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Letters,
Influence? You honor me. Thank you. \

The Jazzletters are great.
I heard Bix in a store in Spokane in 1937 when I heard

Teddy Wilson. I didn’t even know about anybody yet. Thank
God for a certain Blackfoot Indian.

' Jimmy Rowles, Burbank, California

Honor? I always submit the Janletter to people whose
knowledge is expert, particularly those with a sense for and love
of history. L The piano piece and that on Bill Challis were read
by Benny Carter, whose memory is long and accurate, and Gerry

flulligan. This is not to implicate them in my judgments, but
ey and others help me to minimize oversights and historical

errors. Bill Crow reminded me of your influence. '

The Writers
I still shake my head at the myth that jazz musicians are
inarticulate, which persists despite its untruth and the fact that
Q: many of them are also writers. I’m about to introduce you
-- if you haven’t met him already -- to a writer new to this
publication, Don Asher.

You may remember Don as the house pianist at the hungry
i in San Francisco, back when it was booking Lenny Bruce,
Mort Sahl, Richard Prior, Dick Gregory, Bill Cosby, Irwin
Corey, et al. Don has an MS from Cornell in organic
chemistryand worked after graduation as a research chemist
in a soap factory. "I got waylaid," he says, "by Jaki Byard, who
was playing the piano in the joints around my home town,
Worcester, Massachusetts. I began to study with him and soon
was playing in the same joints he had worked. Often I’d fmd
myself in the same combo;~Jaki would be on sax or drums."

Qon has published six novels with major publishers and many
ort stories and essays in Harper's, Paris Review, Rolling

Stone, and The Saturday Evening Post. He collaborated with
his friend Hampton Hawes on the latter’s autobiography, Raise
Up Off Me (Da Capo Press, 1979).

Keys of the Kingdom
by Dcn.Asher g
Come this November, he’ll have been gone thirty-four years,
and no one’s ever got within shouting distance.

When I was fifteen I dreamt one night that I was much
older, playing the piano in a trio in a roaadhouse outside
Worcester, Massachusetts, one of those gutbucket saloons
strung along the Worcester-Boston Turnpike like dingy boxcars
on a coal-littered My daydream was to become a
premier jan pianist; I was eight months away from my first
professional gig.

ThetuneIwasplayinginthisdream,withbassanddrum
accompaniment, was Yesterdays -- not the tepid Beatles
Yesterday; it hadn’t been written yet -- Jerome’s Kern’s
Yesterdays, sweet sequestered days. As I endgd on a tremolo

Q

.:

D-minor chord I senscdlooming behind me, - .- - 8 $l1ad°WY
presence that made my skin creep, though I did not feel
physically threatened. The sparse applause died. I turned and
saw him emerge from the gloomy recesses of the bar, ‘bloated,
ponderous, walking with his hands slightly in» front of him, 5181“
only in a corner of one eye, gleaming black face held at a
angle, single eye straining for light. Then he was in a
deep gruff voice as he bent over me, hands spanmng my
shoulders, the beer-swollen paunch pressing gently into my
back -- a pudgy man’s inadvertent caress -- "That was pretty,
son, but try this chord in the second bar."

The incredible flat spatulate fingers spread on the ivory, a
Debussy-spaced chord resounding as if from a submerged
cathedral (and ringing in my mind the next day). But the
intervals were too irregular, beyond my harmonic ken. I
couldn’t fix the configuration in my mind. 0

"Do that once more," I said in my dream, but he was already
off to the next bar and as I slipped out from under his arms
he lowered his squat portly bulk onto the stool. The room
grew very quiet, only the musicians knew who he was, but
everyone seemed alert to an extraordinary transition, skinny
journeyman white pianist giving way to the burly black man,
face raised awkwardly to the light, the thrilling plangent
godlike sound swelling to every corner, drums and bass awed,
wisely laying out; no one plays with the High Commissioner.

At the time I was studying with Worcester’s foremost classical
piano teacher, Martha Cantor. My Bach inventions and
Chopin etudes were competent and respectful, but the music
that was luring me sprang from contemporary revolutionary
keyboards: Earl Hines, Fats Waller, Nat Cole, and most
spectacularly, the blind virtuoso who had invaded my dream,
Mr. Art Tatum from Toledo, Ohio.

"It’s cartwheels and magic," an older pianist said, lending me
a couple of Tatum’s records. "He puts us all in the deep
shade."
‘ Soon after, Miss Cantor detected something coarse and alien
infiltrating the texture of my playing. "Your legato lines are
losing definition and clarity, Donald, and I can’t seem to put
my finger on the difficulty."

He was booked solo into Boston’s Hi Hat club. A half
dozen fledgling musicians piled into my older brother’s jalopy
and drove down the pike. The anticipation level was as high
as if a carload of teenage baseball freaks were making their
initial excursion to Fenway Park in the days when Ted
Williams ruled the pasture.

Our first sight of him was in the bar a floor below the main
room. I recognized him from photos, which had been
accurately reflected in my dream. I was surprised he was so
short -- five foot six or seven, gauging by my own comparable
height; but broad, a dense low-gravity weight to him. The
bartender was bottles of Pabst Blue Ribbon beer into
a glass pitcher. When it was nearly brimful he handed it to
Mr. Tatum. The pianist raised the pitcher to his mouth; he
tilted his head, opened his gullet. Down the hatch in three or
four stupendous swallows. Some of us were just starting to

 



drink -- glasses of beer and ale, swigs of Four Roses in back
of the garage. But this was man’s work. What I had heard
was true: he drank like he played, lustily, prodigiously. It was
an auspicious introduction.

We followed him upstairs to a semi-dark two-thirds-filled
room. He eased onto the bench, arms loose at his sides, head
cocked as if sniffmg something in the air. Only when the
rustle and conversational hum subsided did he lift his hands.
It was not a leisurely entry, no ruminative chording or testing-
the-water arpeggio work. The hands plunged. And the music
shouted and poured, wide as a river.
I can only convey image-flashes of that evening, a night

landscape revealed in flares of bolt
Passages of whomping way-back whorehouse stride merged

into jalmty lambent measures: a well-bred slightly sassy girl
promenading in a new satin dress . . . a locomotive way
to a unicycle. The sly passage work and raffish embroidery
suggested Debussy playing barrelhouse. It’was a matter of
how receptive a state you were in, how loose a rein you
allowed your imagination.

