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Homages ground. Bill’s tombstone — 2 match for that of his brother —

1 visited the graves of two friends in Juno, One was that of
Johnny Mercer in Savannah, Georgia. Somebody had placed
a little toy grand piano on the tombstone. Beside it was a
paper cutout of a grand piano top, and some coins. Steve and
Nancy Gerard (Nancy is Johmmy’s nicoe) told me the coins
and flower arc always thore and they have no idea who leaves
them.

From Savannah [ droye to Baton Rouge, where [ gave a
concert at Lounisiana State University. 1 had a lovely qumtet
to play for me. The pumist Willis Delony i9 an associate
professor of music and the hassist Bill Grimes is a professor
of music. The guitanst, David Bryeng, i3 a freelance musician
from New Oricans, and drummer Troy Davis is a regular
member of Monty Alexander’s group, while trumpet and
fucgelborn player Rex Richurdsn is a former member of Joo
Henderson’s group now touring with the group Rhythm and
Brass and working on his doctoral degree at LSU. T sang
same of my own things and a number of Mereer's. The next
day I gave a sort of scminar to students,

As you nay know, Bill Evans had strong connechans with
Louisiana. though he was bam m New Jerscy. Bill was
graduated from Southeastern Louigiana University, which is
in Hammond, about forty miles from LSU. LSU is about to
rename its concert hall in his honor. [ was miraduced to an
artist named Ed Pramuk, who i3 painting a triptych that will
be bung there.

- I was startled when Ed asked me 1if 1 wanied to vistt the
Bill's grave. Bill was buricd, [ was told, in Baton Rouge. I
had had no idca of that, indeed, I didn't where Bill was
buried.

His brother Hacey was with the music department of the
Baton Rouge secondary school system. Ilarry (whom [ also
knew) cammutted suicide and | have been often quoted as
saymg that Bill committed the longest slowest suicide in
musical histary. Bill is bured beside ham.

[ couldn’t pass through yathout going to that cemetery, Bill
and Harry arc buricd bencath a big live cak trco. A year or
two ago lightning struck that treg. It was not expected to
survive, but it did, and a scar runs right down its trunk to the

13 a flat slab not unlike the onc in Savannah on Johnny's
grave, Its inscription is a simpie:
William Jolm Evans
August 16, 1929 — Scptember 9, 1980
Tassed my fingertips, touched them to the stone, as Ihad
donc at Johnmy's grave, and told Ed, “Get me outta here.”

- The Genesis of Max Morgan

Far Britain and the nations of the Commonweaith, World War
I began in early September of 1939, when German troops
rolled into Poland and Britain was morally and by treaty
cornpelled to support the fallen nation, Of all the Common-
wealth nations, Canada was the tirst to declare war oe
Germany, and my father made the dark joke that had Britain
not poined us within bours, we’d have been 1o 3 lot of trouble,

Surely no ane: thmks Hitler would have stopped when he
had devoured Britain. Once Britain 211, and he had added the
British as well as the French naval forces to his own, he
would have had an armada that the U.S.A. could not bave
coumtrred, He would have mounted aa island-hoppmg
campaign through the Hebrides to Iceland to Greenland, after
which he would have taken Canads, and then the United
States. The route was known to Licf Erickson. Had it not
been for Brtan and bher children naticos, there’s cvery
likelihood that the Germans would have followed the Viking
route {0 Canada, and then attacked the United States, which
was compictely unprepared for war. Hitler’s ane attempt to
cross the Channel was made, stupidly, with soldiers in
wooden barges. The British ran pipclines under the channel,
and when the Germans approached, they pumped gasoline,
which rosc to the surtace. Spitfires and Hurricanes sivafed it
with traccrs, and young Germans burmned black washed ashore
for months afterwards. The British always behaved as if they
were ashamed of this desperate (and ingavicus) action, but in
vicw of what we later leamed of the extermimbion campa, it
was more than justified. )

It is habitual for the Amenicans o say that they won the
war, and mn some ways they did. It is equally vahid to say that
the Brits woa it by stopping the Germans in the Battle of




Britain and giving the Americans tme ta get ready. Zcaland,
and India. Victory has many parcnts, defcat is always an
orphan.

Franklin D. Roosevell fully grasped the scops of the
German threal from the very beginning. But he had to deal
with the isolatimists m the cver-glorious Congress, which had
rcfused to ratify U S membership in the League of Nabons
and thuis contributed directly o the deaths in Warld War if ol
80,000,000 people, no small number of them Amigricans. And
he had to deal with Amencans of German descent, some of
them memnbers of bunds. He had to bring such people over o
his vigss, ar try to, and indeed he never succeeded: the U.S.
catered the war only when Pear]l Harbor was bombed.

[ was eleven years old when World War 1 started for us in
Canada, | remember as the Gennans advanced into Francs
asking my father, “Have they gone as far as they did last
time?” and he would say, “Ne," and then one day he said,
“Yes,” and France fell, and 1 was truly frightened.

During ali this period, Roosevell did what he conld while
various meabers of the Congress were busy Icaving head-
prints in the sands of ame. He sct up lend-lease with Britam
te provide the British navy with aging Amenican destrovers.
{ne of the most peculiar actons of the war involved the AT-
6, a low-winged manoplane, painted yellow and called the
Harvard Trainer by the Canadians. Had the Amenicans flown
these aircraft to Canada, it conld have been construed as an
act of war against Germany. Aad so they were landed at the
border, and the Canadians pulled them across the ling with
ropes and Llew them away. It was ane of the oddest fictions of
the war, and only 1 scom to cemember it

The Bntish sct up a considerable portion of their intelki-
gence operations m, of alt places, the former gitls school an
Jarwis Street in “Joronto that was by then the headquarters of
the Canadian Broadcasting Corporaticn, well out of the
danger of German bombers. The late Lome Green was a part
of that operation, though what he did he never told e,

The British established what they called the Common-
wealth Air Traimng Plan. Ail the air force recruits from
Brtain itsclt, Canada, Australia and New Zealand, as well as
those who had escaped the German occupation — French,
Polish, Narwcgians; there were a lot of Narwegians, tall,
blond, handsome, and the girls were auts about them — were
tained . Canada, befose returning  Enpland for the
evenlual assault an Genmany. One of the main training camps
was just outside St. Catharines, Ontanio, ten miles or so from
the Niagara River and the Amenican froatier. [ grew up in St
Catharines, as did Keony Wheeler, my friend in high school,

A number of the boys about to graduate, ar recently
graduated, from our high school were of military age. Like
boys etemally, [ idolized some of those older kids who. o

rasons unknown to mc to this day, 1ok a proteclive mecrest
in me, Onc of them was named Gordon Olson. Angther was
Russell Kempling. A third was Tan Cromb, whose parents
were from Scotland, Jan worked summers as a difeuard at
Joncs Beach, which was just adjacent o the Lake Ontario end
of the Welland Canal. I remember, the sumingr before the
wart, lan explaining the clements of atomic theory o me ina
rowboeatl in moonlight an tranquil sater.

Gordea Olsen, Russcll Kempling, and Ian joined the Royal
Canadian Air Forcc. Not one of them came home. lan ssas
lost on a flight over the English Channel — he was, I think,
a bomber pilot. probably twenty years old. For weeks after he
was lost, T visited his mother to ask if he had been found, and
onc day she told me that he was presumed dead.

