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Three Favors

1. If you have an e-mail address, I'd love to have it. You can
send it to me at jazzlet@ix.netcom.com.

2. If you have not resubscribed for 1998 but intend to, I'd
appreciate it your doing it now. There’s an easy way to tell
whether you’ve resubscribed. If there’s a date or letters under your
address on the envelope, you have. If not, you haven't. Subscrip-
tions (in case you’ve misplaced the earlier notice) are $70 U.S. for
the U.S. and Canada, $80 for other countries. Anyone wishing to
send someone a gift subscription can do so for $35. And to anyone
who can’t afford the Jazzletter at all, it is, as always, free.

3. Terry Teachout is writing an extensive piece on the late Joe
Mooney. Information — anecdotes, memories, the name of
someone who knew him — can be sent to Terry at 205 West 84th
St. # B, New York NY 10024; or by e-mail at 76753.1225@-
compuserve.com.

I’ll be at Knickerbocker in New York November 17 and 18.

Andy Simpkins:
Remembering Sarah

Richmond, Indiana, present population about 38,000, lies barely
west of the Kentucky border and 68 miles due east of Indianapolis.
Indianapolis was a hotbed of jazz, the birthplace of Freddie
Hubbard, J.J. Johnson, the Montgomery Brothers, and a good many
more, some of them known only regionally but excellent nonethe-
less. Wes Montgomery never wanted to leave Indianapolis, and
ultimately went home.

Richmond is on a main east-west highway. It was Highway 40
in the days before the Eisenhower presidency, but now it is
Interstate 70. No matter: as it passes through town, it is inevitably
called Main Street. Richmond was early in its history heavily
populated by anti-slavery Quakers, and continued its sentiments
right into Copperhead days. Copperhead was the name applied to
southern sympathizers in Indiana, formally a Union state during the
Civil War.

Andy Simpkins, one of the truly great bass players, whether or
not he tums up in the various magazine polls, was born in
Richmond on April 29, 1932. His father therefore was born within
short memory distance of slavery itself. A black Chicago cop who
was working on his degree in sociology taught me an important

- principle: that a black man in any given job is likely to be more
intelligent than a white man in the same job, for had he been white
he would by now have risen higher in the system. This may not be
a universal verity, but I have found the principle to be sufficiently
consistent that I trust it. Andy’s father illustrates the point. He was
a janitor; that’s what the society in his time would allow him to

' be. His private existence was another matter.

“My father did a lot of things in his life,” Andy said. “In his
younger years he played saxophone and clarinet a little bit. He
worked for many years on the janitorial staff of the school system
of Richmond. His real life — all through the years he worked for
them — was growing plants. He grew vegetables and beautiful
flowers and sold them to people in the area. He was a wonderful
horticulturist. He had greenhouses, and his plants were famous.

“My father was an only child, I’'m an only child, and I have one
son, Mark, who is in radio in Denver, Colorado.” Andy laughed.
“The Simpkins family line runs thin!”

Andy combines formidable facility with a deep sound, beautiful
chosen notes, long tones, and time that hits a deep groove. Those
are some of the reasons he spent ten years with Sarah Vaughan.

In spite of occasional clashes, she adored him, and she did not
suffer fools gladly or second-rate musicianship at all. Andy also
worked for her arch-rival and close friend Carmen McRae, and
mere survival with either of those ladies, let alone both of them,
is perhaps the ultimate accolade for a jazz musician. They were
prime bitches to work for. I merely wrote for Sass; I never had to
work for her. I just loved her, and so did Andy. He remembers
mostly the good times, and it was inevitable that we would talk
about her.

Andy first came to prominence with a trio called the Three
Sounds, whose pianist was Gene Harris. The drummer was Bill
Dowdy. They made more than twenty albums for Blue Note. Andy
toured for a long time with George Shearing, worked with Joe
Williams, and recorded with Clare Fischer, Stephane Grappelli,
Dave Mackay, and Monty Alexander.

He never forgets the role of his parents. For, as in the cases of
most of the best musicians I have known, strong parental support
and encouragement were critical elements in his development.

“My mother was a natural musician,” Andy said. “She never
had a lesson. She played piano by ear, and she had the most
incredible ear. She played in our church for forty years, all the
hymns and all the songs. She used to hear things. When my Mom
would hear something playing on the radio she’d hum along, not
the melody, like most people, but the inside harmony. I’d hear her
humming those inside parts of the chords, any song she heard. It
was incredible. I think that’s where most of my musical talent
comes from.

“But my Dad was really instrumental in seeing that I studied
music and learned the theory, and to read, all the things you really
need beside just your ear — although a lot of people have made it
just on the ear. He saw I had a great ear and he started giving me
lessons at an early age. And he made a lot of sacrifices to do that.
To this day I think of my Dad making all kinds of sacrifices, doing
extra jobs, picking up trash that he could sell for metal, just
working so hard to make sure I had lessons, to see that 1 could
study.

