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Qohn, Gil, Dave, and the Man
on the Buffalo Nickel
Part Three

The curious thing is that Dave almost gave up before the
quartet became a major national success. Dave said:

"At this point I was sick of the road. I told my attorney,
that I wanted to quit. I just wanted to stay around San
Francisco and work gigs. He said, ‘Dave, your big years are
coming up. Do you want to educate your children? Dave, go
on the road for one year.’

"I said, ‘I can’t take it any more.’ ~
"He said, ‘Well what if you take your family with you and

rent your house in Oakland to somebody for a year? You
don’t have any money.’ And I didn’t. I was penniless. At
this point we were about ten thousand in the hole to the
government for taxes. So I did need the money. I worked it
out with Irving Townsend at Columbia Records. He was
coming to California to become head of jazz for Columbia on
the west coast. Irving said, ‘You can rent my house in Wilton,
Connecticut. The landlady likes to have artists around.’

"She was Alice Delamar. She owned about twelve houses
there. Leonard Feather spent some time there. John Ham-

mond lived there. Ballanchine lived in one of the houses.
Artists all over the joint."

"Gene," Iola said, "that’s the house you visited." I remem-
bered it, a lovely spacious house in the woods, and Dave had
a piano in every room, including the kitchen. '

"We liked it so much, and life became so much easier, and
I was with the family so much more, instead of traveling from
the west coast to the east coast, that we stayed. At that time
there wasn’t that much work on the west coast. Now it’s
different, but at that time there was very little work for a jazz
group. So we stayed on. We loved Wilton and we built our
present house. Life just became a lot easier.

"Paul was on a percentage. He got twenty percent of
everything. The attorney I mentioned, James R. Bancroft, set
it up. He was also Paul’s attomey. Paul and I never had an
argument about money. He never looked at the books. He
never asked the attorney to see anything. He said, ‘Whatever
you say is right.’ And Paul never would sign a contract with
me. He made me sign one!”

"You mean, you were contracted to him, but he wasn’t
contracted to you?’

"Yeah," Dave said.
"Boy, he was slick."
"Yeah." Dave laughed. "He never would leave, but he never

looked at anything and he would never sign anything.”
Iola said, "That twenty percent goes to Paul’s estate, and he

left his estate to the Red Cross." '
"Like," Dave said, "Take Five, everything he wrote, all his

royalties go to the Red Cross."
"You know, Dave," I said, "Paul always said you were his

favorite accompanist. He loved playing with you, and he loved
the Modern Jazz Quartet."

The Dave Brubeck Quartet and the Modern Jazz Quartet
were probably the longest-lived small groups in jazz history.
The MJQ was founded originally in 1946, with Ray Brown and
Kenny Clarke in its rhythm section. Percy Heath replaced Ray
Brown on bass and in 1955 Connie Kay replaced Kenny Clarke
on drums. Though they have had sabbatical periods, each
member pursuing his own career, they come together from
time to time to make their exquisite pensive music.

The evening after my conversation in New York with John
Lewis, I went by the Carlisle Hotel to hear the MJQ. John,
in common with many and perhaps most jazz musicians,
doesn’t like playing jazz festivals, avoiding them as much as he
can. I had only ever heard the group live in such settings,
which are not optimum circumstances in which to listen to
them. Because of the delicacy of their texture, they are best
heard in conditions of intimacy, and the Carlille -- which was
sold out every night of a long stay -- provide them. The room
was hushed when they played.

There have been a number of great vibes players, but Milt
Jackson is a phenomenon unto himself, extracting through fast
chromatic runs effects that are almost glissandi. He is
wonderfully inventive. Connie Kay, Desmond’s favorite
drummer, has an incomparable delicacy of touch without which
the group would be different. He has a way of playing

 



cymbals with a brush that produces a soft steady sizzle, a
sound you can recognize instantly on records. Connie Kay and
Percy Heath, the one-time fighter pilot, together put out a
pulse that is at once gentle and powerful, proof that you don’t
have to push hard or play loud to swing. And John, of course,
plays that laconic piano, never a note more than he needs to.
Every note is impeccably chosen and impeccably placed. And
he is a master of comping, popping brief dry chords behind
Milt Jackson’s solos, sometimes laying out and then playing
just three or four notes, a fragment of counterline, but the
perfect three or four, notes that seem inevitable once they’ve
gone by. The skein the group weaves is inimitable.

The MJQ and the Dave Brubeck Quartet were dominant
sounds in the jazz of the 1950s and ’60s. There were areas of
similarity, as well as difference. Both were led by pianists;
both pianists had a taste for counterpoint, and both were (and
are) composers of distinction with strong interests in European
concert music. As soloists, they are different, John usually
understated almost to the point of diffidence, Dave assertive
and plunging, as eager and innocently enthusiastic as a player
as he is as a man. But both men are generous and sym-
pathetic compers, feeding the soloist with sensitivity, under-
standing, and restraint.