During those early years of the war, my mother and fatber
would pick up hitch-hiking young airmen training at the St.
Cathanings base, and sometimes Lhey’d bning them home for
meals. A group of young English airmen were at our house
almaost every weekend, inchuding one from Lancashice (where
my father was bom) namced Harry MeGlynn, and another
named Tomnny something, who was a litlc older than the rest,
thirtytwo. I think, Tommy was chosen to become a homber
pilot. [ lcarncd that the British sought out the most reckless
kids tor fighter pilots. They wanted the superb reflexes, the
best they wall ever be in your Iife, of the very younp for this
work. But for the steady doteemined job of bomber pilots, they
sought older and more scttled men. Tomumy’s wife had been
killed in the German bombing of Coventry. Before the war
Tommy had been 2 golf pro in Hamburg, and he had a lot of
German [riends. And it was in Tommy, I tfunk. that 1 firse
saw {he madness and contradiction of war, for all he wanted
to do was kill Germans and, when the war was over. go back
to Hamburg and his friends there,

Perhaps in the end nt was 3 good thing that the U.S. did not
omediately eater the svar. Those two vears and three months
preceding Pearl Harbor gave the country time to arm. My
father always said thal the canversion of civilian industey to
war production in the United States and Canada, seemingly
overnight, was ong of history s miracles.

The boys m my school were given classes in aircraft
recogmation. Suboucttes would be flashed on a screen, and vou
wauld be asked to identify the plane. [ didn’t even have to
study. I always got ten out of ten, because 1 was so fascinated
by flying thal I devourcd flying magazines. I not only could
recognize any military {or civilian) aircraft, | kncw their
specificalions, includmg armaments, flving speeds, handling
charactenstics, cimbing rates, power plants — which ones
had Pratt and Whitncy cngines, which had Raolls-Rovee —
and all the rest. | cven knew something about the nature of
deflectian shooting i combal. I knew mstantly at sight the



Bol! Airocobra, the P-38, Mustang, Grumman Avenger,
Spitfire, Ifurricane, Bakon-Paul Defiant, Fairy Batlle,
Lancaster, Masquito, Liberator, Mitchell, Marauder, PBY-S,
B-17, ME 109, ME 110, Focke Walfe 190, Junkers, Heinkel
Bomber, Stuka, cven the Ryan Trainer. They were beautiful
plancs, masterpieces of mdustrial sculpture, and utterly
individual, The modem military jcts have nothmg like their
character. Long aftcrwards, in the late 1970s, | was out in the
vard m Tarzana, California, when I'heard that ynmistakable
drong of several single-cagine aircraft. 1 looked up, saw a
flight of plancs, and said, “Hcy, thosc are Yought-Chance
Corsairs|™ I hey passed on, heading west, and a fow minutes
later [ heard a similar drone, and saw another flight, and this
time I said, “My God, they Joak like Japancse Zerocs!™ And
they wore, [ didn’t realize that they were shooting the Black
Sheep Squadron TV series about Pappy Boyington, some of
the flying segueaces out gver the Pacific..

Years afler the wac | found that my friend Gerty Mulligan
also koew all those aircraft, and 1 used to call him Mr.
Mulligan, for one of the pre-war monoplanes. It was a small
joke betweea us. I still knoss many of those aircrafl. I even
remember the big-nosed pre-war Bee Gee racer, and espe-
cially the twin-pontoon Supermarine that was the procursor
of the Spitfire.

During thosc two years and three months preceding Pearl
Harbar, there were any sumber of young Amenicans who saw
the war as a moral issue. They came up to Canada m quantity
and joined the RCAF, offering their lives, and a lot of them
lasmg them.

The umforms of the entirc British Commonwealth were
ideatical, both the formal uniforms and battlc dress, which
consisted of a short, waist-length jacket later adopted by the
Amcnicans and named, ironically, the Eiscnhower jacket. The
air fdrce uniforms were a gray blue, atso adopted by the U.S.
when the Army Air Corps became the Unuted States Adr
Forcg, The only way you could tell what coundry a young man
was from was by a shoulder flash These read: France,
Norway, Australia, Paland — there were a lot of Polish
pilots, and damned good oncs — and so forth. Some of these
boys my molher and father picked up along the highway were
Amcricans.

Now hcrg 15 another fictional nicety of the war. Sgme
friends of ming, veterans of the RCAF, long in the tooth by
now, tell me I'm wrong about this, but 1 don’t think 1am. 1
hase a strong visual memory. The niccties of international law
forbade these voung Americans from wearmg a shoulder flash
that saxd [JSA, for that too could have beea considered an act
of war, So my memory tells me that the flashes the Amencans
wore specificd the state each man ¢came from, and you'd see
Mantana, New York, tdaho, und of course Texas. There were

so many Texans m the RCAF that they toak 1o calling it
(wouldn't you know it?) the Royal Texas Air Force. 1
remember onc kid we picked up oa an icy day, be must have
been from Corpus Christ or San Antonio of someplace in
South Texas, because he'd never scen snow, and he said
laughing. “*Ah cain't hardly stand up!™ I still remember s
YOICe.

And witicn they all came to our house, English kids, French
kids, Scots, Australians, Amcricans, there were good times.
One of the attractions was my record collectiom, which was
alrcady considerable. They played my Yommy Darsey and
Benny Goodman and Duke Ellington records, the Count Basic
and Woody Herman Deccas, the Cab Calloway Okeh records,
because of course big-band music was the musical fAingua
franca of the whole westers world. Ah, those Amenican kids.
We were so gratcful, We felt so alone as a nation, and here
they came, with their youth and their Amcrican optimiym and
their bravery.

"Ihis 15 pomething you may not know. It is Amenican law
that any American who serves in the armed forces of ancther
country loscs his citizenship. The U.S. authoritics, however
- perhaps on Rooscvedt’s orders — turned a blind eye oa the
service of these kids svith the RAF and RCAF. Indeed, when
the U.S. entercd the war, they wanfed those kids back. For
they had modern air combat expericnce, and probably no one
clsc in the cntire 1S, military did.  Some of those kids
traasferred to the Army Air Corp to irain others. However,
some of them stayed oa to be with their new fricads.

| wanted nothing so much as to join the RCAF and fly. The
war ended when | was still three months under age, and I went
off (o Toronto to be an art student at the Ontano Cotlege of
Art, Many of my classmates were retuming veterans, includ-
mg a few Americans — it was an exegptionally good school,
which drew students from all over North America, [ romem-
ber them m thedr flight boots that winter and gold-rimmed
aviator sunglasses on sunny days, and magmficent fleece-
lmed flying juckets. 1 50 envied them that T bought a number
of picces of military clothes, including 2 flight jacket and
boots, at a war surphus store in Buffalo, and wore them. |
thought of them as vastly mature men, though they were
probably all under thirty, and many onder twenty-five, and
they wouldn’t talk about the war, cxcept to tell nibald and
ngible stories of their adveatures. Many of them were as able
at music as they were at art. An old upright ptano, not
particularly in tunc, stood m ane of the halls of the school,
and there was one young man who would sit there, pensive
and apparcntly melancholy, between ¢lasses, and play Bach,
and play it well. That was the first ime I ever heard Jesy, Joy
of Man's Destring, and understood where Teddy Wilson {of
whom I was a fanatic admircr) gat it




Nine vears aficy the war, my newspaper — the Montreal
Star -+ sent me to Europe to cover miitary matters and the
French government. I did a lot of flying with the RCAF, but
as a passenger, to he sure. Noncthekess, in the bigger planes,
the pilots often asked me to come forward and take the co-
pidot’s seat, and I kearned a lot aboat Oying. T also learned that
young fighter pilots are crazy bastards. The RCAF at that
point was flving Amcrican F-86 Sabrejets, and the pilots
affered to take me up for piggyback joyrides along the kine of
the [ron Curtain. Not when T saw how they flew. “Their sport
was trying to land, at the end of a patrol, with as littic fucl as
possible. If the gange said there was still focl, they'd go up
and go around again. The guy with the most {uel it the tank
got Lo buy the bexr; and the ideal was a flame-out when the
plane toached the nmway. No way was 1 going up with those
lunatics. But they were fun to hang with,

I went to the Canadian fighter base at Gros Tooguin in
France to do a story. I was introduced to the cammanding
afficer, who rose from the desk in hus office 10 shake hands —
T can spll sec him — and groct me. He had a Brooklyn accent!
L of course immediately asked how this could be, and he told
me that be had jomed the RCAF durimg the war, married a
Canadian girl, nsen i rank, staved on after the war and
becans a Canadian citizen, and now was commander of this
basc. He had been one of those kids by the highway.