“Clarinet was my original instrument for a couple of years, and




then I started studying piano. I had a great piano teacher, Norman
Brown. Along with teaching me legitimate piano studies, and
exercises, he also taught me about chord progressions and harmo-
ny. And that was very unusual at that time. Every week at my
lesson, he would bring me a popular tune of the day, written out
with the chords. So all the time 1 was studying with him, I was
leaming chords. And you know what else he did? He was a
wonderful legitimate, classical player, but he also played for silent
movies.

“I was fortunate: my mother and father lived long enough to see
that I was successful. They were alive through the time I was with
George Shearing. I was with George from *68 to *76. And before
that the Three Sounds. We accompanied all sorts of people, and
my Mom and Dad were in on that. Any time I was close enough
that I could pick them up and take them, they would go to my
gigs. Even when I was much younger, playing my jobs, my Mom
sometimes would even nod out and go to sleep, but she would be
there! She wanted to be there.

“I started out playing with a nice little local band in Richmond,
a kind of combination of rhythm and blues and jazz. We used to
play around Richmond and Muncie and a lot of little towns around
there. When the band first started, we didn’t have a bass player. 1
was playing piano. With the ear I had, I always heard bass lines,
and I was playing the bass notes on the piano. A few months after
we were together, a bass player joined us, from Muncie.

“I had listened to the bass before that. I had listened to the big
bands. I was already hooked on jazz music. But I wasn’t taken
with the bass. There were all the great bass players working with
those bands at that time. I guess it was the sound they got. It was
the way bass was played at that time. They got kind of a short
sound. The sound wasn’t long and resonant.

“And this player joined the little band that we had. His name
was Manuel Parker. He had this old Epiphone bass, it was
American-made but it had a wonderful sound. He got this long,
resonant sound that I'd never heard. I said, Wow! He could walk,
and had that great groove, and this wonderful big fat resonant
sound along with it. I was awestruck.

“We used to rehearse at my house a couple of times a week. I
was probably eighteen, nineteen. He lived in Muncie, which was
forty miles away from Richmond. Say we’d rehearse Tuesday and
Thursday. So on Tuesday, he used to leave the bass at my house.
I just started getting his bass out and playing with records. I knew
the tunes. I’d tune the bass up, because the turntable ran a little
fast. I heard all those lines. And I got hooked. No technique, I
didn’t know the fingering or any of that. But I heard the notes and
I found them on the bass. And from that point on, that was it. 1
guess the other instruments were the route to the bass. This is
where I was supposed to be, because it felt so totally natural.

“] was competent on the other instruments. I read well. In fact,
when I went into the service I auditioned on clarinet and got into
the band. I played them okay. People said I was a fairly good

player. But I felt about the bass: this is the instrument that’s been
waiting for me.

«[ was drafted into the Army in ’53. Went through eight weeks
of basic training at Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri. I auditioned.
The orders came down: I didn’t make it. I had to take another
eight weeks of basic. After the second eight weeks, I was accepted
in the band. At that time, they had just started to desegregate the
bands. But at the beginning, they were still segregated. After a few
short months, I was transferred up to Indianapolis, to Fort Harrison
— sixty miles from my home town! I played clarinet in the concert
and marching band, bass in the big swing jazz band that we had
within the band, and piano in a couple of small combos. That’s
when 1 really got around to studying.

“In the band there was a legit bass player, a wonderful
classical player. He started to just teach me, on his own —
legitimate, correct technique. I could read the bass clef, of course,
from playing piano. He started teaching me correct classical
fingering and approach to the instrument.

“[ spent two years in the army, in the band the whole time, and
fortunately was in Indianapolis. At the time, Indianapolis was
swinging. It was live. J.J. Johnson might have left by then, but the
Montgomery Brothers were there. I think Wes was still there. This
was ’53. I was going into town at night and hanging out, and not
getting much sleep. I was playing at night with a lot of guys.
Benny Barth was still there. I played a lot with Benny Barth. Al
Plank was there. This town was rockin’. 1 went to one gig that
went till midnight, and then I’d play an after-hours thing that went
till three, then had to get up at six.

“And in the daytime, I played in the army band. I was sub-
merged in music. I was really blessed. I didn’t have to go and
shoot at anybody and get shot. A lot of my friends in basic training
went to Korea. Most of them didn’t make it back. The ‘police
action’, as they called it. I was in Indiana through 1955. 1 was
discharged in ’55.

“After the Army, I joined a little rhythm and blues band. The
leader was from Chicago. His name was Jimmy Binkley. In the
band that 1 played with back in Richmond, we had a sax player
who called himself Lonnie ‘The Sound’ Walker. He was one of
these rockin’ tenor players. I sort of grew up around him. That’s
where we got the name for the Three Sounds. When we first
formed, we were four: Gene Harris, Bill Dowdy on drums, myself,
and Lonnie Walker. We called ourselves the Four Sounds. We
went on from 1956 to *58. He left and we had a couple of
different saxophone players. We went on as a trio and recorded our
first record for Blue Note as the Three Sounds.

“The review in Down Beat ripped us asunder. It was by John
Tynan. Here we are, our very first record, kids, fledglings, all
optimistic excitement, and he tore us apart.”