Some pianists’ hands caress the keyboard, others prance,
skip, sculpt, browbeat, or bluster. Tatum’s alternately tap-
danced and marched; the dance puckish, airy, fantastic, the
march that of an assured boulevardier. The latter bravura
mode conveyed a spectacular parade, a panorama of the
music’s early history from the raunch and swagger of New
Orleans levee and bagnio parlor, upriver by paddlewheel
(deckside brass bands outfitted in spanking regalia) to Kansas
City and Chicago, where gangster-run honkey-tonks, purveying
hot music, bootleg gin, and whores in silk dresses, jumped into

’\lD/the sunrise. Mundane pop songs were cloaked in symphonic
array and dazzling filigree. Playful interpolations -- Stars and
Stripes Forever, Short’nin’ Bread -- studded serious composi-
tions.

He played Massenet’s Elegie, played it straight, shimmeringly,
then turned on the engines, transforming it to a blazing, rag-
inflected juggemaut of SOll1lCl. A classmate beside me whis-
pered, "Now I understand The Charge of the Light Brigade."

He seemed to be connected to a volcanic fount of energy
and invention from which he painted endlessly vivid canvases,
the hands chasing each other on breakneck up-hill down-dale
runs. If you closed your eyes it sounded like two highly gifted
players, four hands, nimbly frolicking on the same keyboard,
having a hell of a time for themselves. (Look closely at a jan
musician’s face when he is soloing and is pleased by his
inventions, and you’ll often spy behind the concentration and
intensity an expression of pure child: that carefree abandoned
look you see on the faces of kids racing across a field or
limbing playground bars. A neural affinity links kids having

fun and grown-ups making music: block out everything
(:xi:ran_eous and jump for joy.)

Get -Happy he played at an impossible rocketing tempo.
Around the room mouths fell open. "My God, his hands are
a blur," a woman said behind me. But the music wasn’t. The
driving left hand and breakaway arpeggios conjured a train
walloping across prairie tracks, hellbent, lickety-split. My bug-
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eyed classmate was trying to beat his thumb in sync with the
tempo; it was like trying to match a hummingbird’s wings. On
the edge of my chair, tense with the rollicking charge, I found
myself gradually relaxing, slipping into reverie -- I had boarded
the train at the last station and was giddily swaying now with
its careening motion, watching power poles, occasional barns,
and grazing animals flash by, able to appreciate the landscape
because of my instinctive trust of the engineer. He might have
been a wild man, half-crazed or stoned or just naturally
exuberant, but trust him I did on this highballing trip. Besides,
what choice did I have but to gut it out, ride the express down
to the end of the line?

Two choruses into Fine and Dandy, some boisterous partyers
settled at a table near the piano. Tatum instantly dropped his

running with the wind.
We were subdued driving back, our exhilaration tempered by

incredulity and, ultimately, depression, the pianists in the crowd
contemplating a goal that could never be reached, knowing
that much of what we had heard could not be done. We were
young, nowhere near the limits of our powers, but we suspect-
ed -- taking a squint down the long road -- that the best we’d
manage would be to hold our hands at forbidding distance to
his bright flame and try to warm ourselves.

Before the year was out I was working my first jobs in the
southside Worcester dives and turnpike roadhouses. I fessed
up to Miss Cantor -- the indelibly fixed notes of "long-dead
composers, glorious though they were, no longer did it for me
-- and terminated my lessons. She was devastated. One of
her prize pupils jumping ship at such a tender age to vanish,
perhaps forever, beneath the waves of vulgarity.

We tried like mad to mimic him and fell back gasping. The
notes could be superficially duplicated, lifted with enormous
difficulty from records and read off transcriptions, but
velocity and verve and soul were missing -- that bedrdg
groove running down the center of his style big enough for an
elk to swing in.

I asked a respected classical pianist-composer and critic for
one of the Boston papers if he had listened to Tatum, and if
he had an opinion. " I

"There’s a demonic, almost diabolical quality to his playing,"
he said. "The Furies must have gathered around his crib at
birth, something infernal slipped into his mother’s milk.”

The overwrought references bewildered me. Why the sinister
overtone? Can’t a comparable fervor and brilliance evolve
from godliness? Wasn’t talent divine?

Tales arrived from New York that George Gershwin had
A brought luminaries from the classical world to his Seventy-
, second Street apartment and steered them to midtown clubs to
'hear the blind wizard. Horowitz, Godowski, Rachmaninoff,
Gieseking, and Paderewski -- a select fan club indeed --

_ listened and were wowed. Horowitz particularly enjoyed the
jinterpolations and endless variations on Gershwin’s songs.

Rachmaninoff is said to have remarked to his colleagues, "If

I hands to his sides, patiently waiting until the interlopers were /_
glared into silence. Then he was off again, this antic engineer“

Iithrottle out, a mother superior on wheels, booting it home,
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this man ever decides to play serious music we’re all in the years restored much of his sight, but a_brutal mugging m
[1'Qub16," his early teens left him permanently blind m the left eye and

(Whatever Tatum’s inclinations, the path to "serious" music with a shadow of sight in the right.
would have been a hard one for a black man in America in His parents were amateur musicians. Early on he could play
the 1930s and ’40s.) anything he heard on the radio or on piano rolls, but we've

After Gershwin’s death the nightclub pilgrimagesfrom the been told that about many a child prodigy. _He mastered
decorous world continued. Nightly the titan wrapped every- Braille music-reading at schools for the blmd in Toledo and
thing he played in the richest of harmonic and rhythmic Columbus. At sixteen he played his first professional job
raiment, displayed with a precision attack and ravishing tone. a local dance band, but soon veered from the combo direction

,A story made the rounds that a music scholar recognized Artur taken by most pianists. He was hearing orchestral sounds m
vkubinstein in the murky recesses of the Onyx Club. The -his head that paradoxically would be impeded supporting
scholar approached. "Maestro," he said, "this is not your usual instruments, and some of the kids commg up with him were
habitat." scornful of his meager left hand; he vowed to show them. The

Rubinstein reportedly placed a finger to his lips. "Shhh, I solo format satisfied both urges. ‘
am listening to the world’s greatest piano player." (Tatum’s artisticlineage can be broadly traced. He hstened
‘ These surpassing musicians would not have been intimidated to Bach and Chopin and Scriabin. The James, P. Johnson

I by the blazing technique and velocity; they too could fly. It piano rolls intrigued him. He loved Fats Waller and was
must have been the audacious ex tempore improvisations informed by the piston-drive of Fats’ left hand and the
forged at galloping tempos that floored them. Tatum would l arrhythmic breaks and jubilant horn-like excursions of Earl
have been able to play -- as can many jazz piano masters Y Hines’ innovative right. At some point the heroic scope of the
today -- a very creditable Mozart sonata or Scriabin prelude. talent catapulted him into another realm.
The classical recitalists, with very few exceptions (Andre Previn He also admired and listened carefully to Lee Sims. As a

lcomes to mind), cannot begin to do what Tatum did. It’s teenager I had been spellbound by late-night fifteen-minute
'\imostly a one-way barrier between the two arenas. ‘radio shots of Lee Sims’ solo work. He had Tatum’s facility