I think Ian Cramb, in that rowboat in the mooalight,
instilked in me a permanent fascinatica with physics, and often
when I think about subatamic particles and their natare (to the
extent that | can understand this arcane subject) I think of Ian,
To thiz day. Noue of the other kids wha jomed thc RCAF
from my high school came bome erther. [ can merely think
their names, all these years later and | have to swallow hard.
They are on an hanor rolf m my mingd,

Some time m 1999, 1 got a call from a man wha introduced
himsclf as Brooks Branch He suid he was developing a
progect, and a friend had suggested that I was the perfect man
o work on it with him, since I had lived in France, and | was
in California and accessible witile be. Nat, was in New York.
I will cver be grateful to Nat for this, becanse the project
wmmcd out to be fascinating. Let me tell you a bit about
Brocks Brunch.

He is tall — about six foot five — slim and dark-haired.
He is cordial, afable, open. completely lacking in any trace
of the devious. He was bom m Sak Lake City. One of the
things we found we had in common is that he began as a
painter. chasvuidcl} exhibited and published when he was
still quitc young. He jomed Sequoia Communications as
creative direetor, producing books an muscums, naticnal
parks, music, and fashion. He founded Paper Dog Publishing:

for projects oa music and the film industry, and he won
awards from the New York and Los Angelcs Art Dircctors’
Socicty, as woll as an Amencan Dosign Award, and others.
He then became a consultant to EML SBK, and A&M
Recards, then head of the creative division for licensing at
Paramount Picturcs, oversceing strategic brand developinent
on such film propertics as Star Trek, Wayne’s World Forest
Cump, Chlewlesy, and Mission: Imposyible. Hg Icft Paramount
to work as a consgltant to the heads of various companies,
meluding Virgin, MGM, NBC, Pepsi, Universal, Tumer, and
the Discovery Channel,

And at this point he founded Aerobleu. Tired of
merchandising and brand-name jargon, he put his emotions
into the idca of a somewhar mysterious former pilot who
owmned and ran a jazz club in Paris i the years night after
World War II, and then disappeared. This was a complex
merchandising idca, ltke that donc for a movie. Except that
there was no movie. Brooks set it up W revolve argund
posters, stationery. dinnerware, and high-end merchandise.

Drooks had a namc for this fictional character: Max
Morgan. He asked me to wnie Max Morgan's story ia the
form of an incamplete diary that someone has discovered. In
his onginal conception, Brooks wanted him to have been a
pilot in the Spanish Civil War, but I told him 1 thought this
was impractical: the Loyalist forces of Spain had little if any
air defense. The forees of Franco had the help of the German
Laftwatte, testing their planes and tactics for the first time on
living targets. Then, too, this civil war cxpericace would make
Max thc wrong age. Having already m my hcad so much
knowied@ofWoddWar Il aviation and the kids who fought
the Gerruns, | saggested that we make him an American who
joined thz RCAF like so many of those kids we picked up
along the highway. Brooks bought the idea enthusiastically,
and from there on he left me alose o invent the character and
develop the story of Max Morgan, following only loose
guidelimes. I never met anyong | so enjoyed working for as
Brooks Branch. The originating idea belongs to Brooks: but
Max is nune.

I certamly did not depend on memory, although I cortainly
drew on what Fronch friends, when T was living in Paris, told
me of the post-war years. [ talked to men who had beea in the
RCAF during the war, inclodmg the 1ato Eric Smith, a closc
fread of Oscar Peterson’s and ming, who was a bambardicr,
(You have probably heard the story of the magnificent Allicd
precision bombmys that took out the railway yards m Cologne
while sparing its famous and glorious cathedral. “That’s
baloney,” Enc said. *1 know too many guys who tried o hit
it, including me. We just missed it, that’s all.™) 1 talked to
Alyn Ferguson, who flew P-38s during the war, and about
whom | later wrote in the Jazzletter. Eric led me to friends



who had bern fighier pilots.

T steeped myself in the atmospbere of Pans in the years
right after the war. 1 did not scc Pans until 1954 when, as [
have said. I was sent to.cover military and political stories in
Enrope. But the memary of the Occupation was still fresh in
eversone's mund, along with the slow and painful recovery of
the late 1940s. I warched cartain old movies, such as the Fred
Astare-Audrey Hepburn funny IFace, which was filmed
(magnificently) beforc De Gaulle ordered the butldings of
Paris cleaned and restored to their warm yellowish stone
color; m the immediate post-war years, they were gray with
grime. | watched all sorts of docurmentarics on the air war.

1 read wamensely about pre-war {lymg, and of course, 1
read every bouk I could get my hands an about the RAF, the
Luftwaffe, and the Battle of Britain. Such were the Gennan
losses that Gocring halted the attacks. Had he and Tltler only
known it, they could have, with perhaps two mare weeks of
bumbing, brought Brtain to its knees, because the Brits were
nunning out of arcraft and fighter pilots. It was one of the
many mistakes the Germans made. One of the largest was
Hitler*s decisions. in hus spasms of infinitc ormmiscicnee, not
to develop long-range bambers and to halt the development of
jot aircraft. The more I hasve studied World War 1, the morg
I have become ¢conmvinced that we “won” 1t only because the
Germans” mastakes were more numerons and cgregious, such
as the failure to blow the bridge at Remagen, than ours.

In that rescarch on the Battle of Britain, | camc across
many stories about the bitter irones of war The radio
operators of the RAF were all woren, for the good reason
that their higher-pitched voioes would cut through interference
and static. During the German bombardments, they camc to
recognize the voice of a young German fighter pilot to whom
they took a liking: he scened always to have a sunmy and
mmoreus disposition. 1 assurne they spake German; it would
be only logcat that some of them would, in order (o monitor
what the Germans were saying to each other. An RAF pilot
naled this guy, setting his plane on fire. As the plane )1, the
giels could hear um corsing Hitler and crving out for his
mother, and they were all screaming, “Get out, get out!™ But
he didn't, and several of the women burst ingo tcars when his
radic wenl sikenl. Then there was @ young German pilot
whose plane got shot up, He managed to land in a farmer's
firld The planc rolled forward and hit the farmer’s wife, The
young man got out of the plane, saw her lying dead, drow his
pistal, and shot himsclf,

The cvents that surrouad Max Morgan’s Pars club,
Acrobley, were just as carcfully rescarched, Nothing that
happeas to the real-life jazz musicians who come in and oat
of this story are falsc to the time period. Everything that
happens to them 10 Max Morgan’s diary actually could have

happened ~— or did. I read everything I could find, and cven
cxmsulted my dear friend Francy Boland, the brilliant Belgian
Jazz composer and co-leader, with Keany Clarke, of the late
and lamented und superb Clarke-Boland Big Band, Francy
played piano m that Salke Pleyed concert at which Miles Davis
and Charlic Parker performed

Balzc said that the characters in his fiction were coms
prised of picees of poople he had known, “But the soul of a
Balzac character,” he said, “is always Balzac.”

