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Piano Playing
So Easy It’s Really Amazing!

Mr. Dave Minor, Who Is On The Radio
From Coast-to-Coast, Guarantees He
Will Teach You To Play The Piano
By Ear Without Knowing One Music
Note From Another, Or No Cost

Mr. Dave Minor, the man who guarantees if you can hum, whistle, or
sing a tune, and if you arc willing to spend a few minutes a day for three
weeks at the piano, he can teach you to play the piano by ear, entirely
without music notes of any kind. It sounds too good to be true, but it is

DAVE MINOR'S FAMOUS
“PLAY BY EAR" PIANO
SONG BOOK GIVEN FREE

SEND NO MONEY. .. Mail

Even if you never played the piano or don’t know one note
from another, Dave Minor’s new improved “play by car”
piano course must teach you or you are not out a red cent!
It contains all the pictures, all the easy-to-follow instructions.
It’s as simple as ABC. 25 lessons in all, less than 6c a lesson!
For over 25 vears, Dave Minor has been teaching folks to play
the piano. He has thousands of satisfied students, but never

sesesssssssasMAIL THIS COUPON-=snssassns

MR. DAVE MINOR, Studio 172-EE

230 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11, lIl.

D Send your brand new complete "'Play By Ear" Course of 25 les-
sons and Free 72-page Piano Song Book. I'll pay $1.49 plus

C.0.D. postage on arrival on your positive guarantee I may

return course in 3 weeks for full refund. (Send $1.19 with order and

Dave Minor pays postage.)

DI am interested in learning to play the guitar. Please send me
complete course, for which I will pay $1.00 plus postage.

D I want both Piano and Guitar courses for which I will pay a total
of $2.49 plus postage.

Special Introductory Offer

Here is an outstanding offer to everyone who would
like to play the piano. Mr. Minor has just completed a
new “play by ear’’ piano course that is the easiest and
quickest method you ever saw. It’s so good and so prac-
tical that if, in three weeks, you're not actually playing

DAVE

true. You can prove it for yourself, just by mailing the coupon.

s|4_._9

s 1re not ¢ Ll COMPLETE
the piano, your money back. Now, isn’t that fair? So, COURSE OF
don’t wait. Mail the coupon now and get in on a special HOME
offer so wonderful it’s amazing. INSTRUCTION

Coupon . . . Test at Our Risk

before has he been able to offer you such a complete and
simplified method to play the piano by ear. You start playing
chords at once, and soon you'll be playing all kinds of songs
from Dave Minor's big free song book, for your own pleasure
and for the entertainment of your family and friends. Mail
the eoupon, pay $1.49 plus C.0.D. postage on arrival on
guarantee you may return course in three weeks, if not
satisfied, for full refund.

If you act promptly, now, Dave Minor will give you, abso-
lutely free of extra costs, this big 72-page book of 50 America’s
favorite songs. There’s not one note of music in this book,
but it teaches you to play waltzes, ballads, marches, patriotic
and popular songs. All you do is follow the first few pages
of the Piano Course and you can play any song from this
DELUXE Song Book. You get this Song Book free just by
ordering the new and simplified ‘“‘play by ear’” piano course
that is guaranteed to teach you to play the piano or money
back. Mail coupon today.

MINOR. STUDIO
230 East Ohio, Chicago 11, ill.

172-EE
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DID YOU
KNOW THAT..

HE strange disappearance of MA-
T JOR GLENN MILLER while fly-

ing from London to Paris stunned
the entire music world and the lead-
er's countless fans. As this column
went to press, relatives and friends of
MAJOR MILLER were still hopeful
of his safety. . . .

DICK LASALLE is doing a good
job of leading the NEIL BONDSHU
ork which he took over after Neil's
recent death. . . .

If you're wise, you'll tune in to CBS
every weekday eve and catch the new-
est singing heart throb, tenor DANNY
O'NEILL. . ..

We're anxious-
ly waiting for
V-Day, so that
(among other
things) we can
really cnjoy ra-
dio programs.
The hig-wig ra=-
dio manufactur-
€rs promise us
reception free of
static, interfer-
ence and fading
—natural color music through the
magic of Frequency Modulation.
“Your Coming Radio,” a 28-page four
color booklet issued by General Elec-
tric, tells the story. We'll see that you
get a free copy if you drop us a post-
card. . . .

Drummer BUDDY RICH told me
over the phone the other night that he
may or may not step out front with his
own band sometime in May. Featured
with TOMMY TN
DORSEY where :
he makes plenty
moole, BUDDY
isn't too sure that
this is the right
time to build a
swing crew. . .
BARNEY BIG-
ARD, whose mag-
ic clarinet graced
DUKE ELLING-
TON’s band for so many years, is
starred on some new Black and White
disc label sides. . . .