That review appeared in the April 16, 1959, issue of Down
Beat, the second to have my name on the masthead as editor.
Tynan — John A. Tynan to the readers, Jack or Jake Tynan to all



of us who worked with him — presented the subject as the
transcript of a court case in which a prosecutor says, “Here we
have, beyond doubt, one of the worst jazz albums in years. The
performances speak for themselves — horrible taste, trite arrange-
ments, out-of-tune bass, an unbelievable cymbal, ideas so banal as
to be almost funny.”

The judge says, “Why was it ever released, then? Who would
buy such a record as this?”

It must have been devastating to the members of that trio.
Tynan became, and remains, one of my best friends. He left Down
Beat to write news for the ABC television station in Los Angeles,
a post at which he worked until his retirement. He lives now in
Palm Desert, California. I called him, to see if he could lay his
hands on that moldering review. He thought that he might, if he
looked long enough. Nor could Andy readily provide a copy of it.
So I undertook a little archaeology of my own and found it.

“In later years, on reflection,” Andy said, “I thought there was
some validity to what he said, but at that time he could have given
us a little bit of a break. I guess that’s not the way it is, if you’re
gonna be out there in the world. But at the time, we were really
hurt. We went to see him. We were all over two hundred pounds,
big strapping country boys. I guess we just looked at him real hard.
I don’t know what we had in mind.”

Apparently nothing more violent than glowering. The Down
Beat west coast office at that time was on Sunset Boulevard at
Gower. Tynan remembers their visit only vaguely. Reconstructing
the events, I found myself chuckling over the incident, all the more
because just over four months later — in the September 3, 1959,
issue of the magazine — the group received a glowing four-star
review.

Andy said, “The three of us lived in Cleveland at first. Coming
from a little town, I thought, Cleveland! I was really in the big
town, after Richmond, Indiana. We went to Cleveland because
Gene had an aunt there, and we could stay with her. There was an
old club called the Tijuana, which I guess in the *40s was a big-
time show club. It had been closed. It was just up the street from
Gene’s aunt’s house. They were getting ready to reopen. They
wanted fresh new talent. So we went and auditioned for the guy.
They didn’t even have a piano on the stage. The stage was
surrounded by the bar, one of those deals. The piano was in the
corner. The three of us got the piano and /ifted it on the stage to
do this audition. And we got the gig. We started out at $55 a
week. We stayed two years and ended up getting $60. We got
people coming in there.

“We met a guy who had a recording studio in his basement. He
would record us when we rehearsed. Our idols at the time were
Oscar Peterson, Ahmad Jamal, Max Roach, Horace Silver, Art
Blakey, and all the people from that era. We had all their things
down. We knew their charts!

“There was a jazz club downtown in Cleveland. We used to go

there on Sundays, our night off, and hear all our idols. Gene was
a very aggressive guy. He’d ask them if we could sit in. And
they’d let us do it! We’d sit in with the horn players, and play
their charts. It was very tolerant on their part. But we had those
charts down.

“And by our doing that, the word began to filter back to New
York about us. :

“We had that gig at the Tijuana for a couple of years, and then
finally it ended. Bill Dowdy says, ‘My sister lives in Washington,
D.C. Let’s go to Washington. We can stay with her.” Bill and
Gene are both from Benton Harbor, Michigan. They played
together as kids long before I met either of them. They were in
high school together. Bill’s now in Battle Creek, Michigan. He’s
teaching there, privately and in one of the schools and he produces
concerts. We’re all still in touch. Gene lives in Boise, Idaho. I talk
to Bill more than I do Gene.

“So we went to Washington. We got a lot of help from a guy
who was a union representative. He took us around. He told us
about one place that had been closed and was going to open again.
It was called the Spotlight. We auditioned. The manager liked us,
and we played there a month or so. Then we played in a restaurant
in Washington for about nine months.

“A good friend of the manager of the place was Mercer
Ellington. He came to listen and was just taken aback by us.
Mercer was really the one who actually discovered us. A club in
New York needed another group. Stuff Smith was playing there.
They wanted a young group, new faces, to play opposite him.
Mercer talked to them and they hired us.

“We’d been in Washington about a year when we went to New
York. As 1 said, the word had filtered back from Cleveland about
us — to Blue Note Records, Alfred Lion and Frank Wolff. They
were wonderful people. They came to hear us at this club and
loved us right away and signed us. At the same time, Jack
Whittemore from the Shaw booking agency, little Jack, came in
too. He was a wonderful man. Golly moses.”

There was a radiance in his voice when Andy mentioned Jack
Whittemore. One hears much, and much of it derisive, about the
businessmen of jazz, particularly agents. But Jack was loved. He
was kind, good, honorable, funny, feisty, tiny, stocky and argumen-
tative. I used to call him the Mighty Atom. Once, in Brooklyn, he
got into an argument and then a fist-fight with the owner of a jazz
club, over the issue of the acts Jack had been booking in there. The
bartender separated them and told them to cool off. Jack asked the
owner if business was really that bad. He said it was. “Then why
don’t you come to work for me?” Jack said, and that’s how Charlie
Graziano became Jack’s second in command and one of his best
friends. Jack was like that.