Thus it was with Max Morgan, [ had wntten no fiction
since the 1960s, when a lot of my short stories were published
in New York. Max became as real to me as any of the living
musicians | have portrayed; and yet in anothes sense, during
those months of steeping myself in rescarch and this project,
I became Max. Just as, in studying Woody Herman's life for
the biography 1 wrote, something: of Woody became part of
my memories forever, so too with Max.

Al a rechmical level, the praject was difficult., since it had
to be in the form of a diary. There are advantages to a first-
person narrative, widely used in detective fiction, albeit with
the odd conceit that anybody remembers buge blocks of
conversation verbatm, One advantage, particularly evident in
the fiction of James M. Cam, Raymond Chandler, .and
Dashnell Harmmct, is that you nced know and project oaly a

singde vicwpoint, rather than taking «n the godly tifiniscieme -~ ~

that gocs into third-person fiction, so superbly applied in
Steinbeck’s great masterpicee Kast of Eden. (The song byric
15 the only Literary form 1 know that is very often in the scoond
person, specifically second-person singular.) But if I were to
write Max Morgan's story as a diary, [ could pat into it only
that which he would commit to paper, not that which he takes
far granted, But that which he takes for granted oftcn would
be information the reader would need. It would be, I recog-
nized from the beginning, like walking a high wire,

Brooks had the whole manusceipt sct in type to loak like
handwriting. It was published betweoen covers made of aircraft
aluminum by Chronicle Books in San Francisco, And, in
collaboration with Verve Records, Brooks had me execute a
secoad project: an album compromising jazz supposedly
associated vith Max

Max Morgan is not the first fictional character in the
history of music. Among the most succcssful examples are
the hilariously awful recordings of Jonathan and Darlenc
Edwards, m real lifc Paul Westoa and Jo Stafford, and the
magnificent, nay brlimnt, cordings of Peter Schickele in the
persona of the inept compaser P.0.Q. Bach. There have been
many such put-ons in music, including the Shorty Pederstcin
interview and the threc-handed pianist named Buck Hammer,
palmed off on an unsuspecting public by the late Steve Allen.

Brooks wanted (o print a poster with Dizzy Gillespie’s




name on it. Though he was under no legal obfigation to et
clearance, he wanted to do 30 as a matter of courtesy. [ put
him i touch with Dizzy’s widow, Lorraine. She was wonder-
ful, he said, gracicus and helpful. and granted penmission
without hesitation.

There were some quite striking reviews of the whoke
projoct. The Village boice said: “In 1954, the legradary Paris
jazz club Aerobleu closed its doors. After years of sessions
with the likes of Dizzy Gillespie and Miles Davis, and
chentele like Emcst Flemingway and Pablo Picasso, Azrobleu
was, as jazz historian and former own Bewt magazine editor
Gt Locs necently described it, where ‘much of the history of
jazz and art in Paris was wrilten” There's one catch:
Acrobleu never wusted. An amazmg collection for jazz
aficsonados and lovers of fine work alike.” Playboy said, “In
Paris, after World War Two, the place ta be was Aeroblcu
(“the spimit of cool”) where Dizzy and Miles hung out. OK, so
the club is fictional.”

There was gnc grumpy revicw, in Harper's, of all places.
Somehody grouscd that the wholc thing was a hoax, Yeah,
right, okay. It’s a hoax. So smile. Eliery Queen never existed
either.

The best reviews I got on the diary came from a film actor
friend, who said he couldn’t put it down and wished he were

— young cooughrto play Max, if a movie werc over made of the

story, The other came from a former pilot, who couldn’t
believe that the diary wasn’t feal, and upon hearing that it was
fictior. said, “Well, whoever wrote it, that guy had to lave
been theee, because he really knows what be's talking about.”

1told him | vas the writer, and I wasn’t there, but ] foel by
now (deeply) as if 1 had been.

The project is on-going, Brooks continucs to wark on it.
There are going to be five Aerobleu jazz clubs in the United
Statcs, the fizst of them apening in Harlem.

Whe, in the end, is Max Morgan? I drew for some of it va
what pianist Jotm Bunch told mc about his expericncs as a B-
17 bombardicr, shat down over Germany and imprisonced in
astalag (The Hot Fotate, in the Jazzletter, April 1994), and
conversations over the years with composer Alyn Ferguson
(The Boy in the P38, Jazzletter December 1999, and Percy
Hcath, who also was a fighter pilot during World War II.
Max Morgan is Russl] Kempling and Gordon Olson and lan
Cromb. And Harry McGiyin from Laacashire, He's all those
kids along the highway in thosc earfy years of World War 11
He’s some kid with a shoulder flash saying Montana. He's the
kid from Texas who couldn’t stand up on the ice. And a little
bit of him 13 me.

This is the disry of Max Morgan, And the story of a jazz
club in Paris that exists only in my imagmation. And that of
Brooks Branch,

The Diary
Part One

Friday, August 2, 1946

1 wash the old man had given mc another name. No one
should ever name a kid jubior. It causes confusion, even when
someone calls the house and says, “Could I speak to Max?”
and the answer i “Which onc?” That caused m¢ some
prablcms, and the problems are only worse whea you hear a
name as bright as his. As | grew older people wauld say, “Arc
vou atry refation to (e Max Morgan?” And that wert oa cven
in England, when some of the older officers would say agam:
“Arc you any relation to the Max Morgan?”

So what does that rake me: @ Max Morgan, some mdeter-
minate Max Morgan, a genenc Max Morgan?

Strange. All the camplicated machinatims I ended up
involved in, and my nearest brush with death came from those
three littde sans of bitches.

Alrcady the past is slipping away fram me. There seoms to
be stll ancther Max Morgan, the onc | once was, because
cven as I scratch this out, that Max Morgan scems o be
recedimg from me. I can't bebeve it was the same guy. T
suppose thax kappened when those three little bastards stoed
mc againsi that wall and [ shut my cycs, cortain that my life
was endod. After what 1"ve boen through and what I've done,
maybe it would have been bevter. But Lif certainly clings, It
i5 one thing to be at rigk, to think thar you may die, it 18 quite
another to forow this is the end. The shots, the Jowdest noise T
ever heard or ever will hear, came. And then 1 realized |
wasn't dead, and opened my cyes, and those threc lintle
bastards, they must have been alf of 15, were laughing. 1'd
Jove to forget that moment, but [ can’t. I still hear that sound.
And every time | shave and I see that littke scar an my chock,
where the chip of stonc cut me, I am reminded.

Therc is so much more. | don’t even want to think of it.
Thank Gud tfor the Countess. 1 doubt that I'd have made it
without her.

Sunday, August 4, 1946

§ wish I’d known the Old Man better: 1 guess 1 really began
to understand him when we tangled that first tme with the
ME 109s with their yellow noscs. Far the Old Man, it was
Von Richtofcn and the Flying Circus, Spad VIIs against the
Folkers. For me it was Spits and Hurricancs agaimst the 109s.

Paris is as pood a place as any lo think things through. [
cven owe that to the Old Man. He taught me to love flying,
and he mack: me Icarn French, and even insiilled some sort of
love of things French, [ never saw France until now, exeept
from (he air.