I have heard distinguished classical pianists play flurries of flit for making an undistinguished pop ballad sound like a Chopin
wrong notes on pieces which the program informs us they have ' nocturne, transforming the material with bewitching harmonies_
performed dozens of times. Jazz musicians are often bemused ,/ and a satiny touch.
by this. We wonder how these superb artists, who have taken Hardly anyone remembers Sims today. I was startled
long months, a year, to master a piece, have turned it inside recently by a spry woman in her seventies who approached me-
out and tucked it securely in their back pockets, can still flub at the Cafe Majestic in San Francisco, where I play ,

pduring "a performance. Spontaneity must be the key. They music nightly. She said, "You played that ballad in a way that
have time to get nervous. They think, uh-oh, here it comes, reminds me of someone. Does the name Lee'Sims mean
the string of sixty-fourth notes or the left-hand four-bar trill -- anything to you?"
maybe they had a late-aftemoon snack that didn’t quite sit I stared. "He meant the world to me at fifteen. I would
right, the stock market took a dive, the wife left a message just have given anything to play like that. Where did you hear

‘Lipr to the performance that Archie, the beloved Airedale, him?" '
\. _ taken to the vet -- their concentration wavers for a split "I not only heard him, I knew him, shall we say, intimately,"

second, they blow it and there’s no recovering. she answered with a coy smile. "That sweet man was one fine
When jazz players solo, we’re inventing the notes at virtually roll in the hay."

[the same time that we play them, so we don’t have time to get I took a moment to digest this stunning, gratuitous intel-
nervous. Even when we’re feeling frisky, forgoing familiar ligence.
patterns and taking chances maybe we ought not to be taking
-- moving out to the edge and over, as we say -- we can spot In the late ’40s I was leading a quintet on the fraternity house-
a potential fluff coming down the road and throw a hand up, party circuit at Cornell in upstate New York. During Christ-
so to speak, deflect it or pick it off in mid-air; then, in the mas and Easter breaks, if I knew Tatum was working on Fifty-
same maneuver, keeping our wits about us, change course and second Street, I hopped the Lackawannna Railway into l
shoot off in another direction, turning emergency to advantage Manhattan, holed up in a fleabag hotel for one or two dollars
like an adroit broken-field runner. The spontaneity and a night, and camped out on the street of dreams. By now the
flexibility are all. We are not bound by the steel bars of bebop revolution was in full throttle; it did not interest or
written notes and have numerous escape routes. You’ll rarely deter Tatum. His_ enown was international and his artistry

j hear -- or at least be able to identify -- a flawed passage from had reached superrlzif heights. He performed heartstopping
a first-rate jazz piano soloist; dull possibly, uninspired, but not high-wire acts nightly, climbed Mount Olympus, erected
defective. glistening Taj Mahals of sound. I thought of a placard on the

There are few clues to Tatum’s Wellspring. He was born in wall of the McGraw Tower Library on campus: Architecture Is
Toledo on October 13, 1910, and soon afterward contracted Frozen Music - Goethe. l
diphtheria, which damaged his eyes. Repeated surgery over Cavalier critics launched flea-bite attacks on the fortress of
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his style: the music could not breathe, he inundated the
keyboard with florid geysers of notes. Never! Not for my
gnoneyl I was thirst-crazed, insatiable. You play what you
hear, and he heard more than any of us, a universe of sound,

"I kept meaning to go by his house, but by the time I got
my head together and said, Tomorrow I’ll go by Art Tatum’s
house, I heard on the car radio he was dead. Forty-six years
old. On November 5, 1956. There should be a federal

purls and shouts. The last time I ever heard him live -- he {proclamation of that day, like Labor Day, ’cause he sure must
would be leaving New York for an extended stay on the west “have worked his ass to the bone to play the way he did."
coast -- I wanted terribly to speak to him, to tell him, without
fawning, that he had filled my life to brimming with his magic;
hear his voice (the other voice, suspecting it would be as
earthbound as the music was ethereal); to look at the hands
close-up G had heard he sensitized his fingers by constantly
working through them a particular-sized filbert). I could not
gather the nerve.

How do you approach a deity? It was two in the morning,
the final set just finished. As I was agonizing, he rose wearily
from the bench and turned toward the back room. A girl at
the table behind me was suddenly galvanized. She was about
my age, nineteen, dark curls under a beret, her face flushed
with the joy of what she’d heard. She was pushing toward the
bandstand against the flow of departing customers.

"Mr. Art . . . Mr. Tatum," she called, her eyes pinwheeling
with excitement. I imagined her an aspiring concert pianist,
studying at Juilliard, making her pilgrimage from that other
world. He turned slowly, gazing around, up, the heavy face
gleaming with sweat. The girl stopped a few feet from him.
She caught her breath. She said, "I wanted you to know . . .
You do it better than anyone does it!"

Yes, that was what I had wanted to say.
I never made it to the benches of the premier jazz clubs.

But in my travels I linked up with a Tatum disciple, the pianist
Hampton Hawes, one of the keepers of the flame. I would
later help him write his autobiography.

He told me of an incident that took place a few months
before Tatum’s sudden death from uremia in 1956.

"I was working with Stan Getz at the Tiffany Club in LA,"
he said, "when Art Tatum showed up at the bar. Didn’t even
know he was in the club till he came lumbering out of the
shadows, head turned to the side and up -- like Bela Lugosi
coming at you, scare you if you didn’t know who it was.
Moved right up to me and said, ’Son, you hot. I came down
to hear you."’

(This set my scalp Son, as he had addressed me in
my dream decades earlier.)

"Well, I knew I was playing good, getting there, but in the
overall rundown of players I considered myself comparatively
lukewarm at the time. And here’s Art Tatum looking weird
at me out of the corner of one eye, saying, ’Son, you hot.’

"I said, ’I’m glad you came and I wish you’d show me some
of that stuff you do with your left hand.’

He said, ’I will if you’ll show me some of your right-hand
stuff. Why don’t you come by my house?’ Gave me the
address and we shook hands on it. I kept thinking, Son, you
hot. From Tatum -- that’s like the king telling you you’re one
of the most loyal and courageous subjects of the land. Man
came down to hear me play, shook my hand, said I was hot.
It messed up my mind . . .

In the spring of 1977, not long after Hawes had told me that
story, I was a pallbearer at his funeral in Los Angeles. He
was forty-eight; he had lived two years longer than Tatum,
both of them barely into the summertime of their lives.