Jack had been an agent for GAC and MCA before becoming
president of the Shaw agency, which in the 1960s was the primary
jazz booking agency; later he went on his own, and the acts he
booked included Miles Davis, Bill Evans, Art Blakey and the Jazz




Messengers, Sonny Stitt, Stan Getz, McCoy Tyner, Phil Woods,
Horace Silver, and many more. When Jack died at sixty-eight in
1982, the professional jazz community was devastated. There was
no one to replace him, and no one has turned up since to fill his
shoes. After his death, all the musicians he booked paid Jack’s
estate the commissions they owed him, with a single exception —
and everyone in the business knew it — Stan Getz.

This précis of Jack’s career will explain the warmth in Andy’s
voice on mention of his name. Jack could make a career; Horace
Silver credits Jack with establishing his.

“Jack came to hear us,” Andy said. “He liked us, and he signed
us with Shaw. From that point, we started to record for Blue Note.
We did quite a few albums for Blue Note.

“And a funny thing happened. The Down Beat review was so
scathing that I think it made people curious. They started buying
our albums and got us off the ground. I really believe that. How
could anything be that bad? People said, I’ve gotta hear this! I
believe that to this day.

“We started recording in ’58. I stayed with the Three Sounds
until ’66. At that point, we’d made twenty albums or so together.
In the meantime, we did some records for other companies —
Limelight, which was a subsidiary of Mercury. Jack Tracy was our
producer. I saw Jack recently! We did one with Nat Adderley for
Orrin Keepnews at Riverside. It was a wonderful record, called
Branching Out. We recorded some for Verve, too.”

“That was one hell of a trio,” said bassist John Heard. Born in
1938, John was twenty when that trio began to record; Andy was
by then twenty-six, and that much difference in age is a lot at that
time in one’s life. “When they’d come to play Pittsburgh,” John
said, “I used to stand around outside the club and listen to them.
I used to follow Andy around. He didn’t know. I don’t think he
knows it now. Andy is a Monster.”

“Bill Dowdy left the Three Sounds before I did,” Andy said.
“Bill was good at business matters. He was very orderly. He used
to take care of books and that kind of thing for us. He and Gene
had a big falling out. And they’d been friends since school days.
Bill left in ’65. I left about a year later, only because I wanted to
play some other music with other people. 1 wanted to branch out
musically. T came to Los Angeles. There were all these great
players, and 1 wanted to work with them and expand musically.
For a couple of years I was in L.A. freelancing.

“Somebody told George Shearing about me and he needed a
bass player. I went to his house and auditioned for him, just the
two of us. He pulled out a couple of charts and I read them. He
said, ‘I always had heard that you didn’t read. I don’t know where
this came from, but you read fine.””

“Well you know, Andy,” I said, “that may seem like a small
detail now, this is the kind of rumor that can seriously impede
someone’s career. I'd always heard that Chet Baker couldn’t read,
and Gerry Mulligan told me that was nonsense. He said Chet could
read, but his ear was so good he didn’t have to. He could learn

anything instantly.”

“I know, I know,” Andy said. “Well I read for George, and
joined him in 1968. I replaced Bob Whitlock. Charlie Shoemake
was the vibes player, Dave Koontz was the guitarist, Bill Goodwin
was the drummer. Bill left soon after. There were different guys
through the years. Stix Hooper played with us for about a year.
Harvey Mason played drums with us, Vernel Fournier for just
about a minute. I was with George for eight years.

“T knew a lot of songs, but I credit George: I learned a lot of
songs from George Shearing, kind of remote things. I'll tell you
another song I credit for teaching me a lot of songs, remote songs,
and that’s Jimmy Rowles. Rowles! Listen! Those two guys, along
with my piano teacher, are responsible for a lot of things that 1
know.

“l left George in ’76. I was still living in L.A. Back to
freelancing and studio calls and gigs and casuals. I was married to
my first wife, Katherine, in 1960. She passed away in *92. She had
lung cancer. She smoked, she smoked. My wife Sandy quit
smoking a couple of years ago.

“After Shearing I was doing film calls and studios and this and
that. Then I got a call in ’79 from Sarah Vaughan’s then husband,
Waymon Reed. Trumpet player. He was her music director. Sarah
was looking for a bass player, and I’d been recommended. 1
auditioned for Sarah, and she loved me. I spent ten years with her.
Until 1989.

“It was a great relationship. She could be weird,” he said, -
laughing. “As everyone who worked for her knows. Especially
players.”

“Well my relationship with her was a little different,” I said. “I
dealt with her as a songwriter. And as an old friend.”

