Rhapsody in Blue,
and posing with his clarinet in front of St. Basil’s Cathedral in
Moscow’s Red Square.

There were also a couple of shots from the beach at Sochi. We
had been surrounded there by curious Russians. They
especially wanted to look at Joe Newman, Joe Wilder, and
Joya. (Teddy didn’t come swimming.) They hadn’t seen many
blacks before, and none from America. One womansaidto Joe
Newman, “Wait here while I get my little boy. I want himto see
you.” The photographers were taking pictures-as we chatted
with the Russians. Somebody got Joya to sit in a paddle boat
with a young Russian man, and that was one of the shots Stan
sent back to the States, where some insensitive copywriter at

ife captioned it: “Joya and her new found Russian boyfriend
ck up the waves.”

When a copy of the magazine reached us, Joya hit the roof.
“What’s my husband going to say when he sees this?” she said.
There was also a shot of Joe Newman in bathing trunks with
two bikini-clad Russian girls that he had to explain to his wife
when he got home. We teased Joe about having bribed the
editors of Life. He was.the only band member they ran any
pictures of. There wasn’t even a shot of the band playing.

The accompanying article said: “While the band played on,
spreading friendship and harmony, its members hit plenty of
sour notes among themselves. Tired and tuckered out, they
complained that Benny cut short their solos, made them play
old time arrangements when they would rather have gone
modern. . .. But after the tantrums were gone, the melody and
the triumphs lingered on.”

We laughed at the line about sour notes among ourselves. We
got along fine with each other. The only sour note was our
relationship with Benny.

Joe Wilder didn’t appreciate the truncation of a response he
gave during an interview at the beach in Sochi. A Russian
reporter asked him about the race problem in the United States,
and Joe replied, “There’s no denying we have a problem. But
we're working on it.” The Life article quoted only the first

sentence, changing the character of the remark considerably.

Time magazine ran several articles on the tour, often written
in a breezy pseudo-hip style designed mrore to entertain than to
accurately inform. One article began: “All that jazz was getting
on Nikita’s nerves, so Soviet officials started bugging Benny
Goodman and his touring boys. First they stopped an RCA
recording crew and an NBC-TV team from taping a Black Sea
blast in the resort of Sochi, then they banned the distribution of
B.G. buttons, next they arrested a fan for fraternizing with
foreigners (‘We will be lucky if we see him again,” mused a
bystander), and finally they tried to bar Benny's 19-year-old
daughter Rachel from going backstage, thinking she was one of
the local cats.”

We never had any indication that *“jazz was bugging
Kruschev” or that he was doing anything to sabotage the tour.
On the contrary, he made two personal appearances to give us
his seal of approval. He stated candidly to Benny at a party that
he was not a fan of jazz, but he was good-humored about it and
courteous to us. :

Tom Newsom was the most patient guy on the band. He
rarely groused about anything. His big, country smile and easy
drawl helped to calm things down when tempers were short.
Tom had been suffering with a sore tooth, which became a
serious problem in Leningrad. Terry was afraid tosend himtoa
Russian dentist. The diplomatic corps in Russia usually flies to
Denmark for dental work. Something had to be done for Tom
quickly or he wouldn’t be able to play. Terry found the solution.
An American Medical exhibit was visiting Leningrad, and
inquiries there turned up a doctor who had trained as a dentist
before he became an M.D. He examined Tom at the exhibition
hall and discovered a gum infection behind a lower molar. He
cleaned it out and gave Tom a toothbrush and some Listerine
from the exhibit display.

The main event in Leningrad was to be our performance of the
Rhapsodyr in Blue with Byron Janis. Two rehearsals were
scheduled with Byron, one on the day before, one on the
morning of the concert. At the first rehearsal we were
introduced to Byron, a slender angular man with intense dark
eyes, who seemed as high-strung as a thoroughbred stallion. We
began reading the arrangement through with him. There was
nothing difficult to play, but tempo changes became a major
problem because Benny wouldn’tconduct. He started the piece
himself, with the clarinet trill and glissando that precedes the
first chord the band plays, but when he reached the top of the
gliss, he never gave us a nod to bring us in. Our entrance was
pretty rough. '

At each tempo change we would look at Benny but get no
indication of the new tempo. Everybody knew approximately
where it belonged, so we eventually would get together, but it
was a pretty chaotic reading from start to finish. We told Benny
that we needed him to give us the tempo changes, and Byron
said, “Mr. Goodman, I can’t see you! You're standing behind
the piano lid. Can’t we move the piano downstage a little and
turn it so I have a better view of you?”

Ben..y said, “Don’t worry, Pops, 1'll stand over here,” and he
moved to where Byron could barely see him. He seemed to be
avoiding having Byron closer to the audience than he was.

We ran through the piece again. Benny managed to bring us
in with a nod after his opening gliss but he didn’t conduct any of
the other tempo changes, leaving us again to figure them out on



our own. Byron continued to insist that the piano needed to be
moved. He got the stagehands to roll it a couple of feet
downstage and turn it so he could see Benny better, and had
them mark the position with tape. Then he began to address the
problem of the tempo changes.

Benny smiled, and said, “We’ll straighten it out tomorrow,
Pops,” and declared the rehearsal over.

Before the concert that night, Benny called a meeting of his
lead players. John Frosk, Wayne Andre and Phil Woods
headed for his dressing room, expecting him to raise hell about
the section work at the rehearsal.

“You wanted to see us, Benny?” they asked.

“Oh, yes, boys. Um . . . When I raise my hands like this, play
louder. When I hold them down like this, play softer.” End of
meeting.