What is there about the music that strikes so early and
exacts such a terrible toll? Our brothers on the other side, the
Horowitzes, Heifetzes, and Rubinsteins, seem to endure into
their ninth and tenth decades. Is it the tensions implicit in the
more spontaneous, "less serious" craft -- those perilous swings
out to the edge -- that dictate pa baleful lifestyle? Something
pernicious slipped into our mothers’ milk? Or simply the
saloon stamping grounds offering temptations not afforded by
the concert hall? '

On a beautiful May morning I gazed down at Hampton
Hawes in his coffin, the hands still as stone by his sides, the
fire cold. The hands that used to leap and crackle like high-
tension wires. I remembered asking him one afternoon -- we
were taking turns at the piano -- why his version of the same
up-tempo tune, using nearly identical chord changes, jumped
and burned while mine simply lay there, correct but quiet. His
humorous righteous answer contained, I’m convinced, a core of
truth:

"When you went to church or temple as a kid you probably
sang stuff like Rock of Ages and God Bless America. When I
attended my daddy’s church -- he was a faith-dealing Pres-
byterian minister -- I was picking up on ’You got shoes, I got
shoes, all God’s children got shoes. ’"

My thoughts swung to Tatum, how he could drop his hands
loosely to his sides, waiting for silence so he could continue tn
dance. Now, for both of them, the silence was forever.

And you know you would give the keys to the kingdom to
have them back and play it just one more time.

In 1982 I met Earl Fatha Hines, the daddy of us all. He was
then in his 77th year -- a Methusalahn span for a jau music-
ian -- working the Miyako Hotel in San Francisco, having
outlived many of his children. I asked him about his star
progeny. -

He said, "To hear Art at his peak you had to be present at
the after-hours sessions and house parties when he’d roll right
through till nine, ten in the morning. That’s when he really
turned iton."

"You mean better than the records, the club performances?
How could that be?"

"Ten times better, ten times!" Hines slapped his thigh. "He
did things that were not possible on the piano. You had to be
there."

This from the undisputed patriarch of jazz piano recounted
with boyish glee, a high remembering shine in the eyes.



Tatum’s sister, Arline Taylor, informed critic-historian
Whitney Balliett that moments before she received the phone
call that told her her brother had just died in Los Angeles, she
heard the screen door of her house in Milwaukee open and
close. She asked her husband if he’d heard it. "He said yes
and went to the door, which was latched, as always."

Why should I doubt Arline Taylor’s word when the rever-
berations from her brother’s hands and heart, first heard a
half century ago, still sing in my mind like a carillon?

I was in Boston the night the news broke. Knots of music-
ians gathered outside the clubs and cafes with soft downcast
looks, rueful shakes of the head, exhalations of breath -- the
futile gestures of an inexpressible regard. Remembrances of
recorded gems were exchanged: the uncanny interior voices on
The Way You Look Tonight (which sounded, a guitarist said
"like it was recorded in 1999 by some harmonic genius wilt?
haven’t heard from yet"), the high-stepping stride and get-ou
of-my-way rims on Cherokee.

We keep trying to capture the elusive pulse, simulate the
daring trapeze work, tune into the grave. We weep at his
early departure and are joyous he came our way. He led us
a merry chase, this lion-heart roaring down the Route 66 of
American classical music (luring us onto strange byways,
uncharted back roads), and has now put permanent distance
between us.

But there are rare moments during the rendering of com-
positions associated with him -- Yesterdays, Sweet Lorraine --
when a curious vibrancy charges us, and for a half chorus or
so we take wing, soaring above our landbound selves. A new
dimension, an altered emotional and rhythmic edge enter our
playing. We interpret pieces in a way and with a spirit we
never have before. We can’t explain it, even to ourselves. It’s
as if there is the breath of someone else in us.

That was pretty, son, I keep remembering from my dream.
iow would I not?

An unsolicited accolade from Mr. Tatum of Toledo.
In Memoriam

1910-1956
-- DA

The Readers
I haven’t printed the subscription list in two or three years,
partly because I wasn’t sure it served any purpose. But
perhaps it does.

Driving back to California after writing the Lerner and
Loewe biography, I monitored the radio all the way. Except
for the little pockets of National Public Radio stations, whose
signals drift in and then usually fade out before you can get
the name of that interesting symphony you’ve never heard
before, North American radio broadcasting is a disaster. The
best place for it, curiously, turned out to be a corridor between
Ottawa and Toronto, because you could pick up a sequence of
NPR stations from south of the St. Lawrence and Lake
Ontario, a good commercial classical radio station located in

Coburg, Ontario, both the French-language and English-
language networks of the Canadian Broadcasting Corporation,
and CJRT, the Ryerson Institute station in Toronto which runs
a lot of jau presided over by the estimable Ted O’Reilly. The
NPR stations are the consolation, offering people like Oscar
Treadwell of Cincinnati and W. Cone Johnson, an Abilene
physician who broadcasts jan as a labor of love.

Have you checked out what is available on the movie
channels on Saturday nights? And the movies, which in recent
decades have seemed more and more like moving comic strips,
have made the transition complete with Superman, a rock-and-
roll Flash Gordon, Batman, and now Dick Tracy. Can Brenda
Starr and Mary Worth be far behind? Oh bring back Red
Ryder, Rip Kirby, Bronco Bill, Smilin’ Jack, and Tailspin
Tommy. Alex Raymond, Sheldon Moldofl‘, and Will Eisner,
where are you now that we need you?

So it is perhaps a small comfort to know that there are
others who care about the things we do, although you do start
to wonder if we constitute a sort of collective Canute, sitting
there trying to order the incoming tide of cultural trash -- not
to mention medical wastes -- to rise no further.

The majority of subscribers continue to be musicians,
followed, as far as I can tell, by doctors, and then dentists and
attorneys and scholars from other disciplines.

The circulation continues to grow, slowly to be sure. And
the nemesis of the Jazzletter continues to be the photocopying
machine. The readership is far larger than the circulation,
which is an advantage to any publication whose purpose is to
get its advertising content to the greatest number of people but
a grave handicap to one that does not subsist_._on ad revenues.
Were it not for the publication by Oxford University Press of
two collections of essays from the Iazzletter, it would not have
survived until now. Another collection is due out next year.
And by the way, Meet Me at Jim and Andy's recently won an
ASCAP-Deems Taylor Award. Thank you for making that
possible.