I recounted to Andy the details of an event in which our trails
almost crossed. I had written an album for Sarah, based on poems
of peace by the present Pope. The producer was the well-known
Italian entrepreneur Gigi Campi, who among other achievements
had founded and funded and managed the remarkable Clarke-
Boland Big Band, jointly led by drummer Kenny Clarke and the
Belgian arranger and composer Francy Boland. Sass wanted to use
her own rhythm section, but Gigi Campi insisted on organizing his
own for the project, which involved a large orchestra, recorded in
Germany. He hired two bassists, Jimmy Woode and Chris Law-
rence, and the drummer was Edmund Thigpen. Nothing wrong
with that rhythm section, but facing some difficult musical
material, Sass no doubt would have felt more secure with her own,
which included, besides Andy, the pianist George Gaffney, whose
background includes periods as music director for Peggy Lee and
Ben Vereen, among others.

“The Sass lady!” Andy said. “That album you wrote for her, it
was aside from the kind of thing she usually did. And how well,
how unbelievably, she learned and did it. Difficult music. Good
heavens. That was *847 Did you see her being more disagreeable
than usual?”



“Not particularly.” I said. “She was too scared of that material,
and I was the only one who could teach it to her. She could be
crusty, though. She pulled it on other people there, but not on me.
Although, I’ll tell you, she could be demanding, even of me.”

I told him the story. After she had sung the material in a
triumphant concert in Dusseldorf, and it had been recorded, I flew
home to California. But Sass, hearing the tapes, was unhappy with
some of the tracks and wanted to overdub the vocals. This was to
be done in a studio in Cologne. And she insisted that I return to
Germany to be with her. So, after two or three days at home, I
flew back to Germany, and held her hand in the studio — and
since she was listening to the orchestra in headphones and I
couldn’t hear it, I heard that incredible voice of hers totally
unadorned.

“Well after that,” Andy said, “we did an Italian tour. She
wanted to have an audience with the Pope.”

“That started when we were in Germany,” I said. “Everywhere
she and I went the press asked us if we had met the Pope. And
eventually she got a bee in her bonnet that she wanted to meet
him. Curiously enough, I met him — met? a handshake — in
Columbia, South Carolina, during his American visit. There was a
huge rally and I sang some of that material in the concert. But she
wanted to meet him even by the time we finished recording.”

“Well she did,” Andy said. “The promoter we were with in
Italy got her an audience with the Pope. That’s no small matter.
This guy was a heavyweight, named Corriaggi.”

“Who was her pianist during that period?” I asked.

“There were a lot of people, but for the longest period it was
George Gaffney. He’s wonderful. A great arranger too.

“As great as she was, she sometimes had trouble relating to real
life. She had some strange ideas about normal, everyday living.
She seemed to attract wrong guys. There were guys out there going
for who she was and what she had and the prestige of being
involved with her.”

“I met some of those guys,” I said. “I believe that she was very
insecure.”

“Oh sure,” Andy said. “I had a couple of run-ins with her, as
anyone would who was with her for a long period. About the
silliest things. For instance, we were traveling. I was using a flight
case for the bass. She bought one; I was using that. They’re always
big, and they weigh a lot, but they have to be to protect the
instrument. And sometimes they don’t even work. That amazes me.
On a couple of instances, I've opened it up after a flight and the
bass was in shambles inside the trunk.

“So I decided to have one custom-made. When I did that, she
turned left. Suddenly she didn’t want to pay the oversize charges

when you fly. They’d been paying it right along. It’s not my

expense. The promoter pays for it. It’s like the tickets. She went
really out on me about that! And the one I'd had made was lighter
than hers.

“But the things that really made me mad — and she made

everyone mad who worked for her, and they loved her at the same
time — seemed to melt away when she opened her mouth.
Sometimes you’d want to stomp her into the ground. And then
she’d start singing, and none of it mattered. I've talked to I don’t
know how many guys about this.

“After about-five or six years with her, and the damage to the
instrument, even in the trunk, I got gun-shy about it. I started —
and this is tricky to do with a stringed instrument — to have them
write it into the contract that the producer had to provide a bass.
Sometimes you win, and a lot of times you lose. A Jot.

“The best way to find a decent instrument in an area is to get
in touch with a symphony player or a jazz player, or somebody
who does both, who might want to rent one of his instruments. The
chances were better that way that you could find something good.
Otherwise you’d have to go to a store.

“With all that mind, I came out better than I would have
thought, most of the time. '

“But one time I had an instrument that was the worst I ever
had. It would not stay in tune. You’d play a few notes, and it
would start slipping and go flat. We had this one tune we did
together, just she and I, East of the Sun. Just bass and voice. It was
in five flats. We’re doing it and this bass is slipping, it was going
all over the place. And she went where it went! I’'m going nuts.
And she just heard it, and found wherever it was. At the end of the
tune, the piano always played a Count Basie ending. Plank, plank,
plank. George Gaffney was with us at the time. Of course, it was
'way somewhere else from where we were.

“But her ears! It was the darnedest thing I ever heard in my
life, man. She was right with me. We were together, but we
weren’t in the key. I'd heard her do amazing things up till then,
but I said, ‘Lord, have mercy, what is this?’ She constantly amazed
me, but that incident took the cake.”

I said, “Sahib Shihab told me once that Big Nick Nicholas said
you should listen to her if only for the way she used vibrato. And
she had a weird ability to hit a note in tune and then seem to
penetrate even more into the heart of the pitch. It was the strangest
thing.”