Wednesday, August 6, 1946

The French arc backward about jazz. They still think it’s
all Sidncy Bechet. And of course Calernan Hawkins. He spent
some tite here in the *30s, they tell me. So did Benny Carter.
But the Freach await Bechct’s retum as for the Sccond
Coming. Thoy have never heard of Dizzy Gillespic or Charlic
Parker, or the Earl Hines band, though in all fairness | have
to say Amcricans arcn’t much more aware. But then neither
was |. The new music certainly came as a shock to me when
I got home. That Charlie Packer cancert at Town Hall in
September was MKSMCNIZIME.

And the Spotlite Club in October! Parker is amazing. The
guv's a volcana of invention. Liked his trumpet player. too,
some kid named Miles Davis.

At the end of the last sct, T spoke to Parker. I said, “1 really
Jove your music, Mr. Parker. Jt's wonderful ™ I 'was still in
uniform, hadn’t bovght any civies vot. He was incrudibly
polite, and beautifully spoken, almost profcssanial. “You're
in the service,”" he said. “Yes sir,” I said. “Rayal Cagadian
Air Foree.™ He said, “So. You’re a Canadian. I said, “Nao, I'm
an American.” And then he startled rme. He said, “Could you
lend e len dotlars?” I said, “Yes." And gave it to him! Thea
he said, “Where ate you going now?” ) said, “Noshere.” He
said, “Want to come up to Harlem with me?™

{ went with him to some club, met a lot of his fricnds, and
heard him jam till davn. Unbelievable night! Tl never forget
it.

Went to the Commodore record shop and bought armfuls
of the records that T had misscd, Clot one of the first new
record players, listoncd all day, Billie’s Bounce on Savoy,
went back to the Spotlitc at night. Night after night. 52nd
Street loaded with music. You can go {rom onc joint to
another, it’s all music. Just wanted to hear mose of Charlic
Parker and Dizzy Gillespic, but they weut out to Los Aageles.

Gol Lover Man and Skaw Nuff on Guild, Gat some
wonderful Lester Young stuff an Commodare, made pre-war,
but 'd never heard it. Some stwff an Columbia by the Woody
Herman band. just marvelous and totally different from the
stoff I had on Deoca whien | went away.

Jazz is in total forment. And Furope is unaware of it. I
hear the Swedes are hep, though. A puy was telling me last
night, when | swent to hear Claude Luter, that the Swedes —
not being occupicd by the Germans — were the only country
in Europc whee the musicians could got the newest American
jazz records So they knew about Kemon and Woody
Herrmn, The Swedes will probably be the best European jazz
players, athough | am still not comanced that Europeans will
ever really get the hang of it. [ doa’t think such strangly
traditional souieties can gel the fecl of music that represents
such freedom.

T'li prow] the joints tonight. Maybe I'll get to hear Django
Remhardt.

"That gy last night told me the Germans actually executed
peaple for playing jazz.

France is in disarray. It’s a sad thing. Went shopping for
civilian clothes today. The pickings arc poar. Shovld have
shopped while | was in New York,

Meg an mferesting girl Yast night, named Leslie Nash, Sort
of from New York by way of South Carolina She’s got a
slight southern accent. She seeras a bit of a rebel. Likes jazz.
She hangs out at the bar at a jazz club of sorts called Le Chat
Lunatique.

The barfender is guy named Jean Picrre, an African of
some description, Says he worked in New Orleans before the
walr,

Sunday, Aupust 17, 1946

Wheat I did in 39 wasn't really differcmt from what the odd
man did in the First War. 1 never asked him, but I suppose his
motive was the same ag mine. The moral issue was clear to
me, and the US. was cquivocating. | suppose that’s the
reason he went to France in 1915 and joined the Escadnlle
Americaine. He just did it. He nailed a German L.V.G.
reconnaissance plane, and after that he tangled with the
fightcrs. I think he said it was m 1916 that the French
changed the squadron’s pame, after the Germans cumplained
to the U.S. of A, about it, to the Escadrille Lafayctte. They
shot down 57 German aircraft by war's cnd. T guess 1 never
told the O1d Man I was proud of him. But he never told me he
was proud of me either, T didn't know who he was until he
was dead. '

Bat I sure pot sick of hearing, “Arc you any relation to the
Max Morgan?” Aad then, when I'd say yes, somebody was
sure to say, “That explains why vou’re such a hot pilat.” No
it doesn’t. It is somcthing you learn, although I suppose some
of us have mare aptitude for it than others,

I anly wish 1'd had that aptitude for music. .

The Old Man started mc carly. I think | was thirteen w
1 saloed over Kansas. And I gucss | was fourteen when I got
the knack of the Immctman turn. Sorchow the knmelman is
associated m my mind with French subjunctives. He drilled
me on subjunctives. I kated lcaming all that. But thank God
(dhd.

And of course my love of jazz came from him. I ¢an close
my eves and hear his Bix rocords. The Jean Goldkette band
and McKimney's Cotton Pickers coming over the radio from
Detroit. The Casa Loma band. Louis Armstrong’s Hot Fives
and Sevens. Earl Fatha Hines, Up through Benny Goodman
and Lucky Millinder and the Duke of Ellington and the Count
of Rasic. How 11lovex! it all. The movic soare of ty childbood.




There’s no question that jot aircraft are the wave of the
tuture. I could probably get a job with an asrline. But no. I
never want to flv again.

Sometimes [ can’t quile grasp that I'm sl alive.

Sunday, August 31, 1946

This s such a wonderful city for wallung, At first £ ywanted
to talk to nobody. Just walk and look, and Jet the war go
away, though that’s not as casy as it might be in Peonia ar
somcplace bke that. It was only two years ago that the
Germans stormed the Préfecture de Police to try to root out
the FFI people. 1t's such a beautiful building, almost modi-
cval, You can still see bulket marks in the stone of a tot of
buiklings arcund there. I koow what happens when bullets hit
stone. [ can Jook at the scar,

And the food shortages here are bad. Not Lo mention the
disaster of the transportation syslem. The Germans stole all
the buses and trucks when they pulled out. And they say the
military commander had orders from Hitler to raze the city
but he wouldn’t do 1t

The sensc of time and history that hungs over the city is
wonderful. Lutetia, they called st in Roman times. And then
Lutéce. I wonder whers it got the name Paris. T love the
bridges. There arc 4% of them across the Seine m Paris. I
made a gaffc yosterday. I asked some French people the narme
of onc bridge ! found brautiful. They said it was Pant Neuf,
Thinking it meant Bridge Nine, and wanting to know the
system of the bridges, 1 said, “Which way 1s Bridge Eight””
They laughed, and cae of them explained that it meant New
Bridge, not Bridge Nme. But they dida’t seem to hold me in
coutemnpt, and thanked me yet again for what “we™ hiad done.
Then they sadd 1 bad a good accent in French. They arc
always amazed when some damn foreigner speaks it well. I
suppese I owe the accent somewhat lo Jean Marc. Languages
ar¢ like music o me. You have to bear the sounds, and I
imitated him. That’s another vision I can’t lose, Getting there
threz scconds too late and watching that FW 190 nail him,
watching him go down on fire,

[ suppose he's the real reason I came to Paris. He just
wanted to get the war over and go hame 1o Paris. I guess T had
lo come: home for him. Besides, here I'm anonymous and it
foels safe.