A lot of people like to read the circulation list. It has
started friendships and brought about reunions of people who’d
lost track of each other. So here it is again:

David Abel], Michael Abene, Jerry Abraham, Abe Abukoff,
Mariano F. Accardi, Harlan Adamcik, Johnny Adams, Larry
Adamson, Howard Alden, Eleanore Aldrich, Lenore Alexander,
Corey Allen, Steve Allen, James W. Allen, Henry Amistadi,
Ann and Quentin C. Anderson, Kent Anderson, Ted Arenson,
Bruce R. Armstrong, Jim Armstrong, Hubert Arnold, Kenny
Ascher, Don Asher, Jerry Atkins, George Avakian,

Bob Bailey, James R. Bailey, Robert Bain, Donald Bain,
Charles Baker, Robert Baker, Whitney Balliet, Julius Banas,
Steve Banks, R.F. Banks, Robert H. Barnes, Mr. and Mrs.
Donald E. Barnes, Charlie Barnet, Clifford Barr, Jeff Barr,
E.M. Barto Jr., Bruce Baxter, John Baxter, Randolph Bean,
Shirley J. Beaty, Jack Beckerman, Wallace Behnke, Loren
Belker, Carroll J. Bellis MD FACS, William M. Bellows, Al
Bendick, Don Bennett, Chuck Berg, Alan Bergman, David
Berger, James L. Berkowitz, Gershon Berman, Sheldon L.



Berman, Leonard Bemstein, Bill Berry, Charles Berry, Gene
Bertoncini, Beverly Hills Library, John Bigelow, Michael
Binyon, Prof R.L. Blackmore, Les Block, Bill Blumquist Sr.,
Geb Blum, Kenneth Blum, Muriel Blumenthal, Paul Bob-
kowski, Mr. and Mrs. Ed Bonoff, Clarence Borns, Charles E.
Bloomquist, David Bondelevitch, Tracy Borst, Steve Bowerman,
Janie Bowerman, Bob Bowers, Jack Bradley, Michael Bradley,
Dr. J.V. Brady, Brad Brakke, Milton Bram, Tom Brannan,
John Bransfield, Leon Breeden, Mark C. Brennan, Teresa
Brewer, Robert Bridges, Bemard Brightman, Richard Brill
MD, Alan Broadbent, Steve Brockway, Steve Bromley, Joel
Brooks, Peter M. Brooks, C. Robert Brown, John C. Brown,
Jim and Mary Brown, Michael Brown, Bing Browning, Jack
Brownlow, Dave Brubeck, Rosemary Bryan, H.M. Bryant, Dick
Buckley, John and Chips Bunch, Larry Bunker, Brian Burke
MD, Patti and Tom Burns, James Butler, Meredith Butler,
Robert Butler, William C. Butler, Dan H. Byars, Fritz Byers,
Richard P. Byrnes, Norman D. Byron,

Herb Caen, A Cafagna, Dick Call, Jay Cameron, Royce
Campbell, Robert Canatsey, Edgar Cantwell, Armand Caputi,
Joseph Kuhn Carey, Mark S. Carroll, Irwin K. Carson MD,
Bennett L. Carter, Louis Carter, Kenneth J. Caruso, Howard
Casper, Thomas J. Cassidy, Oscar Castro-Neves, Jules Chaikin,
John K. Chance, Theodore Chandler, Thomas A. Chapman,
Emile Charlap, Ray Charles, Russell B. Chase, Joel Chaseman,
Steve Chaseman, Michael Chertok, Robert J. Chinello, John J.
Christensen, Bob Church, Cincinnati Public Library, Chris
Clark, David Clark, Homer D. Clark, James A. Clark, Natalie
Clark, John Clayton, Michael .Clinco, James S. Cline, Al
Cobine, Charles Cochran, Frederic S. Cohen, Robert Cohlmey-
er, Alan Cohn, Dr. John Coleman, Jim Coleman, James
Lincoln Collier, Joyce Collins, Chris Colombi, Howard Colson,
Columbia College Library, Richard Conger, Arthur L. Connell,
Tom Conner, Bob Connolly, D. Hugh Connolly, Sean Connors,
John R. Conover, iWillis Conover, Jay Conte, Robert A. Cook,
William L. Cook, David Cooper, 2942 Marie Corbin, Gary
Corbitt, Owen Cordle, Ross Comelison, Dale I. Corning, Jack
Cortner, Milt Corwin, Diane Cosgrove, Norm Craig, Edgar D.
Crilly, Bill Crow, Carol Crow, H.L. Crowder, Gabriel Cubos,
John Cuddy, J. Cullen, J. Bryan Cumming, Nancy Curtis,

Burt Dahlander, R.H. Dallas, William R. Damm, John
Danch, Roger Dancz, George E. Danforth, Dennis D’Angelo,
Charles Bud Dant, Chris Dant, Lucille Darcy, Lynn Darroch,
Dartmouth College Department of Music, Bill Davis, Hal
Davis Sarasota Jazz Club, June Davis, William Davison,
Daybreak Express Records, Rusty Dedrick, Walter P. de Groot
MD FACS, Blair Deiermann, Ron Della Chiesa, Nelson
Dellarnaggiore, Arthur J.R. Denis, Dick Dennis, Vince DeRosa,
Robert Derwae, Detroit Public Library, Music and Perf Arts,
David Deuble, Samuel H. Dibert, Richard DiCarlo, Dick
Dickinson, Bob Dietsche, John Dinsmore, Peter Diskint,
Robert Diskint, Ed Dix, Mike and Jan Dixey, Joseph G.
Dodge, Steve Dokken, Chuck Domanico, Arthur Domaschenz,
Jane Donahue, Bill Donaldson, Roger L. Dooner, George
Domer, Bob Dorough, Andrew Dougherty, Ed Dougherty,
Hermie Dressel, Ray Drummond, Henry Duckham, R.H.

Duffield, William Dulin, Larry Dunlap, Marilyn Dunlap, Brian
Duran,

George and Kay Eddy, Mrs. Robert T. Eddy, Irvin Edelstein,
Harry Edison, Jack Elliott, John MacKay Elliott, Herb Ellis,
Jim Ellison, Lawrence Elow, Gene Elzy, Eric S. Emory, Ralph
Enriquez, Lew Erenberg, Barbara Essex, John H. Evans,
Professor Tom Everett,

John K. Fahey, William Falconer, Baldhard G. Falk, John G.
Falk, Edward R. Fallon, Paul Farmer, Renee Farmer, Don
Fawcett, Leonard Feather, Mort Fega, Bob Feld, John Fell,
Bill Ferdinand, Robert Fick, Edw F'mkel, Clare Fischer, Ruby
Fisher, Truman Fisher, Five Towns College Library, John
Foellmer, Bill Fogarty, Chuck Folds, Jon Foley, Betty Forrest,
Jason Forsythe, Kevin Frank, Benjamin Franklin V, Corky
Franklin, Stuart Frederick, Ken Freed, Bryce Freeman, Don
Freeman, Susan F. Freydberg, Lawrence J. Fried, James N.
Friedman, Peter Friedman, Dave Frishberg, Mort Frishberg,
Eddie and Ellie Fuerst, Mr. and Mrs. John Funk, Ernie
Furtado,