“Yeah!” Andy said. “It was, Wow! If I can play a ballad at all,
interpret a ballad, I would have to credit that to her. I'd play one
sometimes on a set, and I told her that, and she loved it. I recorded
My Foolish Heart on one of my albums.

“When I was working with Gerald Wiggins — I worked with
him quite a lot — he heard it. We worked at a place called Maple
Drive in Beverly Hills, and a place called Linda’s — and he would
insist that I play it every night. I'd say, ‘Oh Wig, I don’t want to.’
He’d say, ‘Shut up and play it.” I was still with Sarah at the time.

“I got it on record, and I wanted her to hear it. As I said, I'd
learned how to approach a ballad melodically from her. Just
through osmosis. I played the record for her. I was nervous. And
she said, ‘Andy, that is gorgeous.’

“That was not long before she passed.




“After she got sick, during that last year, we did a tour. This
would be around 88, to Italy. This promoter, Corriaggi, who was
Frank Sinatra’s promoter over there, booked us, and the tour was
great. | knew her moods. She was totally evil that whole tour, and
it was the best tour we ever did. The weight that this guy carried!
We didn’t even go through customs. It was a car tour, surface.
There were two cars, Rolls-Royces, a car for her and a car for us.
He used to take us to these great places to eat. They’d be closed,
but they’d stay open especially for us. The greatest food, the best
treatment. Whatever she wanted, and the same with the band. And
she was totally evil all the time. I know she could be weird, but
this was . . . But now I think back and I believe she was getting
ill, even then. Her breath was getting shorter. We’d be walking
through an airport, and she’d have to stop, panting, and rest. So |
think it was coming on her at that time, and we didn’t know what
it was.

“She could be totally exasperating. Looking back, however, |
have to think very hard about the things that made me angry with
her. 1 seem to remember all the fun things and the laughs and the
great times. Which says to me that those other things weren’t that
important.

“She was really hurt when I left. But, again, I just wanted to
move further on and do other things. But she didn’t travel that
long after that anyway. We used to do a thing where we’d end up
on two notes, in harmony. She’d jump on me and say, ‘I want to
sing that note, the bass note.”

I mentioned the times when it was said that she had a four-
octave range and she would huff, “The day I've got four octaves,
I’'m calling the newspapers.”

Andy laughed. “She always used to deny that, but I think she
did. She certainly had three. That’s a definite.

“Those were incredible years. I was ten years with her. I left in
’89. She died a year or so later. Sarah really spoiled me for
singers. I had to pull myself together and say, ‘This is not right.
There are other people who can sing, you know.” I found myself
unconsciously comparing.

“When it comes to scatting, Ella did it well. Sarah did it well.
Carmen did it well. But in my estimation, the queen of scatting is
Betty Carter. She does it as an instrumentalist does. Most people
need to not scat, ’'m gonna tell you.”

“I don’t like scat singing most of the time,” I said.

“I don’t either,” Andy said.

“If any singer was ever qualified to do it, it was my hero, Nat
Cole. And he didnt do it. He just sang the song. The best scatting
I’ve heard comes not from singers but from instrumentalists,
Dizzy, Clark Terry, Frank Rosolino.”

“And don’t forget the trombone player, Richard Boone!” Andy
said. “But I really feel most people need to leave it alone. What I
like about Betty is the sounds don’t vary. She oo’ and ah’s for
different notes and registers.”

I said, “The schools are teaching scat to young singers, and I

wish they wouldn’t.”

“Yeah,” Andy said. “How about knowing a song as written? At
least before you start scatting. Some people don’t even know the
song. Please! There are a lot of singers that I like, and 1 used to
run them by Sass. Julius La Rosa, for one. I said, ‘I think he’s
great.’ She said, ‘Yeah!” People who can really sing. First of all,
I can understand the lyrics, and that takes me a long way. And
they can sing in tune. And in time. I.always thought Julius La
Rosa was wonderful. And [ think Steve Lawrence sings great too.
I always liked Gloria Lynn.

“I"d like to ask you a little about the bass, and about your own
playing. Your said you didn’t really like some of the old style of
bass players.”

“The notes were on the money,” Andy said. “But the sound
wasn’t there.”

“They used to use full-hand grips instead of fingering the
instrument.”

“And that’s why the sound wasn’t happening,” Andy said.

““You’re using the balls of your fingers to mash the strings all the

way down to the fingerboard.”

“Don Thompson and I were talking a year or two ago about
individual tone on an instrument. And he said he thought it was
almost lmpOSS|ble not to have a personal individual tone, for
physical reasons.”

“Certainly,” Andy said. “Don’s right. That’s the thing about
stringed instruments. The pressure. What part of your finger you’re
playing on when you press the strings down. And so far as
pizzicato is concerned, the part of your picking finger that you play
with. The tip, or the longer part of the finger? These things are
crucial. They make the difference. That’s why I feel as I do about
the instrument. You can take five bass players and have them play
the same bass, and they’ll sound different.”