I think I'll stay for a while. Sent for my records and my
tew recard player. Wrote to the Commodore record shop,
asked them 10 get me the new Charlie Parker record, Ormi-
thology and A Night in Tunisia,

Monday, Scptember 2, 1946
Went back to Le Chat Lunatique and have the hangover to
prove it.

A pood group there, all French, including an excellent
trumpet player named Aimé Barelli. And the music wasn't
ersatz Bechet. 1 heard the real Bechet on $20d Street, just
befare T weat up to loronto. Barelli is really good. Django
Reinhardt came in late in the evening, K's ong thing to read
abcut lus vnppled lcft hand, but to see him et over that
euilar fretboard with oaly two fingers is ome of the wondgrs
of the world.

The joine is in an old wine cellar in the Hotel Hector
Berlicz in St.-Germam-des-Pres, The hotel was a Lufiwaffc
officers’ club during the war. I wonder if I shot down one of
its denizens. Or if une of them shot got fean Mare.

I'know I'm putting off sceing his farmily.

Monday, September 9, 1946

Paris aeeds its facc washed, ‘The dark gray grime of
centuries is gn all the stoae, including even Napolcon's Arc de
Triomphe. The statues arc all streaked. dark stone with palc
lines descending, caused by rain. It's as if all the stone facey
of ans are wexping.

Maybe I belong here. 1 feel as if T have no country now:
What the bell [ was twenty when I went up to Canada in *39,
From then on I was flying with the Canadians And the
Norwegians and Poles who'd ¢scaped to fight. And (he
Aussws, And the Free French, like Jean Mare. Jean Marc
Mmust lave been the ilkegitimate son of an angel and a vampire
bat. He'd laugh vhen we got back from a flight. I woader if
he was laughing inside. I ncver was. 1'd Jaugh, but it haunted
me that I hadn’t killed an airplane, I'd kalked 2 man. Some-
body was in that aluminum coffin when it went down. But |
still hope one of our guys got the one who got Jean Mare

Such contradiciory foclings. Sherman said war is hell? It’s
worse. It's hmacy, Decorated, praised, glorified, legal lunacy.
Medals for murders. Murders well done.

Regal legal lunacy.

| wonder if Le Chat Lunatique is open this carly in the
day?

Flight Licutenant Max Morgan. Erstwhile Amcrican.
Now? God koows. There is nothing for me there. The Old
Man is gane. ‘The kids I knew arc cither dead or they're
grown-up strangers io me My mother sure as hell isn't
mterestod in whither 1 survined or no¢. Come to that, T wonder
1f she’s still alive. I can’t forget that one cocounter with her
Just before 1 came overseas. | picked up a hop with the U S,
Army Air Corps out to San Francisco, went to see her in her
fancy mansion. Didn't meet her hushand, and she showed 5o
mclition to mtroduce me. A frosty lady, but beantiful. 1 got
the fecling that the oaly thing she was owterested in was
moncy, and when the Old Man lost his, she keft. Leaving me
with him, And I'd always thought it was hig fault. She didn't



cven ask about him. Her maid served me tea,

Checked m at the field, managod to get a hop out that night
to Buffalo. Took the bus aver to Toronto, and three days tater
I was on my way to England.

It occurs to me that if 1 went to Mctz and shot two Ger-
mans, T would be arrcsted and tried and probably go to the
guillotine. Wedl I kitled two Germans over Metz three years
ago andl they gave me a goddarnn medal for it,

1xgal lunacy. I wonder how T°d have made it through
without the Countess.

Wednesday, Seprember 11, 1946

Decision made. T walked out an the Pont Edovard Scpt, my
favorite bridge in Paris, and dropped the medals in the Seine.
I'm ashamed of what we did. Not of the flving, but of the rest
of it. It’s still hard to think about.

War over. Flah. I caly wish 1t werg. 1 roust see Jean Mare's
family. ‘Tomorrow maybe.

Sunday, September 14, 1946

[ finally went. I called Jean Marc's family, then went out
to Sévres to sce them. Cool gray day. Very distinguished
people. His mother, beautiful woman, and his father, and his
two sisters, oae of them older than he was, the other younger,
They had recened no word of him except the official commu-
mcation from the Canadian government aficr the war, During
the war, they'd had no word of him at all.

I met him at Maaning Dcpot in “loronto, He'd joincd the
RCAf mslead of the RAF because he figured not unreason-
ably. that some of its poopke would speak French. And the one
he met who did was me.

We wore sent to hagic traming, and it was pure luck that
we got assigned to advanced training together, flying the
Harvard Tramcr.

I told his family what a great flicr he was. We had mock
dogfights together, T showed him a lot of stuff I'd leamed
bamstorming with the Old Man, and before | knew, Jean
Marc was a better pilot than L

Wi went to England together, assigned to the same Spitfire
squadron. We always spoke French to cach other in the air,
ITe saved me twice. Maybe more. How ¢an you remember?
Everythmg is spinning up there, glonous, godly, and deadly.

His older sister said, “| want to know cxactly what hap-
pened.” She sand that not knowing was worse than knowing,
So I took a decp breath, and went over it in graphic detail. [
said, “If 1'd got to him three or four seconds sooner, he mght
be alive.”

She said, “And you might not be. You can't carry thus
burden. Jean Marc did what he wanted o do, and he had a
fricnd.”

It felt like an expiation.

Weat to L¢ Chat Lumatique aftersvards. Heard a pianist
named Bemard Peiffor. Phenomenal technician.

1 envy jazz musicians. They have ther instruments to vent
their feelings. The rcst of us are stuck with words, and they
aren't wery effective. T sat at the bar thinkmg about my phone
calt to the O3 Man just before T l=ft for England. | wanted to
tell han that after sering my mothcer, | understood him better.
But I couldn't get it owt. Whatever he f1t about me, he
couldn’t get it out either. It was an awkward conversation,
and it was the last one T ever had with him_

Friday, September 20

My tocords arrived. The only oncs brolen were Saif
Peanuts and Woody Herman's Your Father's Mustache. My
portable record player amived, too, but | can’t find a hard-
WA stors that stocks a converter. The French are not on 110
volts. Have this great stack of new records that T can’t Listen
to, Talk about frustration.

Wednesday, September 25, 1946

Gaot a converter! One of the French musicians found onc
for mo. On the condition that he and some of s fiends could
come by and listen with me. They came to my hotel, all
crovwded mto my kitk room. We listened all aflemoon, and in
the evening the coacienge complained. Onc of them swocs-
talked her, we tumed the sound way-down, and we listened at

least until four o'clock. Then they all went home, sdying —

things like Dizzy and Chazlie Parker were a revelation.

Sunday, Scptember 30, 1946

The town is filling up with American students, puys over
here on the Gl Bill of Rights. The Sarbonme, which 1 can see
from my window, is loaded with them I can recophize them
cven at a distance by the way they walk, cven by hand
pestures, so different from the French And of course so many
of them wear parts of thair unmiforms. Why? Becanse they'e
used to them? Why do I wear mine? What attachtnent is
there? I want to forget the war, but then, that flight jacket
probably saved my dife in the stalag. Ged it was cold that last
wintcr, 1'll keep it as Jong as it Jasts,

Another gang of French musicians came by vesterday to
Jisten {0 mv records. The word 1s apparently spreading about
my coliection. They tatk to me as if I'm somc sort of autharity
on jazz. I'm just a lover, not aa expert. But Um glad Thad
those three weeks on S2nd Street. That alonc was worth poing
hame for. ['wouldn’| have poae. eather, i T hadn™t had to settic
the Old Man's estate with the: lawyers.