Rev. Thomas J. Gallagher, Albert J. Gallardo, George
Gallo, Daniel K. Gassner, Hal Gaylor, Dan Geeting, Dick
Gehr, Richard Gehr, Russell George, Georgia State University,
Emanuel Gerard, Terry Gibbs, Anthony C. Gilbert, Jack
Gilfoy, Joan Gillen, Dizzy Gillespie, David A. Gilmore, David
D. Ginsburg, Ken Glancy, Hugh Glenn, Ted Gioia, Bob
Godfrey, Robert Goemer, Jay Goetting, Don Gold, Gerald
Gold, Ralph Gold MD, Bernie Goldberg, Gloria Goldberg,
Leonard Goldstein, Mort Goode, Jerry Gorby, Robert Lee
Gordon, Gary Gormley, Lou Gottlieb, William Gottlieb,
William A. Gracie MD, Joanne Grauer, Lawrence Grauman
Jr., George Green, Robert A. Green, Cyra Greene, Keith
Green, Mike Greensill, Sid Gribetz, Ralph Grierson, Ellen
Gross, Dave Guiney, Peter Guralnick,

Robert Haber, Sande Hackel, B. Pedro Haering CSC, John
Haines, Daniel W. Hale, Charles M. Hall, Dr. Gene Hall,
Maurice A. Hall, Norman Hall, Dr. Lawrence M. Halpern, E‘ i
Halsey, Adam Hamft, Chico Hamilton, Jeff Hamilton,
Robert Hampson, Jens Harboe, Jack Harcourt, David Harmon,
Richard C. Harpham, Leonard Harris, Ray Harris, Roger W.
Harris, Thomas L. Harris, James L. Harrison MD, Al Hart,
Jennifer Hart, Stanley Hart, Thomas A. Hart, Alan Harvey,
Tuck Harvey, Larry Hathaway, Lester G. Hawkins, Charles
Haynes, Mike Hecht, Louis and Nancy Hector, Richard H.
Heilbron, James Hemphill, Ruth Henry, Dick Herdegen,
Bonnie Herman, Jules Herman, Mathias C. Hermann, Marion
Herrman, Tad Hershorn, Bob Hester, Jim Heymann, Delores
Hicks, James T. Hicks, Thomas Hicks, Eddie Higgins, Marion
Higman, Arthur Hilgart, Don Hill, Jack Hill, John W. Hillyer,
Stephen Hillyer, Tim Hillyer, Winson Hinkle, Terri Hinte,
Robin Hodes, Ray Hoffman, Morris S. Holbrook, Darrell Holt,
Bill Hood, Ern Hood, Lawrence Hootkin MD, Harry Horning,
Dr. Thomas Horning, Leo Hourvitz, Dougal W. House,
Marceil E. Howells, John Howker, .Art Hoyle, Bill Hunter
DDS, Frank Hunter, Jack Hunter, Jocelyn Hunter, Lance
Huntley, Leonard Hural DDS, Ron Hurston MD, David and
Sandra Hyslop,



Institute of Jazz Studies at Rutgers, Audrey Iooss, James
Isaacs, Stuart Isacoff, Susan M. Isolano, Leo Isotalo, '

Mark Jaben, Donald R. Jackson, Peter Jacobson, Carl
Jefferson, Willard Jenkins, Michael C. Jewell, Gary Johnson,
W. Cone Johnson MD, Jim Johnson, J.H. Johnson, Richard W.
Johnson, Buddy Jones, Elizabeth Jones, Emest Jones, Fer-
dinand Jones, Karen Jordan, LeRoy Jorgensen,

John Kafalas, Ralph Kaffel, Allen Kahn MD, Jonathan P.
Kahn, Ed and Jan Kalny, Leigh Kamman, Cicely Kane, Jim
Kane, Nancy Reed Kanter, Eddie Karam, Alan Katz, Jimmy
Katz, Harold S. Kaye, Jim Kearney, Roger Kellaway, Gene
Kelly, Winnifred Kelly, Janet Kelsey, Brian Ken Knight, Harry
Kiamopoulos, Edith Kiggen, Warren Kime, John Kinyon, Bill
Kirchner, Peggy Kirk, The Kirkmans, Foote Kirkpatrick, Alan
Kishbaugh, Howard Kitt, Bruce H. Klauber, Bob Klein, Jerry
Kline, Art Koenig, Leigh F. Knowles, Howard Kopet, Cather-
ine Koulouvaris, Irwin Kove, George E. Koza, Jackie and Roy
Kral, Bernard Krainis, Stephen A. Kramer, Stephen R. Kroll,
Eleanor Kuhl, Kevin Kunkle,

Jennie Ladd, Mark Ladenson, David J. LaFia MD, Ted
Lamas, David Lahm, Don Lanphere, Michael Lang, Michael A.
Lang, David Langner, Julius LaRosa, Dick Latham, Arthur
Laubich, Drew A. Laughlin, Elliot Lawrence, Stella Lawson,
Leon Leavitt, Jack Lee, Joseph Patrick Lee, Neville C.
LeFebvre, Linda R. Lehmann, Arthur Leist, Robert Leist,
Raymond Lenoue, Michael Leonard, Julie and Bill Lester, L.M.
Letofsky, Jim LeValley, Susan B. Levin, Joel Levin, Jack H.
Levine, Peter Levinson, Philip Levy, Seymour Levy, Martin
Lewin, Bobby Lewis, John Lewis, David Lichtenstein, Dave
Liebman, Edward F. Lincoln, Kent Lindquist, Paul M. Little,
Mr. and Mrs. Robert Litwak, Tom Lloyd, Ernest Lockridge,
Ralph Lodewick, David S. Logan, Donald R. Loose, Joe Lopes,
Amy London, Vivian Lord, Charles Lourie, Lee Lowenfish,
John S. Lucas, Thomas D. Lucas, Tom Luddy, Bruce Lundvall,
Jimmy and Laurel Lyons,

‘Mark Macaulay, Bob MacDonald, Gerry Macdonald, David
. MacKay, Scott MacKenzie, Bob MacKercher, Susan Mackie,