The Brubeck Quartet is generally thought to have reached
its classic period after Joe Morello joined it on drums in 1956
and Eugene Wright on bass in 1958. This personnel remained
stable until 1967, when it disbanded. Dave and Paul were an
odd couple, the former devoted to his family, the latter to his
own hedonism and a succession of gorgeous and sometimes
quite kinky girls, and he seemed to live his true love life in
gentle, distant, conversational affection for the wives of his
friends. "Hi there!" he’d say on the phone in a bright cheery
way I picked up from him. Gerry Mulligan says it too; maybe
he also got it from Paul: Gerry was another of his close
friends, and it fell to Gerry to give me the melancholy reports
on Paul’s declining condition. "This is your friend Paul
Breitenfeld," his real name. Or sometimes it was, “Hi, it’s me,
Desmond."

Paul was family to the Brubecks. Darius told me once that
he was about twelve years old before he realized Paul wasn’t
actually his uncle. Dave had a trick to deliberately annoy Paul
onstage. Left to his own devices, Paul would play ballads or
medium tempos all evening. Dave would kick off very fast
tempos early in a concert, having discovered that Paul played
his best when he was angry. Joe Morello angered him too.
Joe is a deliciously busy drummer, and a witty one -- Don
DeMicheal, who was a drummer as well as a writer, said Joe
could have written a joke book for drummers. Joe had a
rapport with Eugene Wright like that of Connie Kay with
Percy Heath, but of a different order: they would set up a
loud, churning kind of rhythm, swinging like mad, as in their
recording of Let’s Get Away from It All, pushing Paul to some
of his most inspired solos.

There was a tendency among critics to patronize Desmond
during his life as too "white." He was considered derivative of
Lee Konitz. I reject that out of hand. I know he admired

Pete Brown. But I think I know where Desmond came from.
If Lester Young, as he said, developed his tone and approach
from trying to emulate on tenor the C-melody sound of Frank
Trumbauer, Desmond, in my opinion, got his tone from trying
to emulate on the alto the clarinet sound of Lester Young.
You hear this if you listen to the Lester Young Commodore
recordings in the Mosaic reissue package. What he did with
his sound -- high, lyrical, piercing yet soft, witty, allusive, sly,
peerlessly melodic and inexhaustibly inventive -- was his own.
History has not taken his measure. He was a wondrous
player, which I see more clearly now that I no longer have to
question my bias toward him on grounds of friendship. Now
he is gone into time, and I know just how good he was.

The Dave Brubeck Quartet of that period was, like the
MJQ, a highwater mark of jazz. Both groups are, in a phr“
of my photographer friend John Reeves, safe on Parnassus.

On Christmas Day, 1971, Paul was the guest artist in a Town
Hall concert by the MJQ. Paul, who called himself the John
P. Marquand of the alto, used to say that if he ever recorded
with the MJQ, the cover should be a picture of four cats
stalking a mouse. He had recorded with Connie Kay, and he
was obviously happyithat day to be playing with the full group.
The concert was taped, but not on professional equipment.

Ten years later John Lewis worked with an engineer to bring
the sound of the tapes to the highest level possible. "At first
I didn’t think of it as an album," John said, "but when Paul
died I knew we could never play together again and I listened
to the tapes and decided it should be heard. For Paul’s
friends. I think they’ll like it."

Indeed. The album was issued on Ken Glancy’s short-lived
Finesse label and is now out of print, alas: it is delightful.

Dave Brubeck is a deeply religious man. His mother was a
Methodist interested in Christian Science and far eastern
philosophy. Ten years or so ago Dave wrote a Mass. After
its premier, a priest upbraided him for not including anE
Father in it. Dave took the family on vacation in the C
bean and while there he dreamed theOur Father section in
detail and in its entirety, and later added it to the Mass. He
chuckled: "I thought that the church must be saying something
to me." He became a Catholic convert.

Dave is enormously decent, sensitive and moral and absolute-
ly faithful to Iola. Paul Desmond, who was no more able to
commit himself to a permanent relationship with a woman
than he was to sign a contract with Dave, used to jest, "I spent
seventeen years trying to get Dave Brubeck laid."

Dave is devoid of animosity. He seems almost naive. But
he has one deep anger: a lifelong hatred of racism. I
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Danny Brubeck

‘minded him of a tour he once cancelled. "Oh yeah," he said.
"I cancelled twenty-three of twenty-five concerts in the south
because of Eugene Wright. I could work them if I’d bring
Norman Bates. And I wouldn’t do it. We lost -half a year’s
work. I was working at the Blackhawk, but you made your
money going on a tour. I also lost out to Duke Ellington on
the Bell Telephone Hour because they wanted me to put
Eugene Wright where they couldn’t put the camera on him.
I wouldn’t do it, and they hired Duke. I never did tell Duke.
Because Duke was innocent; they just hired Duke instead."