The death of another great clarinet-
ist, ROD CLESS, was a heavy blow
for two-beat jazz fans. ROD, never one
to grab the limelight, did most of his
music-making in downtown New
York City at Nick’s and The Pied
Piper night clubs, where he won the
admiration of many jazz enthusiasts
with his quiet manner and hot
clary. .

South Amerlca s leading composer of

Perry Coma

Ginnie Powell
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Jimmy Palmer

long-hair music, HEITOR VILLA-LO-
BOS, informed me in a BAND LEADER’S
interview that jazz is “magnifique!” He
plans to write a hot suite for LARRY
ADLER, the man with the harmonica. . . .

Insiders say that FRANK SINATRA
left the “Hit Parade” program because he
didn’t like the tunes he had to sing. . . .

MONICA LEWIS is knocking out net-
work listeners with her easy-on-the-ears
vocals on the *“Music That Satisfies”
show. . . . The Riobamba, Manhattan
night spot, may bring in sultry LENA
HORNE to give its floor show zing. . . .

There's another new record label avail-
able. It's called Guild and singer DICK
BROWN and band leader BOYD RAE-
BURN make their wax debuts on it. . . .
Incidentally, BENNY GOODMAN will
record with a big, pick-up band for
Columbia any day now. . EARL
HINES, who fronts a groovy band and
plays stupendous piano, is talking about
doing a series of jazz concerts a la DUKE
ELLINGTON. . ..

SONNY DUNHAM is plotting a few
changes in his band. He'll add a vocal
quintette and change his instrumentation
from the conventional seven brass (four
trumpets and three trombones) to five
brass (four trombones and one trumpet)

'

Thelma Carpenter

. PEGGY MANN’s vocals over the
Blue network make swell afternocon lis-
tening. She sounds even better now as a
single than she did when she chirped for
swing orks. . ..

Hipsters are digging the powerful at-
tack of JAY McSHANN'’s band from Kan-
sas City. Jay came out of service recently
to reorganize, and started off with a date
at the Downbeat Club on 52nd Street, real
home of the swing-cats. . . . The CASA
LOMA band is auditioning young hope-~
fuls to hold down the singing spot left
empty when lovely EUGENIE BAIRD
left to join the BING CROSBY show. ...

TONY PASTOR says that he'’s got a
successor to his biggest hit, “Let’s Do It,”
but adds that he wants it to come as a
surprise and won’t give details. . . . Singer
THELMA CARPENTER broke it up at
the veddy smart Ruban Bleu Club in
NYC where she took over the star spot
in the show after leaving COUNT BASIE's
band. . .

An interesting new aspect to the jazz
world is the number of successful con-
certs which are being held around the
country. Besides the already-famous ED-
DIE CONDON programs which originated
in Carnegie Hall, promoters all over are
finally showing a real interest in the true
jazz beat and booking small hot combina-
tions as well as the big name bands. . . .

WOODY HERMAN’s unbelievably ex-
citing crew at long last is getting the rec-
ognition that it deserves. Almost every
one of the many band popularity polls
conducted for 1945 found WOODY and
his gang smack on top of the list: the
swing outfit of the year. Though each
member of the HERD is a splendid mu-
sician without exception, most praise
must go to the solid, dynamic rhythm sec-
tion, made of pianist-arranger RALPH
BURNS, drummer DAVE TOUGH, bas-
sist CHUBBY (the BEARD) JACKSON
and guitarist BILLY BAUER. These cats
really rock! . . .

LES BROWN and arranger BEN HOM-
FER have collabed on a beautiful ballad
called “Sentimental Journey” . . . DUKE
ELLINGTON’s “Cotton Tail” is this is-
sue’s recommended jazz-classic recording.
It’s fast, frantic, altogether wonderful but
also hard to find in these days of shellac
shortages. If you can’t buy it at your
favorite disc shop, dig up a record-col-
lecting friend who owns a copy and swap
him your next month’s allowance for
it.

Don’t be too amazed if you hear many
of last year’s best tunes being sung by
PERRY COMO on his CBS show. The
singer is vocalizing requests made by
overseas servicemen and the boys on the
other side of the water are many months
behind us in song favorites. . .

One press agent says that t.he Strand
Theater in NYC had to call in carpenters
to repair seats after LIONEL HAMP-
TON’s last run there. The Hamp’s fans
got so excited that their stamping feet
really broke up the joint. . . . Singer
MARION HUTTON's three-year-old son,
Jack, will do a bit in the forthcoming
film, “Stork Club” in which sister BETTY
HUTTON and ANDY RUSSELL are co-
starred. . . .

Skyscraper trumpeter ZIGGY ELMAN
will formn his own band. You've heard him
swinging along on BG and TD discs. . . .
Another soon-to-be band leader is altoist
JOHNNY BOTHWELL, show-piece with
the BOYD RAEBURN ]umpers ..
CLAUDE THORNHILL is back in Hawau
fronting his Navy band . . . and ABE
LYMAN, like BOBBY SHERWOOD, will
organize his next ork on the West
Coast. . . .