John G. MacLeod, John Madsen, Jeffrey Magee, Carl Mag-
nuson, J.P Makus, Mrs. Margaret Mallory, Leonard Maltin,
Artie Malvin, Henry Mancini, Jerry Mandel, Johnny Mandel,
Miriam Mandell, Joe Mandra, Mrs. Flip Manne, Nancy
Marano, Norman M. Margolis MD, John Marino, Dennis
Marks, Charles Marohnic, Dick Marx, Paul Maslansky, Thomas
E. Mason, Wallace L. Mason, Joe Massters, Owen Masters,
Dan Mather, Gilbert Mathieu, Lincoln Mayorga, Bill Mays,
Frank J. Mazzio Jr., Joan McAllister, Martha McAndrews MD,
Sgt Chris McCabe, Earl R. McCandless, Jack McCandless,
John R. McCandless, Bill McCarty, Thomas McDermott,
Forrest McDonald, Dick McGarvin, Bucky McGeoghegan,
Loonis McGlohon, Ray McKinley, Rod McKuen, Bruce
McMahon, Marian McPartland, Hal Meade, Loren Means,
Charlie Menees, Don Menza, Norine Merkley, Paul Metters,
Sheldon Meyer, Abe Michaelson, Michigan Council for the
Arts, Middle Tennesse State University Center for Popular
Music, Gene H. Midyett, Don and Sue Miller, Donald Miller
MD, Gene Miller, Larry M. Miller, Stephen A. Miller, Howard

Mills Jr., Charles J. Mitchell, David Mitchell, Lois Mito,
Vincent Mobilio, Eddie Monteiro, Buddy Morra, Audrey
Morris, Patricia Morrison, Nye F. "Morton, Dorothy Mosiman,
Henry C. Moski, Lynne Mueller, Harold Muir, Gerry Mulligan,
Jack Mulligan, Ernest Murdock, Ronald C. Murrell, Bob
Murphy, Mark ‘K. Murphy, Roy Murphy, Mr. and Mrs. Joseph
Myers, Patricia Myers, Wilbur Myers, ~

Ted Naron, Dick Nash, John B. Nason III, Betty Naugle,
Hemy F. Neighbors, Don Nelson, Robert A. Nelson, Tyler
Newcomb, Jon Newton, Don Newmark, Judith A. Niemack,
Chuck Niles, Jeffrey R. Nissim, Herman Nitzsche, David Niven,
Gene Norman, North Texas State University Library, 9

Oberlin College Library, Al Obidinski, Dr. Ronald Odrich,
Claus Ogerman, Daniel Okrent, Ohio Arts Council, John C.
O’Hara, Hank O’Neal and Shelly Shier, Larry Orenstein,
Herschel Ostrov, Orpheus Music Service, Charles A. Owen,
Tom Owens,

Dr. Ferdie Pacheco, Walter W. Parker, Cheryl L. Parks,
Ralph Parsons, Pasadena City College Music Dept, Chris
Paton, Jerry Patterson, Tim Patterson, John Payne, Ken
Peplowski, Robert Perry Jr., Bob Petteruti, Steve Pettit,
Edmund Phelps Jr., David Phillips, Nat Pierce, Nicholas Pinto,
Ray Pini, Al Plank, Jim Plank, Ogden Plumb, Gerald Plunkett,
William Politis, Dr. Alan S. Pomerance, Richard Porter, Bill
Potts, Mrs. Arden Powell, Rodney Powell, Willard Pratt, Alan
N. Press, Jerry Printz, Robert T. Pritchard, Jack Provost,
Gerald E. Proctor, Becca Pulliam, Jim Pulman, E. Marshall
Pywell. '

Mrs. William Quayle, Kenneth Quinn, _
Max Raab, Michael Ragan, Doug Ramsey, Richard Ran-

catore, Dana Randall, Patricia A. Randall, Andyfllandazzo,
Bernard Rands, Sue Raney, RobertB. Ravenscroft, George
Rappaport, Prof. Michael R. Rask, Richard Ray, Tim Redfield,
Thomas J. Regan, David R. Rehmeyer, Dean E. Reilly, John
L. Renshaw, Michael Renzi, Alvino Rey, John M. Reynolds,
Frank Rice, Charlie and Margaret Ann Rich, Phillip Richey,
Sheldon P. Riley, Joseph Rinaldi, Charles M. Robb, Jim
Roberts, Rick Robinson, Spike Robinson, Larry Robison, John
Robillard, Betty Mae Rodwin, Terry R. Rogers MD, Martin
Rogoff, Bryce B. Rohde, Peter J. Rompon, Larry Ropeik, Phil
Rose, Sam Rosen, Mark Rosenberg, Dr. Harvey Rosenwasser,
David and Margo Rosner, G. Perry Ross, Jimmy Rowles,
Bennett S. Rubin, Ann Johns Ruckert, Ellyn K. Rucker,
Richard Rudd, Pete Rugolo, Harry Ruskin, Andy Russell,

Ira Sabin, Grover Sales, Gordon H. Sandberg, Buck
Sanders, Mike Sandston, San Francisco Public Library, Don
Saunders, Theo Saunders, Philip B. Schaeffer, Homer Schaaf,
Harvey M. Scheirr, Steven Scheuer, Richard Schiavi, John
Schreiber, Tom Schmidt, Myron Schiffer, Roger Schore, P.R.
Schreil, Donald Schult, Alan P. Schultz, David Schwartz, Mary
Schwartz, Betty Scott, Bobby Scott, Wayne Scott, Paul Seay,
Fred Seibert, Martin Seroy, Bob Seymour, James Shacter, Ed
Shanaphy, Bud Silverman, Nathan M. Silverstein, William
Simon, Richard Simpson, Dan Singer, Lynn Skinner, Frank
Slocum, Jack Smalley, C.R. Smith, Dr. David L. Smith, Hale
Smith, Ann Sneed, Phil Sobel, Rosalie Soladar, Andrew J.
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J. Sordoni HI, David P. Spadazzi, Sam Spear, Lew Spence, F.J.
Spencer, Phil A. Sprague, Paul K. Stahnke, Merle Stalder,
Stanford University Green Library, Gus Statiras, Tom Steers,
Alan Stein, Burton K. Stein, Julie Steinhauer, George Stell,
John Stephens, Bruce Stephenson, Dale Stevens, Ron Stevens,
Bob Stewart, Lynford Stewart, Richard Stiefel, Mort Stine, Jay
Stolar, Alden R. Stone, Bob Stone, Douglas R. Stone, Walter
N. Stone MD, James Stuart Jr., Bill Stumpf, Albert Streit,
John and Tillie Sullivan, Bob Summo, Tahir H. Sur, Charles
Sutton, Jeff Sweeney, Richard Sweeney, Sylvia Syms, James
Szabo,