The situation at Bell Telephone was peculiar: it was not that
the company would not book black artists on their show; they
would not let black and white performers appear together.
Norman Granz got into a crunch with Bell over their effort to
conceal from the camera that the. guitarist in Ella Fitzgerald’s
trio, Herb Ellis, was white.

Dave has an abiding interest in the welfare and culture of
the American Indians. He said, "I wrote a piece called They
All Sang Yankee Doodle. It opens with an Indian song that Al
Walloupe had taught me.

“The conductor at the concert at Yale University, Erik Kunzel,
said, ‘Dave starts this piece with an Indian song because he
wants us all to remember they were here first.’ There was a
ruckus in the audience, and this man got up from his seat and
made his wife and son, probably, follow him and leave the
auditorium. The piece uses national anthems or songs from
the melting pot, as we used to callit, all with Yankee Doodle
going against O Tannenbaum and -Meadowland and the
Portuguese Holy Ghost March. And then it ends with the
Indian song, which is important." g L

The hatred of racism has been passed to his six children, all
of whom have been trained in music, and four of whom are
professionals. Darius, also a pianist, has for many years now
been teaching jazz to young black South Africans. He is
director of the New Center for Jazz and Popular Music at the
University of Natal in Durban. ,

Iola told me, "Darius’s wife, Cathy, was an assistant to Alan
Paton. She was bom in England and went toiSouth Africa
as a very young girl. Her history of working with the African
National Congress and anti-apartheid groups is extensive. Her
whole life has to do with the struggle in South Africa. When
the ANC was no longer outlawed, she was in Lusaca where the
ANC had headquarters. She got the first news that the ANC
was no longer outlawed when it came across on a fax or
something. She ran through thestreets of the town, having to
use the password to get through, getting to ANC to say,
‘You’re no longer outlawed!“

Darius is about to become an associate professor at the
university._ "They’re even putting up a building for jazz in the
music department," Dave said. I thought there was something
interesting, even inspiring, about a one-eighth Modoc Indian
devoting his life to teaching jau in Africa. V

No matter how misty the family history, the visual evidence
is there. Desmond said white man speak with forked tongue.
For years I’ve kidded Dave that he looks like the man on the
buffalo nickel. "And I’ll teH you something else, Dave. Darius
looks a bit Indian. But do you know who really looks Indian?
Danny." Danny is the drummer of the family. Paul’s second
favorite drummer, according to Dave.

Dave laughed. "Danny always did!" he said. It’s hard to
believe I knew them all as little kids. No. It’s hard to believe
that Darius, the eldest of them, is forty-four.

Iola said, "There is a photo of a young Modoc that looks
almost identical to Dave at the same age."

On June 1, 1991, the Hartford Symphony and Hartford
Chorale premiered a composition by Dave titled Joy in the
Moming, using Biblical texts. Dave said, "It’s really about my
heart. Only I used this for the music. Ten years ago I was
going to have my first angiogram. It was the first time I was
in the hospital in real trouble. I was sitting up and I was
writing Psalm 30. My doctor came in. It was about 10:30 at
night. He said, ‘I’ve never come into a room with manuscript
paper all over the bed when someone was going to have an
operation in the morning.’ I didn’t know him well enough to
tell him what I was doing. When you read Psalm 30, you see
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What good am I to thee if you put me down in the pit? Can
the dust praise thee?’ It goes on: Let me live!

"Nine years after that I had another angiograrn." (He also
had a triple bypass operation.) "I finished the piece that I had
written that night for baritone and piano. I finished it for
chorus and added to it for orchestra, to be the opening piece
for the Beethoven Ninth, which threw me into a terrible panic.
When they hired me to write, they didn’t tell me I’m opening
for the Beethoven Ninth, which can destroy any composer.
The way I found out they wrote to say be sure and use the
same instrumentation as the Beethoven Ninth so we don’t have
to hire anybody. They allowed me to add a tuba and third
trumpet. But it’s the same instrumentation. I poured a lot
into this piece."