‘That wag almost as much of a revelation as the birth of
rcbop. The fawyers told me that anyone who held onto their




stocks in the *29 crash for the most part saw them saar in '39
and '40, and the Old Man held anto his, and then he bought
stock i anything related to aviation.

1 certainty didn't £l at home in the Stales, except on $2nd
Strect, All my friends gone. Billy Wilson dead at Anzo,
Chuck Winsten one of the casualtics on the Yorktoswn. |
suppose a shark gol him. So many more. Or they’d moved
away, a lot of them to Cahforma. T felt like a stranger, But,
what the hell. why not, I'd been away nearly a quaster of my
lifc, and my best friend wasn’t any of those guys. Tt was Jean
Marc. Nothing to stay for Things were 5o simplc then,

[ wish I had whatever it takes to be a musician, but those
childhood kessans did no good whatever. The only thing I've
ever dong really well is flv, And find trouble. And I dan’t even
want to fy. Just let mc listen to music, please, whoeyer you
are.
Max's Maxim; hangover cods at noan, although this last
one made it to three 0"clock.

A tu santé. Jean Masc, wherever vou are.

Monday, Octaber 8, 1946

The word of my record collocton koeps sproading. Just got
a new batch m from Commodore. Left an order to ship to me
ance a month, anything good and new. I had three batches of
musicians up herc last wock to histen The concicrge 1s not
happy. Nash suggested we hold sessioms at Le Chat
Lynatique. We're going to try it Moaday midniphl

Monday, October 15, 1946

Couldn’t believe it. It seemed like half the musicians in
Paris were at Le Chat Lunatique to listen to my records. The
talk was inccssant andd oxcited afterwards, with musiciaus
going to the piano to try to figure out what theyv’d heard on
{he necords.

Even the owner cane by, Madame Chnstophe. She loves
jazz. Talked to me for quite a while. ] stayed sober. My
recards are making me a cedebrily among the musicians.

Edvard came by, Sat at the end of the bar by himsclf, but
later we got a chance to talk,

Got a message fram the Countess and called her, 1 told her
J wasn't sure I wanted to stay in Paris. She thinks [ should --
it’s safe here.

Tuesday, October 30, 1946

I'm a celebrity of sorts. Hugues Panassi¢, the big-whecl
Frach jazz critic, wrote an article denouncing me and Dizzy
Gillespie and Charlic Parker. He said rebop isn’t jazz and
that I am a heretical progelvtizer of untruth. But what the hell,
[ feel honored, being mentioned in the same paragraph with
Dizzy Gillespie and Charlie Parker. The publicity oaly

10

increascd attcndancc at my rocord scssions. We pipe the
music through the club’s sound system The piamists who
come by are in bove with the Bud Powell records. The jazr
keeps me sanc here,

Monday, November S, 1946

Madame Chnstophe asked me for 2 name for the sessions,
[ was half loaded at the tnne and had Jean Marc on my mind.
That goreeous day, the orange of flames, and the brillsant blue
of the sky above us Blues for Jean Marc. | said, without
thinking, “Lct's call it Acrobleu at Midnight. Acrobleu 4
Minuit.”

Friday, November 30, 1946

Nash is a good kad, though a littlc pushy. | wish she
weren’t as wild as she is. She runs where she wants, does
what she wants. | think she thmks she can shock mg, or
maybe seem grown-up of somcthing, There was a certain
temptarion the other evening. Maybe she was casting a hint,
maybe she wasn’t, but just in case, I sad, “Lisien, kd,
cvervbody gets the idea that when you’re m a prison, what
you want most is a woman. Well when 1 was in the stalag all
I coudd think of was 1s how much I wanted a pood steak.”

Monday, Dccember 3, 1946

Spoke to the Countess. I told her abouf my madmiphe
sessyans. She saxd it’s good for me lo gel lost m the music for
a whilc.

Friday, December 7, 1946

Pear] Harbor day. Rooscvelt was right. It's a date most of
us are unlikely to forget. But by the time of Pearl Harbor, the
war for me was already two years obd and I'd logt & hell of a
lot of fricnds in the Battle of Britam. You reach thc point
vhere you don't make frignds, It makes it casicr.

I wonder if 1 really would have goae to Canada iof it
weren’t for Mary Ellen. T don™t knaw when I began to be
suspicious. Whatcver her faults, she could ncver be calfed an
accomplished liar. I waited outside the apartment on 83th.
Watched a guy go in. She came out with him. He kissed her.
T came tearing acrass the street and hit bim with a force I
didn’t know I had. But he hit me back, and she was scream-
ing, and the next thing there was 2 cop there, breaking us up,
and saying, “Who startod this?™ and she said that [ did. And
he handcufied me to a post. Went to a call box, sent for a car.
Policz car pulls up. They ask for identification. I said 1t was
in my back pocker. He gol it out. read my name, and damned
if the first thing he didn’t say wasa’t, “Are you ary rclation
to the Max Margan?"' | sasd, “No." He said, “You're lyiog,
kid. It says night here on your driver's license, Maxwell



Moegan 1T, You cven look like him,” He asked what the fight
was aboul. Ttold bim. The otber cop gave him a look, and he
took off the handcufis and gave me back my wallet. "Have
you simmered down now?” he said. “Yes.” I said. “Your
Liccnse says you hive m Brookdyn Heights™ “That’s right.” And
he says, “Girls arc Iike subway traing, kid: there's always
another one cesnuing. 1 el you what. We're taking vou to the
subway at 86th and Lex. You go home. And if [ scc vou in
this ncighborhood again. F'll un vou in.”

I spenl thal summer alone a lol. Evervbody knew a war
was cotung, aud the Old Man kept saving the U.S. wasa’t
ready foe it. Is anybody ever ready for a war, excepl the ones
wha start it If it weren't for Mary Ellen, | guess [ might have
waited till Pearl Harbor finally pot us into it. Evervbody else
did No. thal’s nol so. Not all the guys from Tixas and Hlinois
and South Dakota and Caitformia who went up to Canada
when I did. There was a hell of a crew of us. Most of them
dead nows.

Wednesday, December 12, 1946

Went down to the club Monday, and the first thing thac
happeoed is that Edvand says wath a steanee smule. “Bon soir,
patron.” [ said, “What da vou mecan, ‘boss?' He just kept
smiling and pourcd me a drink Scveral other people had
strangre smiles, includinge bwo of the musicians 1'd got to knowr
pretey well.

Then 1 saw Nash. She'd beeq i the lavabo.

“What's gomg on®" | asked her.

“What do vou mean?"” she said. “You mcan you dida’t buy
the club?”

I told her | hadn’t the slightest idea what she was talking
about, although 1 got an odd feeling. She changed the subject
and asked of T had scen what Panassic had wnitten about me
this week. I said I dida’t want to read it. So she started to read
it to me. He said | was a corrupting influcnce on jazz, and that
my Aezobleu sessions were leading French musicians asleay,
and more to that effect. It was stupid, and it made me angry,

Sunday, January 12, 1947
I put a call in to the Countess to {iml out what the hell she
had donc, Couldn’t rcach her,

Tuesday, January 14, 1947

It pot very celcbrant over the holidays. My circle of
acquainiances and friends keeps expanding because of the
club. Joscphine Baker, Edith Piat, Pahlo Picasso. | can't say
that | understand his pamtings, and I cenainly doa’t likes them.
1 likc Piaf, though. She says and does what she pleases,
swhatcver it costs her. Jean Paul Sartre comes inta the club.
I’vee now read several of bis preces. There s less (o his work

1

than meets the eve. You read one of his books, and find that
cvery loag and Joquacions and obtusc chapter can be summed
up in the end 0 one not particulacly profound line.