Kay Tacouni, Douglas Talbert, Tony Tamburello, Wiley Tarr,
Bruce Tater, Richard Tatum, Billy Taylor, Del Taylor, Randy
Taylor, Terry Teachout, H.H. Teachout, Karl V. Teeter,
William Temby, Dr. Philip Terman, Pete Terry, Brad Terry,
Robert Thiele, Chuck Thomas, Kurt Thometz, Curt Thomson,
Ray Thompson, Robert Thulman, Gary Thye, Julia K. Tibbitts,
James L. Titchener, Dr. Frank Tirro, Ross Tompkins, Gregory
H. Toroian, Oscar Treadwell, Ken Tricebock, Trinity College
Library, Vince Trombetta, Tulane University, Jeff Turton,
Penny Tyler,

Dr. Frank Uhlig, Don Underwood, Dr. William J. Under-
wood,

Marvin A. Van Dilla, Gary Vercelli, Marlene and Billy
VerPlanck, Tom Wakeling, Anne V. Waldburger, Karl D.
Wahlenmaier, Melvin Walden-James, Bob Waldman, George
H. Walker, Mal Walker, Charles Wall, Kirk Wallace, R.D.
Wallace, George Warren, Joe Warwick, Washington State
University Dept of Music, Alan Watts, Camille Watts, Jeff
Weber, Betty Weems, Paul Weinstein, Maurice Weis, Sam
Weiss,‘ Cecil Welch,-Ken Welch, Terry L. Weldon, Paul F.
Wells, Gerry Weston, Paul Weston, Charles Whaley, Marla
Wheatland, Geoffrey Wheeler, Samuel D. Wheeler, Western
Washingtton University Serials Dept Wilson Library, Margaret

Michael B. Whitlow MD, Douglas W'1lber, Larry
Wilcox, Ken Wiley, Jim Wilke, Craig Williams MD, Dora D.
Williams, Floyd A. Williams Jr., Jim Williams, Killy Williams,
Norman E. Williams, Patrick Williams, Barrington M. Wilson,
John S. Wilson, Phil Wilson, Barry Winograd, Eugene Wino-
grad, Paul Winter, L.A. Witherill, Mike Wofford, Ed and Mary
Wolff, Ellen J. Wong, Dale Wood, Marshall Wood, Tim Wood,

John Worsley, WSKG PBS TV/Radio, Gerry

John J. Yanas, Jonathan Yardley, Shelley Yoelin, Michael
Yonchenko,

Gerald Zeigerman, Thomas S. Ziegler, George Ziskind, David
P. Zoller, Marshall J. Zucker.

Canada
John Aiken, Michael Aiken, Jack Alkins, Alternate and
Independent Study Program, Keith Black, Harald Bohne, R.A.
Boldt, Harry Boon, Jack Buckley, Kenn Burchell, Gregory N.
Bush, Mary Butterill, Saul Chapman, Lou Cooper, William
Crowe, Jackie Cytrynbaum, Steve Dachs, Richard Flohil,
Larraine Dedo, Larry Dewell, Gene DiNovi, Len Dobbin, Peter
Donolo, Dr. D.A. Drew, Wayne Elvins, Dave Farrell, H.C.
Fears, Joy Garden, Garnet Gibbon, Anne E. Gibson, Gary C.

L. _

Gilfillan, Peter Goddard, E.J. Grierson, Gordon Grist, Paul
Grosney, Greg Hambleton, Peter and Beverly Harris, Allan J.
Hendry, Jim Hall, Dean Hirschfeldt, Paul Hoeffler, Harry R.
Holbrook, Ron Jessop, Bert Joss, Maurice Kessler, Raymond
Koskie QC, Richard Lee, David Lees, Malcolm Lester, Sam
Levene, Barry Little, Anne MacDonald, W.A. MacDonald,
Fraser MacPherson, Rob McConnell, Anne McDonald, David
McLaughlin. I-bis K. Moody, D.H. Moogk, Bill Moore,
Clement H. McIntosh, Dr. Ed Muttitt,,Joan Naylor, Thomas
Neighbour, Tony Nield, Rodney North, Ted O’Reilly, Georgina
O’Rourke, Richard Pauloski, James A. Rainer, -Harry Redl,
John Reeves, Dave Richardson, George Robert, Gil Rosen, Dr.
E.M. Rosenberg, W. Alan Ross, Saskatoon Jazz Society, Dr.
B.M. Saunders, Louis Anthony Schultz, David Scrivens, John
Sharpe, Peter Shaw, Terry Sheard, Bob Smith, Dr. C.I-I.
Spurgeon, Paul and Sandy Spurgeon, S. Tabur, Diane Terry, v
G.B. Thompson, Alfred Wallbank MD, Clint Ward, Philip
Wedge, Jim West, N.F. White, Randy White, George Will,
Jack Williams, Ray Williams, Billy Williamson, Ronald Woods.

Chile
Jose Hosiasson. ’

U.K. and Ireland
Gerry Atkinson, British Library Great Russell St, British
Institute of Jazz Studies, Peter Bould, Peter Chilver, Donald
Clarke, Paul Clatworthy, Peter Clayton, Robert Farnon, Ernie
Garside, Kevin Henriques, Roger Hunter, Alan E. Jones, Max
Jones, Don Jordan, Herbert Kretzmer, Mrs. Julia Mandelstam,
Susan May, Rosemary McGuffie, Michael Newton, Stuart
Nicholson, Robert Parker, Henry Pleasants, D.F.C. Priestley,
Steve Race, K.C. Rumfitt, Hal Shaper, Steve Voce, Leonard
Weinreich, Westminster City Libraries, Kenny Wheeler, Colin
O’Sullivan, Stuart Nicholson.

_ Continental Europe
Ulf Abjornsson, Francy Boland, Giovanni Calaprice, Enrique
Vecino Chavert, Steve Clover, Rene DeKnight, Kenny Drew,
Art Farmer, Jean Femandez, Hans Gruber, Hans P. Hals
Rene Hess, Hans-Peter Lastovka, Francesco Maino, Vir$
Mihaiu, Red Mitchell, Alfie Nilsson, Chan Parker, Berthol
Persson, Claude-Noel Rollet, Wemer M. Schwarz, Edmund
Thigpen, Ebbe Traberg, W.A. Turkenburg, Dino Betti van der
Noot, Erik Van Lier, Don Waterhouse, Lee Waldron, Jurgen
Wolfer, Ole-Petter Worsoe, Michael Zwerin.

Africa and the Middle East
Robert G. Ackerman, Darius Brubeck, Donald E. Cashman,
Edward Howe, Oystein O. Myhrvold, Kathleen T. Shaw.

Australia, New Zealand, Japan, Hong Kong
John Charles, John Dever, William Dixon, Nigel L. Faigan,
Ray Harris, Dr. R.G. Lawrence, New South Wales State
Conservatorium of Music, Akiharu Omori, J.R. Williams.
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