He assuredly did. The piece has little to do with jazz,
though one movement draws on string voicings used by the
better arrangers in popular music and film scoring. Otherwise
it is pure symphonic and choral writing in the European
tradition, and at the highest level. You cannot, as Andre
Previn wryly put it once, treat strings merely as if you have
"the world’s biggest sax section." Dave’s writing is nothing like
that. The piece is glorious, and filled with the sense of the
unexpected that has always been characteristic of Dave’s piano

Darius Brubeck
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solos.
But what do we call this music? Is it "European" music or

is it "American" music? Ah, but this gets more complicated.
If being one quarter black or even one eighth black gets you
identified as black, does being one quarter Indian get you
defined as Indian? Certainly it will get you recognized as such
by the U.S. Department of Indian Affairs. Is Joy in the
Morning then Indian music? Or more specifically, Modoc
music? It gets still more complicated:

John Lewis last year made an exquisite solo album called
Private Concert. It’s on Polygram. It reveals many things, not
least of them that John’s touch is among the most distin-
guished to be fotmd in jazz. He produces a delicate click at
the front edge of each radiant tone, as Nat Cole did. An oc-
casional burst of speed, a sudden run, shovm that Johg
taciturnity, his selectivity, is of choice, not lack of technique.
am not sure that the album should be called jazz. Not that I
care for category. Spare, airy, gentle, reflective, it draws
almost completely on European tradition, from Bach to
Debussy, with occasional hints of jazz and stride. But then
stride itself derives from practices found in Beethoven and
Chopin.

Do we call it European or "black" music? Or, since he is a
quarter Comanche, is it Comanche music? The questions are
logical absurdity. But then, racism is illogical. Any competent
anthropologist will tell you there is no such thing as race, and
recent computer studies of genetic material from all parts of
the world have established that we all descend from a common
African ancestress who lived a scarce 200,000 years ago. ..Chief
Seattle of the Suquamish Indians of the Pacific understood the
essential oneness of the human species by the "mid-nineteenth
century.

In 1852, Franklin Pierce defeated General Winfield Scott,
hero of the decimation of the Cherokees in the Trail of Tears,
to become president. That same year, Frederick Douglla
questioned whether Negroes should celebrate the Fourt
July. In 1854, a politician little-known outside of Illinois
named Abraham Lincoln called for the gradual emancipation
of slaves. In 1855, American interests built a railroad across
the Isthmus of Panama to shorten the trip to California by
19,000 miles, thereby accelerating the extermination of the
Indians of California. Longfellow published Hiawatha,
mythologizing the life of an Ojibway. And President Pierce
proposed to the Suquamish the purchase of their lands, which
at least was an improvement on appropriating them by
genocide. Seattle, their chief, made a speech in reply, a
speech Dave Brubeck has just set to music. If Dave is a
quarter Modoc, and Seattle was all Suquamish, what do we, in
our mad ethnic system of classification, call the piece of music
Dave has made out of the speech? Five-eighths Indian?

iSeattle said:
“Whatever it is, that speech is an astonishing document. Chief

The President in Washington sends word that he wishes to buy
our land. But how can you buy or sell the sky? The land?
The idea is strange to us. If we do not own the freshness of



the air and the sparkle of the water, how can you buy them?
Every part of this earth is sacred to my people. Every

shining pine needle, every sandy shore, every mist in the dark
woods, every meadow, every humming insect. All are holy in
the memory of my people.

We know the sap which courses through the trees as we
know the blood that courses through our veins. We are part
of the earth and it is part of us. The perfumed flowers are
our sisters. The bear, the deer, the great eagle, these are our
brothers. The rocky crests, the juices in the meadow, the body
heat of the pony, and man, all belong to the same family.

The shining water that moves in the streams and rivers is
not just water, but the blood of our ancestors. If we sell you
our land, you must remember that it is sacred. Each ghostly

mflection in the clear water of the lakes tells of events and
emories inthe life of my people. The water's murmur is the

voice of my father’s father.
The rivers are our brothers. They quench our thirst. They

carry our canoes and feed our children. So you must give to
the rivers the kindness you would give any brother.
If we sell you our land, remember that the air is precious to

us, that the air shares its spirit with all the life it supports.
The wind that gave our grandfather his first breath also

Dave Brubeck 1991 photo by John Reeves

receives his last sigh. The wind also gives our children the
spirit of life. So if we sell you our land, you must keep it
apart and sacred, as a place where man can go to taste the
wind that is sweetened by the meadow flowers.

Will you teach your children what we have taught our
children? That the earth is our mother? What befalls the
earth befalls all the sons of the earth.

This we know. The earth does not belong to man, man
belongs to the earth. All things are connected like the blood
which unites us all. Man did not weave the web of life, he is
merely a strand in it. Whatever he does to the web, he does
to himself.

One thing we know. Our god is also your god. The earth
is precious to him and to harm the earth is to heap contempt
on its creator. -

Your destiny is a mystery to us. What will happen when the
buffalo are all slaughtered? The wild horses tamed? What
will happen when the secret corners of the forest are heavy
with the scent of many men and the view of the ripe hills
blotted by talking wires? Where will the thicket be? Gone.
Where will the eagle be? Gone. And what is it to say
goodbye to the swift pony and the hunt? Will there be any of
the spirit of my people left?