I told him that once 1 had watched Ray Brown instructing a
student. Ray took the boy’s instrument, a cheap Kay student-model
bass. And he produced from it the same sound he did from his
own instrument. [ asked, “Where do you think the business of long
sustained tones began?”

“In my memory, Blanton got that,” Andy said. “This guy! And
I guess all the guys at that time played without amplification. He
stands out as far as being big in his sound, playing with a full
band, with no help but just his strength.”

I said, “Then came Mingus, Ray Brown, Red Mitchell, Scott
LaFaro. No instrument evolved as much as the bass after about
1945.”

“That’s probably true. Red Mitchell is a definite influence in
my playing. Of course, he did that cello tuning, fifth tuning. The
range is wider. I've got a lot of younger heroes, like Stanley
Clarke. Age doesn’t matter. A real large hero of mine is Niels
Pedersen. Oh, I mean! He seems to cover the whole spectrum of
great sound, a strong walking time sound, great facility. A lot of
cats have facility, but he plays and phrases like a horn or pianist



would, and has the facility to back it up, and harmonically he’s
always on the money. And tempos don’t matter.”

“How is that long sound produced?”

“It has to do with a lot of things. Part of it is the instrument
itself. But those earlier guys had good instruments too. Foreign
instruments, which so many of the great ones are. Mine's German.
It’s about 150 years old. It’s a kid compared to some that I know
about. German, French, Italian. Those old craftsmen.

“It has to do also with the way the instrument is set up, as far
as the way the sound post inside of the instrument is set. It has to
do with the height of the bridge. A higher bridge produces a bigger
sound, but it’s more difficult to play. Mine is not high, but it’s not
super-low. Some guys have the strings down so close to the
fingerboard that you've got to really play light or you’ll start
getting slapping.”

“Of course,” I said, “the amplification has been so improved.”

“Yes, we do have that. But I still like to have gigs turn up now
and then where you can play acoustic. They’re getting rare any
more. I’ve been playing Fridays and Saturdays at a hotel in Santa
Monica called Shutters, with an outstanding pianist named John
Hammond. He worked for Carmen.”

“That says it.”

“We played together with Carmen at the old Donte’s. He’s a
marvelous players. I keep the amp really low, just a touch.”

And that brought us back, inevitably, to Sarah. “The Sarah
stories go on and on,” Andy said with a quiet and affectionate
chuckle. So I told him another one.

Some years ago, Roger Kellaway wrote and produced an album
— an outstanding album, but little noticed — for Carmen McRae.
I had heard the tapes, the rough mixes. And one day I was over at
Sarah’s house. She lived in Hidden Hills, a gated community just
off the 101 freeway a little west of Woodland Hills, California.
She had just done some of my songs. I said to her, “You’ve been
recording a number of my songs. Thank you.”

“Hmm,” she said with a certain sniffy hauter, “I thought you’d
never mention it.”

She made us drinks, and after a while she said, “How’s that
album Carmen did with Roger?” '

“Very nice,” I said. “Beautiful charts, beautiful recording.”

She had just risen to her feet to refill our glasses. “No,” she
said, “I mean, how’s Carmen singing on it?”

“Sharp,” 1 said.

She continued across her sunny living room toward the bar,
monarchical in manner, though she was not very tall, her words
trailing loftily over her shoulder: “Shit. I didn’t know anybody but
me knew that Carmen sings sharp.”

Andy roared with laughter.

“Oh that Sass,” he said wonderingly. And warmly.

Andy is tall, bespectacled, with a close-cropped beard and gray
hair that is approaching white. Year in and year out, people have

been telling him he looks like Junior Mance. Junior hears the same
thing. People commonly address one of them thinking he is talking
to the other. If they don’t look like twins, they could be brothers.

They laugh about this. Andy is the bigger of the two, but: “I
used to think it wasn’t so,” Junior said. “And one day I looked,
and I said to myself, ‘Wait a minute. We do look alike.’”

Andy and Junior

Distinguished looks are standing Andy in good stead. A new
career has opened for him and Sandy, his wife: modelling. Now
that the baby-boom generation is creeping up on old age, they are
in demand for television commercials.

They live in the Los Angeles area, where Andy is a fixture of
the recording and film studios. But he still travels. “I work a lot
with Kenny Burrell,” he said. “I stay pretty busy.”

Smoke That Turf

I received an interesting letter from Jurgen Wolfer in Germany in
regard to the story circulated around the world that Glenn Miller
died in a Paris bordello, not in a plane crash.

The New Yorker was so amused by the story that it ran, in its
Talk of the Town section, a satiric one-page piece on supposed
German theories of conspiracy — the death of General Patton, for
example. In Germany, the magazine implied, conspiratorial theories
lurk everywhere, and in view of the country’s history, it’s hardly
surprising. The story has been given its current circulation by a
book by a journalist named Udo Ulfkotte. Before I could give the
story even a shadow of credence, Herr Ulfkotte would have to (1)
produce for public viewing the authenticated U.S. Secret Service
files he cited, which seems highly unlikely, since military intelli-
gence would have had the information, not the Secret Service
whose primary duty is guarding the President, (2) he would have




to account for the two men who were in that aircraft with Glenn
Miller.