When Benny came out on stage that night, he stumbled a
little and Frosk heard a voice behind the bandstand cry, “Oh,
no!” The soundman with the NBC-TV. crew had set up back
there, and Benny had just kicked his wire out.

The next day Jay got in touch with everyone and told us that
Benny had cancelled the second rehearsal. 1 think he went
fishing instead. Jay said that when he told Byron the rehearsal
was off, he had tried to cancel the performance. The embassy
people pleaded with him not to walk out. His appearance had
been publicized and they feared his failure to perform might
insult the Russians. _

Byron reluctantly agreed to play, but he made two
conditions. The piano must be placed where he had marked i,
and he must go on early, so he could comfortably make a late
flight to Milan. This was agreed upon, and the hour of the
concert arrived. Backstage, Byron told us, “Please watch me!”

We played Benny’s opening theme, then Bob Prince’s Meer
The Band, which introduced us all individually. We assumed
that Benny would bring Byron on after this number. Instead, he
continued through the first half of our regular program. In the
wings, 1 could see Byron and the embassy people talking
furiously, arms waving. Finally Benny announced the
Rhapsody in Blue. As Byron was being introduced, he realized
that the piano hadn’t been moved. He stalked angrily onstage,
sat down at the piano, and whispered fiercely, “Mr. Goodman! 1
can’t see you!” Benny peeked around the piano lid and gave
Byron a playful wave of the fingertips. He disappeared again as
he prepared to play the openingtrill and glissando. The packed
auditorium waited attentively.

“Doodledoodle-SQUEAK!” Benny stopped. Reed trouble.
At rehearsal he had played the trill and gliss perfectly every
time. He chuckled a bit, adjusted his ligature and began again.
“Doodledoodledoodle-SQUEAK!” No chuckle this time.
“Doodledoodiedoodledoodle-", and he finally made a perfect
gliss to the top note. But didn't give us the slightest nod when he
got there. Some of us came in when he hit the top note, the rest
an instant later. A ragged start but at least we had begun.

Byron played furiously, pounding the keys as if he were
attacking an enemy. He gave tempo changes with his left hand,
omitting a few bass notes while doing so. He continued to play
and conduct throughout the piece. At one point, where he was
supposed to be playing a two-handed run in opposite
directions, he realized that his left hand, after conducting a
ritard, had returned to the keyboard going in the wrong
direction. He snatched the hand away from the keys as if he had
burned himself, still managing to carry on with his right hand.

He got through the abominable thing somehow, but it wasn’t
a performance to be proud of. The band sounded sad, too, with
all its hesitant entrances and ragged transitions. We were all
embarrassed, and sorry to have been a part of what must have
been a humiliating experience for Byron.

Time magazine, in its June 29 issue, gave areport of the event
that correctly identified Benny’s failure to conduct as the cause
of the fiasco. But the article cited as part of the problem “the
difficult Phil Lang arrangement,” a complete fabrication on
someone’s part — it was a very simple chart —and implied a
clash of temperament between Janis and Goodman. After
describing the success of the rest of the concert, the article
concluded: “The only unhappy man in the hall was pianist
Janis. Said he, still brooding over Goodman’s insistence on
remaining at stage center, ‘Incredible vanity.”

The letters column on June 29 brought a comment from

B :
Sit. o

| read with interest your perceptive article on Mr. Goodman's
Leningrad performance of the Rhapsody in Blue, inwhich I was soloist. 1
would like to say that unfortunately 1 had no time to “brood” at the
auditorium as | was Milan bound for my next engagement well before the
second half of the program got under way.

1 must take exception to the remark that | was “the only unhappy man
in the hall.” Members of the American embassy, press and band to whom
1 spoke shared my anger at Mr. Goodman’s obvious lack of interest in
making this performance of the Rhapsod)y a success. Indeed, after our
rehearsal 1 would have canceled the performance outright had it not been
for the very special circumstances . . . .

...Maybe Mr. Goodman does not feel, as 1 do, that vanity certainly has
no place in the cultural exchange where one is playing for one’s country as
well as one’sart . . ..

This evoked a letter from Hal Davis, Benny’s P.R. man,
which appeared in the following issue:

.. It is hard to believe that Benny Goodman is anything but=a-
perfectionist when it comes to music. It certainly will come as a surpriseto
anybody who knows Goodman that he strives for anything else but the
best any time he plays, no matter who is with him on the stage.”
Benny’s public relations people were successful for many

years at promoting that image of Benny. It may even have once

been true. s
o

At Benny's request, Turk had been carrying a banjo with him

. since the beginning of the tour because of the Paul Whiteman

number in our Anthology of Jazz. Turk didnt like the banjo
and hadn’t been using it. Benny hadn’t said anything and Turk
had continued to play the number on guitar. In Leningrad,
Benny told him to use the banjo on the Rhapsody, then asked
for it on the Whiteman number and the Dixieland tunes as well.
Mel growled at Turk for playing it, but Turk was just following
Benny’s orders. Somewhere in Kiev the banjo disappeared from
the program, Benny having changed his mind again.

Leningrad was the end of the trip for Alice Goodman. J im
Maxwell saw her in the hotel lobby, checking out. “I’'m leaving,”
she told him. “I’'m sick.”

“Stomach trouble?” asked Jim.

Alice answered, “Not exactly.”

Benny came downstairs. “Hey, Alice,” he said, “what are you
doing?” .

“I’'m going home,” she said.

“Oh. Well, have a nice trip.” And Benny went in to breakfast.
Alice went to the airport by herself. Rachel, Benjy and Sophia
stayed with us until the end of the tour.

(To be continued)