We love this earth as a newborn loves its mother’s heartbeat.
So if we sell you our land, love it as we have loved it. Care
for it as we have cared for it. Hold in your mind the memory
of the land as it is when you receive it. Preserve the land for
all children and love it, as God loves us all.

As we are part of the land, you too are part of the land.
This earth is precious to us. It is also precious to you. One
thing we know. There is only one God. No man, be he red
man or white man, can be apart. We are brothers after all.

I look out my window at the hills where the invisible Chumash
giants were supposed to stand guard, and I see the ugly talking
Wires across the sky, bringing me each day news of the ethnic
killings in Yugoslavia and the states of what was once the
Soviet Union. John Lewis’s wife Marjana is particularly torn:
her mother is Serbian, her father Croatian.

When Columbus discovered the island he named Hispaniola,
there were 500,000 Indians on it. A half century later there
were 500. The European policy toward the Indians was
thenceforth unwavering. For all the horrors of the chattel
slavery of Africans, the whites wanted the blacks to live, indeed
to proliferate, for they had utility as self-propelled farm
machinery and household implements. The Indians were
simply in the way.

Ishi, the last of the Yana and the last of the wild Indians,
died September 30, 1915. He had been captured four years
earlier at Oroville, which is near where Iola Brubeck was born,
and taken to a San Francisco museum to sit on exhibit and
make arrowheads and other artifacts for the edification of the
people who had extirpated his own.

Where the Yana and the Miwok and Shastas and all the
others once roamed there are talking wires and ribbons of
asphalt and rows of frozen custard and fast-food joints and
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expanses of glinting used cars girded by polychrome ugly
pennants snapping in the wind.

In the range of the Chumash new towns materialize almost
overnight along the road from Los Angeles to San Francisco.
In Santa Barbara the other day, they dedicated a park to the
Chumash. Beneath it, under seventeen feet of soil, is a
Chumash burial ground. Nobody seemed to see the irony of
this dedication. Culturally and ethnographically, the Chumash
are extinct. - .

At night, out there in the Santa Barbara channel, where they
used to propel their elegant dugout canoes to Anacapa and the
other islands, oil platforms scintillate like Christmas trees on
the water. A few years ago there was a spill. Pellicans and
terns and gulls and sea otters died in masses in the ugly slick
of crude exuding from the sea floor.

One of the Lakota Sioux said it:
"The white man made us many promises, more than I can

remember, but he kept but one. He promised to take our
land. And he took it."
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Dr. Joseph Gold, Ralph Gold MD, Bernie Goldberg, Leonard
Goldstein, Mort Goode, Jerry Gorby, Robert Gordon, Gary

Ellison, Lawrence Elow, Gene Elzy, Eric S.’Emory, Ralih



Gormley, William Gottlieb, William A. Gracie MD, Joe
Graydon, Frank Grady, Michael Graff, Cyra Green, George
Green, Robert A. Green, Keith Green, Ambassador and Mrs.
Donald P. Gregg, Sid Gribetz, Ralph Grierson, Dave Guiney,

Robert Haber, Sande Hackel, Pedro Haering C.S.C.,
Daniel W. Hale, Allen Hall, Charles M. Hall, Dr. Gene Hall,
Maurice A. Hall, Norman Hall, Dr. Lawrence M. Halpern,
Adam Hanft, H. Robert Hampson, Dr. Ambrose G. Hampton
Jr., Jim and Carol Hampton, Jens Harboe, Richard C.
Harpham, Herbert J. Harris, Leonard Harris, Roger W. Harris,
Thomas L. Harris, James L. Harrison MD, King C. Harrison,
Al Hart, Jennifer Hart, Stanley Hart, Thomas A. Hart, Alan
Harvey, Tuck Harvey, Maureen Haskell, Larry Hathaway,
Lester G. Hawkins, Mike Hecht, Richard H. Heilbron, Richard

Qim, James Hemphill, Linda C. Henderson, Ruth Henry,
nnie Herman, Mathias C. Hermann, Tad Hershorn, Bob

Hester, Jim Heymann, Delores Hicks, Eddie Higgins, Arthur
Hilgart, Don Hill, John W. Hillyer, Stephen Hillyer, Tim
Hillyer, Terri Hinte, Robin Hodes, Ray Hoffman, Morris S.
Holbrook, Darrell Holt, Bill Hood, Lawrence Hootkin MD,
Harry Horning, Dougal W. House, Marceil E. Howells, John
Howker, Mrs. Edie Huggins, Frank Hunter, Lance Huntley,
Ron Hurston MD, David Hyslop, Sandra Hyslop,