1 am currently researching a new biography of Glenn Miller, a
figure I find increasingly fascinating. Indeed, if you have any
information pertinent to the subject, I’d appreciate receiving it. In
any case, I have not talked to anyone who knew Miller or served
with him overseas who believed the story. Tom Sheils, who ran
Miller’s New York office, says he’d heard that story years ago and
laughed it off.

Jurgen Wolfer’s letter reads:

Not that 1 want to defend the book of Mr. Ulfkotte, but I would
like to draw your attention to the following:

1. The rumor that Glenn Miller died in a brothel in Paris goes
back to the 1940s, so it is not new Surely the death was not
concealed to keep the morale of the troops, but think of the sexual
morale in the USA (and elsewhere at that time! And an American
hero like Miller goes to war (voluntarily!) and dies like this — I
surely believe that some people thought that this was not a story
Jor the public. And a lot of planes crashed down at the time.

2. If you read the book of Wilbur Wright, Millergate, you can
learn that it is sure that Miller arrived in Paris, thought it is not
clear what happened then.

3. The story of the South African bombardier is unbelievable —
dropping bombs over the Channel and hitting by chance a plane.
This is like finding the needle in a haystack.

4. If this is a cruel story, his children are meanwhile old
enough to face cruel facts. Its a cruel world anyway!

And a last note: The Little Brown Jug story is surely one of the
big mistakes in the film The Glenn Miller Story, but most other
facts are wrong too. Anthony Mann did a great job with the film,
but the book is more like a fairy tale. One of the Miller musicians
(I believe it was Willie Schwartz) said that nothing in the film
made sense — except the music.

To hit another plane with a bomb on purpose would indeed be
impossible. But with all the bombs jettisoned over the channel,
probability theory makes it by no means impossible that some
plane might be hit by chance. An American aircraft recently
collided with a German aircraft in the “empty” air over the
Atlantic west of Africa. What are the odds against that? And then
there’s this story from a Japanese newspaper:

On Friday, March 14, the Japanese Coast Guard responded to
an SOS call from a sinking ship in the middle of the Sea of Japan.
When the rescue effort arrived, they found the crew of a trawler
clinging to the hull of their overturned ship.

After returning to land, members of the crew and officers were
questioned about the events causing the accident, but after the
interviews, the men were placed in confinement. Every man
claimed that their boat had been struck by a large cow that had

fallen out of a cloudless sky, leading the authorities to suspect the
story had been concocted to cover up foul play.

The men remained in confinement for a week until a call came
in from the Russian Air Force, who had heard of the incident.
After the call, all of the men were released.

On the same day that the ship sank, a Russian cargo plane was
preparing to take off from an airfield in far eastern Russia. Before
takeoff, the crew of the plane noticed a cow grazing beside the
runway. Hungry for the expensive meat, they dragged the cow into
the cargo hold and took off, intending to have a feast at their
destination. Once in the air the disoriented cow went berserk,
thrashing and kicking at anything and anyone within reach. Before
the cow could do any serious damage, the crew opened the cargo
hatch and pushed the cow out at 30,000 feet over the Sea of Japan.

Let’s examine that. Alas skeptical analysis occurs too rarely in
today’s journalism. Otherwise the inventions of Kitty Kelley would
not have such wide dissemination. Had the editors of the newspa-
pers that picked up Udo Ulfkotte’s story taken it apart, they would
have printed it, if at all, with doubting disclaimers.

The Japanese story is funny, of course. I suspect that it was
meant to be. Were the Russian crewmen so stupid that they didn’t
tie the cow securely? How did they open the cargo door in flight
and get the cow out? Have you ever tried to push a cow? Or did
the crewmen ask it politely to commit suicide?

Assuming all this did happen, do you believe the miscreants
then confessed to authorities their dire and dubious deed? And if
so, did the Russian air force, in a sudden spasm of compulsive and
uncharacteristic candor, call up the Japanese authorities and say,
“Hey, guys, you won’t believe what happened.”

As for Willie Schwartz, musicians repeat a story he told. He
was once approached by a man who with a small box containing
some sort of dried herbage. The man said, “Do you know what that
is?” Schwartz had no idea. The man said, “That’s the last piece of
ground Glenn Miller’s foot ever touched.” He wanted to know
what he should do with it.

“You could try smoking it,” said Schwartz.

Oh sure. As Miller’s plane took off, the man said, “Oh boy!
This is a historic! Glenn Miller will die during this flight. And I'd
better dig out up that bit of turf. Now if only I can remember
where it was when I get back here with a shovel.”

If you believe that, Hollywood biographical movies, the gospel
according to Kitty Kelley, the descending cow fable, and all the
conspiracy theories that followed Princess Dianna’s death —
British intelligence did it because the Queen did not want a future
king to have a Muslim stepfather; the arms industry orchestrated
the accident because her stand against landmines so threatened
them; the Mossad did it; and so forth — you should be able to
believe the Paris bordello story.

I’m not.
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