Frday, Janwary 17, 1947

Found myself in some heavy poker and drinking sessions.
Now poker is samethmg 1°'m really good at | remember anc
guy who scemcd to be Russian, who asked if I'd ever flown
a DC-3. Nope. But I flew Dlenherros. He said he owned 3
DC-3. The dnnkang got heavier. Dawn arrived, gray and cold
as only Paris can be gray and cold — damp and blood-
chilling, The Russian, if that's what he was, asked us if we
wantcd to po to Alperia ro warna up for a day ur so. He said
he had lo make a debvery there. So we all went out to Le
Bourget and got into this DC-3. Ic was a pre-wir job, built in
1939, and apparently a passengec rather than transport job: it
had scats, so it had been in some sort of cotamercial civilian
airline use. not military. God only knows haw he got t, and
I kept my curinsity to myself. There were a few big cartons at
the back of the planc, under 2 tarp. We took off, the Russian
doing the flying, and the drinking continued. | fell asicep.
When [ waoke up | went forward, and that Russian was also
askeep, and nobody was lying the plane. Il was on auto-pilot.
I slipped into the co-pilot’s scat and started shalang the
Russian No Juck. He snorcd. Then we hit some turbulence.
[ took over, after all the times I ve said I never wanted to fly
again. There was nothmg but water below us, and lots of it,
sO 1t had to be the Mediterrancan. 1 started Jooking around for
maps, and then the Russian woke up, and we found our
position. We landed at somce obscure airficld and some puys
came out with guns and unlcaded the casés which — it seems
ikely — contained more gams, There 13 a revolutionary
movement against France in Algeria, something I've heard
about called the FLN, and 1 suspeet our Russian is & gun-
runper He was jubilant when he got back into the planc,
sobered up enouph to take the controls, and we flew to
Algiers Went into town and got drunk again. I remecnber
sone party on a beach, and then o a botel the poker game
went on, and somebow 1 won everything, includmg the DC-3.
The Russian signed over the papers, and then he just disap-
pearcd.

Sobered up somewhat, examined the plane. Tt looked as if
it had boen pretty wicll maintained. And here | am, stuck in
Algiess with an airplane I doa’t even want. But I flew il back
to France. Ilad a hell of a tune landing at Le Bourget. The
French wouldn't ket vs land, then releated when T said we
were running kow on fuel. On the ground they questioned the
planc’s papers, questioned mc, held us for hours, then said
they were Ictting us go but unpounding the planc until they
could investigate its registration.




Woke up this moming with onc the finest hanpovers I've
ever had. I don’t carc abowt the DC-3. The French can kecp
1t. [ don't want to 0%n A jazz club and I certainty don't want
to own a DC-3. If I could find that bloody Russian, 1'd give
it back to him.

Suaday, January 26, 1947

Got called in by the French aviation mimstry about the
DC-3. There is some question about its original rcgistration
ther they can’t unravel. Therefore they can't release the plane
ta me. 1told them they just don't seem to et it. I don’t care,
and they are welcome to keep the DC-3, The guy said I was
being unco-operative. [ told him a DC-3 wasn’t what 1I'd
hopod to find in my Christmas stocking. He didn't get that at
all. They don't have Christmas stockings in France.

Now a Spitfire! She was the Lady, the truc aristocrat of
aircraft. I tol hmm, “Seg if vou can trade it for a Spitfire,
That would be ancther matter.” The guy had no scasc of
humor, [ told him I had a0 more time to discuss it, just keep
the bloody airplane. And I left.

There’s oaly one way to deal with the French burcancracy.
Ignore it,

I'm beginning to have fun with the club. But I have no
interest m the mundanc details. I told Jean Pierre he was fully
m charge of the liquor and food purchases, 1 don’t want ta
look at the cash register. And I'm thinking of asking Nash if
she’d like to nm the place.

Nash thinks we should change the name from Le Chal
l.unatique to Max Morgan's Acroble. I dun’t want aging
veterans of World War | asking if I'm any relation to the Max
Margan, More important, I don't want my name on the place.
[ don’t need that kind of visibility.

Wodnesday, January 29, 1947

Somcbody said in the club that Mauricc Chevalier had
been a collaborator during the War, Ican Pierre asked him
what a collaboratar was. Wasn't everyone who worked n the
Mectro ar scrved dinner to German officers or cut a kraut’s
hair a colfaborator? Wasn’t everybody who drove a tram a
collaborator?

And 1 thought abaut — hell. I thought aboat it when I was
domg it — the fact that every time | strafed a train. 1 probably
killed some poor railway workers. Did that make me 3 war
criminal? What about the guys who bombed St. Lo? How
many French citizeng did they kill?

A young guy was sitting at the bar smoking a cigarette. He
said he was a musician. He's from Belgum, Namur, [ think.
He sad whett be played piano m jazz clubs in Belgium during
the Occupation, there were usually German officers in the
audicnee, there just to hear the music. He said, “Does that
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make me a coflaborator?™

He asked if e could sit in. I said “Sure.” And he can play.
He’s only seventeen. e has 3 kind of dark senso of humor. T
asked him his name. He said it was Francy Boland. T asked
htm tf he wanted to o to work for us as housc pianist. He
said he was going to finish his degree at the Lidge oonserva-
tory and then come back to Paris. If the clob still exists, 1
said, he could count an a job.

Panassic denounced mc again. Wrote that the young
musiciang who were listeging to my records were reflecting
the influence of Parker and Gilkespic, and this would be the
downfall of jazz in France.

“The air ministry called me at the club, The guy said I had
to do sumething abowt the DC-3. Somebody had to pay its
rental charges at Le Bourget. I told him what I'd told them
before: they were welcome to the bloody plane, The guy said
| had no respect for the law. 1 told him he was absolutely
cofrecd and hung up wath a bang. Shouldn’t do that. You can't
et telephoncs in France, and if I'd smashed ours, we’d have
had problems, though Jean Picre could probably scrounge
one up on the black markct. He seems to know 2 ot about
that.

‘The food supply m Panis has improved.

Sunday, Fcbruary 8, 1947

The air roinistry guy actually showed up at Aeroblen last
night. [t was very doud. Josephine Baker came in with some of
their fricnds, and the band was hot and heavy. You couldn't
bear yourself think, rmuch Icss talk, and this guy kept shouting
at me that | had to do something about the plane. I shouled
back that the dann thing was of no mtcrest to me. Finally this
guy is pleading with me. I thought be was going to cry. He
said there was no provision im the ministry’s regulations for
the acquisiiom of a DC-3, and the Russian had totally
disappearcd, and the title of transfer appeared to be perfectly
kgal, and would I pleasc, pleasc go to Le Bourget and ¢laim
my airplanc, At this point Jean Pierre got into it and said 1t
was my duty to do it; T think he was pulling the guy's lep,
though. Nash got into it. She said it would be fun to have an
awrplane. I shouted back at her — and at that point the rmsic
stopped and you could hear me alf over the club in the sudden
silence — “Do you want to pay the reot on it?™

In the end [ told the puy, whosc name is Achilles
somethmg-or-other that yes, I would come by and sign the
papers. My character has chearly deteriorated. I am becoming
a weakling. I have acquired a nightclub T didn't want, and
now [ have a DC-3 T don't need. T have been manipulated by
Straagers.

The club, I admit, has become real fun,

50 long as 1 dan't have to run it.

(To be Con(i-nued)