Institute of Jan Studies / Rutgers, Audrey Iooss, James
Isaacs, Stuart Isacoff,

Mark Jaben, Donald R. Jackson, Phoebe Jacobs, Carl
Jefferson, Willard Jenkins, Abbott Johnson, W. Cone Johnson
MD, Jim‘ Johnson, Richard W. Johnson, Ernest Jones, Fer-
dinand Jones, John J. Jordan, Karen Jordan, Ralph Jungheim,

John Kafalas, Ralph Kaffel, Allen Kahn MD, Jonathan P.
Kahn, Ed and Jan Kalny, Leigh Kamman, Cicely Kane, Eddie
Karam, Fred Katzenberg, Harold S. Kaye, Roger Kellaway,
Gene Kelly, Joseph A. Kelly, Kent State University, Harry
Kiamopoulos, Edith Kiggen, John Kinyon, Bill Kirchner, The
Kirkmans, Robert Kirkwood, Howard Kitt, Bruce H. Klauber,
Q) Klein, Fred M. Klein, Dr. Milton Klein, John R. Kleinjan,

bert S. Kleinman, Jerry Kline, Irwin Kove, George E. Koza,
Jackie and Roy Kral, Bernard Krainis, Stephen A. Kramer,
Stephen R. Kroll, Michael Kronstadt, Kevin Kunkle,

Mark Ladenson, George Lagakos, Ted Lamas, David
Lahm, Shirley Lane, Michael Lang, Michael A. Lang, David
Langner, Julius La Rosa, Steve La Spina, Dick Latham, Arnold
Laubich, Norman L. Lawrence, Stella Lawson, Robert Leaver-
ton, William Leaverton, Leon Leavitt, Jack Lee, Neville
LeFebvre, Linda Lehmann, Rober Le Huquet, Joel Levin,
Herman Leonard, Arthur Leist, Frank Lerner, Bob and Janet
Leslie, Julie and Bill Lester, L.M. Letofsky, Jim LeValley, Joel
Peter Levinson, Lou Levy, Philip Levy, Seymour Levy, Martin
Lewin, Bobby Lewis, John Lewis, Irv Lichtman, Dave Liebman,
Paul Liebowitz, Edward F. Lincoln, Kent Lindquist, Paul M.
Little, Mr. and Mrs. Robert Litwak, Harold Litvak, Ernest
Lockridge, Ralph Lodewick, David S. Logan, Joe Lopes,
Charles Lourie, Lee Lowenfish, John S. Lucas, Tom Luddy,
Bruce Lundvall,

Mark Macaulay, Dr. Albert D. MacDade, Gerry Mac-
donald, David and Melissa Mackay, Scott MacKenzie, John G.

MacLeod, James B. McCullough, John Madsen, Carl Mag-
nuson, Leonard Maltin, Artie Malvin, Henry Mancini, Johnny
Mandel, Joe Mandra, Mrs. Flip Manne, Jack Mansfield, Nancy
Marano, Joe Maranto, Norman M. Margolis MD, John
Marino, Sue Marshall, Dick Marx, Paul Maslansky, Thomas E.
Mason, Joe Massters, Dan Mather, Gilbert Mathieu, Jeff
Matlock, Lincoln Mayorga, Frank J. Manio Jr., Joan Mc-
Allister, Martha McAndrews MD, Sgt Chris McCabe,*Earl R.
McCandless, John R. McCandless, Jack McCandless, Bill
McCarty, James B. McCullough, Thomas McDermott, Dr. John
McEwan, Jr., Frank McGa.rry, Dick McGarvin, C.J. McGarity,
Bucky McGeoghegan, Loonis McGlohon, Ray McKinley, Phil
McLean, Bruce McMahon, Marian McPartland, Hal Meade,
Loren Means, Don Menza, Metro Indianapolis Briadcasting,
Sheldon Meyer, Middle Tennessee State University Center for
Popular Music, Gene H. Midyett, Donald Miller MD, Gene
Miller, Larry M. Miller, Charles J. Mitchell, Mark Mohr,
Eddie Monteiro, Bob Morgan, Buddy Morra, Audrey Morris,
Nick Morrison, Patricia Morrison, Nye F. Morton, Henry C.
Moski, Lynne Mueller, Harold Muir, Gerry Mulligan, Jack
Mulligan, George Murray MD, Mat and Cindy Murray, Ronald
C. Murrell, Roy Murphy, Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Myers, Patricia
Myers, Wilbur Myers,

Norman Naito, Ted Naron, Dick Nash, John B. Nason III,
Henry F. Neighbors, Don Nelson, Robert A. Nelson, Susan K.
Nelson, Tyler Newcomb, Jon Newton, Don Newmark, Jeffrey
R. Nissim, David Niven, Gene Norman, Bill Norswether Jr.,
North Texas State University Library,

Claus Ogerman, John C. O’Hara, Daniel Okrent, Ray-
mond C. Olson, Hank O’Neal and -Shelly Shier, Larry Oren-
stein, Orpheus Music Service, Jimmy Owens, Oxnard Public
Library, .

Walter W. Parker, Cheryl L. Parks, Ralph Parsons, Mark
E. Pasquerilla, Chris Paton, Jerry Patterson, K. Bradley Paxton,
John Payne, Ken Peplowski, Fred Perez-Stable, Steve Pettit,
Nat Pierce, Nicholas Pinto, Ray Pizzi, Al Plank, Ogden Plumb,
Gerard Poche MD, William Politis, Richard Porter, Chris
Potter, Bill Potts, Mrs. Arden Powell, Rodney Powell, Tom
Prebish, Alan N. Press, Thomas Priesmeyer, Robert T.
Pritchard, Jack Provost, Gerald E. Proctor, Becca Pulliam,

Kenneth Quinn,
Max Raab, Michael Ragan, Doug Ramsey, Richard

Rancatore, Dana Randall, Andy Randazzo, Jimmy Raney,
George Rappaport, John Robert B. Ravenscroft, Al Raymond,
Tim Redfield, David R. Rehmeyer, Dean E. Reilly, Donald
Reilly, John L. Renshaw, Michael Renzi, John M. Reynolds,
Roger Rhodes, Phillip Richey, John Ritz, Jim Roberts, Scott
Robbins, John Robillard, John F. Rockett MD, Red Rodney,
Betty Mae Rodwin, Mr. and Mrs. J.L. Rodgers, Terry R.
Rogers MD, Martin Rogoff, David and Margot Rosner, G.
Perry Ross, Jimmy Rowles, Bennett S. Rubin, Pete Rugolo,3955
Pacheco Drive,Sherman Oaks CA 91403,,

Grover Sales, Gordon H. Sandberg, Buck Sanders, Mike
Sandston, San Francisco Public Library, Theodore Salmders,
Philip B. Schaeffer, Homer Schaaf, Phil Schaap, Harvey M.
Scheirr, Richard Schiavi, John Schreiber, Tom Schmidt, Myron

 



Schiffer, Roger Schore, P.R. Schreil, Alan P. Schultz, Mary
Schwartz, Ruth Walsh Scully, Alfred Sedgwick, Elizabeth
Sellers, Fred Seibert, Dr. Steven Seidman, Ed Shanaphy, Bud
Shank, Malcolm Sharpe, Beverly Shaw, JohniM. Shearman,
Don Shelton, Ray Sherman, Skip Sherman, Ray Shiner, John
Shoup, Shannon Shor, Abe Silverman, Nathan M. Silverstein,
Bill Simon, Richard Simpson, Dan Singer, K. Singer, Alvin
Singleton, Frank Slocum, Jack Smalley, Dr. David L. Smith,
Hale Smith, William H. Smith, Ann Sneed, Gene Solon,
Andrew J. Sordoni HI, FJ. Spencer, Phil A. Sprague, Chris
Stabenfeldt, Merle Stalder, Stanford University, Gus Statiras,
Steve Steck, Alan Stein, Paul Steingard DO, Bob Stewart,
Lynford Stewart, Jay Stolar, David F. Stone, Walter N. Stone
MD, Gerald L. Stovall MD, Walter Stoye, Bill Stumpf, Bob
Summo, Tahir H. Sur, Charles Sutton, Richard Sweeney, Sylvia
Syms, James Szabo,

Kay Tacouni, Douglas Talbert, Thomas Talbert, Tony
Tamburello, Lynn Tarbox, Wiley Tarr, Bruce Tater, Richard
Tatum, Billy Taylor, Phillip Taylor, Randy Taylor, Terry
Teachout, H.H. Teachout, Karl V. Teeter, Robert Telmos, Dr.
Philip Terman, Pete Terry, Brad Terry, Robert Thiele, Bob
Thiele Jr., Kurt Thometz, David Thomson, Ruth and Will
Thombury, Julia K. Tibbitts, James L. Titchener, Albert Titus,
Dr. Frank Tirro, Gerald Tomlinson, Ross Tompkins, Oscar
Treadwell, Vince Trombetta, Tulane University, Jeffrey Turton,
Penny Tyler, _

Dr Frank Uhlig, Don Underwood,
Marvin A. Van Dilla, Richard Van der Feen, Gary

Vercelli, Marlene and Billy VerPlanck, F. Norman Vickers,
Tom Wakeling, Jim Walbert, Anne V. Waldburger, Karl

D. Wahlenmaier, Melvin Walden-James, Bob Waldman, Kirk
Wallace, R.D. Wallace, Joe Warwick, Dr. Bernard C. Watson,
Alan Watts, Jerry Waxler, Jeff Weber, Paul Weinstein, Gene
Weir, Maurice Weis, Sam Weiss, Cecil Welch, Terry L.
Weldon, Paul F. Wells, Robert West, Paul Weston, Charles
Whaley, Mr. and Mrs. Chris Wheeland, Geoffrey Wheeler,
Samuel D. Wheeler, Western Washington University, Margaret
Whiting, Douglas Wilber, Ken Wiley, Jim Wilke, Floyd A.
Williams Jr., Kent Williams, Patrick Williams, Barrington M.
Wilson, John S. Wilson, Barry Winograd, Eugene Winograd,
Paul Winter, L.A. Witherill, Mike Wofford, Ed and Mary
Wolff, Ellen J. Wong, Marshall Wood, Tim Wood, Mr. and
Mrs. Philip Woodward, Phil Woods, John Worsley,

George Ziskind, David P. Zoller, Marshall J . Zucker,
John J. Yanas, Shelley Yoelin, Roseanne Young,

Canada
Bob Adamson, John Aiken, Michael Aiken, Michael Bein,
Keith Black, Joseph Blake, Harald Bohne, Harry Boon, Jack
Buckley, Kenn Burchell, Gregory N. Bush, CBC Music Library,
John Cobley, Lou Cooper, William Crowe, Jackie Cytrynbaum,
Jim Dean, Larry Dewell, Gene DiNovi, Len Dobbin, Peter
Donolo, Dr D.A. Drew, Wayne Elvins, Grant Fair, Mr. and
Mrs. Frank Falco, H.C. Fears, Richard Flohil, Joy Garden,
Garnet Gibbon, Anne E. Gibson, Gary C. Gilfillan, E.J.
Grierson, Paul Grosney, Peter and Beverly Harris, Dean

L
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Hirschfeldt, Harry R. Holbrook, Bert Joss, Maurice Kessler,
Richard Lee, David Lees, Sam Levene, Barry Little MD, Anne
MacDonald, W.A. MacDonald, Fraser MacPherson, Rob
McConnell, David McLaughlin, Lois K. Moody, Bill Moore,
Clement H. Mclntosh, Joan Naylor, Thomas Neighbour, Tony
Nield, Rodney North, L. Richard O’Hagan, Ted O’Reilly,
Georgina O’Rourke, Richard Pauloski, James A. Rainer, John
Reeves, Dave Richardson, George Robert, Gil Rosen, W. Alan
Ross, Saskatoon Jan Society, Scott Library / York University,
David Scrivens, Peter Shaw, Gordon Sheard, Terry Sheard, Dr.
C.H. Spurgeon, Paul Spurgeon, Diane Terry, G.B. Thompson,
Alfred Wallbank MD, Clint Ward, Ken Ware, Philip Wedge,
Norm White, Paul S. White, Randy White, Jack Williams,
Ronald Woods,

Chile
Jose Hosiasson,

United Kingdom
British Library Department Pr Books, Peter Bould, D.A. Clare,
Donald Clarke, Paul Clatworthy, Angela M. Darling, Robert
Farnon, Kevin Henriques, Roger Hunter, Alan E. Jones, Mike
Newton, Robert Parker, Henry Pleasants, Spike Robinson, K.C.
Rumfitt, Leonard Weinreich, Westminster City Libraries, Kenny
Wheeler, Brian Wynne,

Continental Europe
Francy Boland, Gianrocco Cala Price, Enrique Vecino Chavert,
Steve Clover, Rene DeKnight, Kenny Drew, Art Farmer, Jean
Fernandez, Isabelle Gamsohn, Hans P. Hals, Michael Henkel,
Hans-Peter Lastovka, G. Harrison, Philippe Lees, Ulf Ab-
jornsson, Red Mitchell, Oystein O. Myhrvold, Chan Parker,
Werner W. Schwarz, Bertrand Tavernier, Edmund Thigpen,
W.A. Turkenburg, Jurgen Wolfer, Ole-Petter Worsoe, Michael
Zwerin, Theo Zwicky, H‘‘Q
Middle East and Africa
Darius Brubeck, Donald E. Cashman, Rod Willis, Kathleen T.
Shaw,

Australia, New Zealand, and Asia
Lew Bobb, Kym Bonython, John Charles, John Dever, William
Dixon, Nigel L. Faigan, Ray Harris, Devon G. Huston, H.L.
Jacobsmulen, Dr. R.G. Lawrence, Linda Loose, Sydney
Conservatorium of Music, J.R. Williams.

Ten Years
Old friends of the Jazzletter know that though I get behind on
issues, because of work on books, I always get caught up.
When in December the Jazzletter completes its tenth year, it
will have published some 1,100,000 words from which three
books have been derived, with a fourth pending. I have had
the luxury of exploring subjects that interested me. I owe that
to you, and I never cease to be grateful. Thank you.