The INK' SPOTS settled their contract
feuds and played the New York Para-
mount Theater after all. . . . Most of
the guys who made the old BOB CROSBY

DIXIELAND BAND a crack crew are
planning to get together again with drum-
mer RAY BAUDUC waving the baton. . ..

TEDDY WALTERS, JIMMY DOR-
SEY'’s singer, is a master of the jazz gui-
tar and a lot of his fans are wondering
why maestro JD doesn’t give the vocalist
more opportunities to make with the git-
box. JIMMY PALMER, the good-
looking singer who took over GRACIE
BARRIE’s band and did a good job of it,
is a natural bet for the movies. He com-
bines a fine vocal style with a charming
on-stage personality. .. . JERRY WALD's
band will record the theme music from
the mystery film “Laura”. . .

Band that’s coming up the fastest right
now is under the hand of singer BILLY
ECKSTINE, who once did vocals with
EARL HINES you Il remember. It was
his version of “Jelly, Jelly” that first
brought Billy into the limelight. . . .
Crooner PHIL BRITO spends so. much of
his time doing shows for servicemen that
Broadway keeps wondering how he man-
ages to keep up his regular recording and
radio work. .

RED McKENZIE’s first vocal records in
many a year will be released soon by
Commodore. Red was one of the first
jazzmen, though he played “hot comb”
instead of sax or trumpet. . . . Trumpeter
WINGY MANONE, until recently work-
ing with a small outfit on 52nd Street,
organized a big band for theater dates. . . .

Surprise kick of the year came up when
clary-tenorman HERBIE FIELDS tock a
chair with LIONEL HAMPTON, after
busting up his own_outfit. If there’s any-
thing more exciting on the jazz scene cur-
rently than Herbie and ARNETTE
COBBS swapping alternate, breath-tak-
ing solos, you'll have to name it. . . . New
York may have a new, giant dine-and-
dance spot featuring the ace name bands,
if the plans of a big money syndicate
work out. . . .

HAL McINTYRE made a swell impres-
sion with his first commercial network
show. Let’s hope that he lines up another
one right away so all of us can hear those
excellent RUTH GAYLOR and AL NO-
BLE vocals regularly, not to forget Hal’s
own classy alto-saxophone. . . . If some-
body came up to me on the street, pulled
out a gun and asked: “Who’s your favor-
ite vocalist?” the chances are ten-to-one

(Continued on page 64)

Jerry Wald
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thing that’s happened to me since

I decided to be a singer,. it seems
as though I've been living in a great,
big wonderful dream. Every once in a
while I get in a reminiscent mood and
sort of take stock of my memories. And
I guess when I add them all up, I've
got more than my share of good ones.
But there are other memories, too.

In the past couple of years, I've
made many trips back and forth from
New York to California. But I can’t
forget my first trip to Hollywood, in
1939. I had just joined Harry James’
orchestra and we were going out to
play the then-popular Palomar Ball-
room. Nancy was with me, and we
couldn’t have been happier.

Though Harry’s band was new, we
felt sure that a successful engagement
at the Palomar was all we needed to
put us-up on top. But, when we got
to Denver, our high spirits took a sud-
den nose dive. We were told that the
Palomar had burned to the ground!
You've never seen an unhappier bunch
of musicians. Harry wired ahead im-
mediately and fortunately was able to
arrange a two-week booking at the
Victor Hugo Restaurant in Beverly
Hills, which at that time was an ultra-
ultra dine and dance spot. So we felt
better, knowing we had some place to
play.

But when we arrived in Los An-
geles, Harry was slapped with a sub-
poena for a lawsuit. It seems that

SOMETIMES when I think of every-

when he was in Hollywood with the
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' ... when You Know How!

| Women are funny — you never know
| whether you’re making the right move or

{ bow to

Benny Goodman band a year earlier, |
his roommate had smashed up a |

U-Drive car in an accident, injuring
one of the occupants of the other car.
The automobile had been signed out to
Harry, so he was the one who got sued.
His earnings were attached, and he
had no way of paying any of us.

I was really worried because Nancy
was expecting little Nancy, and we
didn’t have a cent. We were living in
an apartment in Beverly Hills, which
we shared with two of the boys in the
band. Nancy is a terrific cook, so
when any of the musicians would
round up a dollar or so, I'd rush out
and buy hamburger or something and
she’d whip it up to go as far as pos-
sible. This was way before points and
meat shortages, but we had our own
rationing system. We hadn’t written
home for money because we didn’t
want my folks or Nancy’s to know
what was going on.

Luckily, when we closed at the
Victor Hugo, we were signed for the
Paramount Theafre in Los Angeles.
Everybody was okay in the pocket-
book department once more, and I was
no longer singing on an empty
stomach.

In looking back on that period of
panie, I can truthfully say it was full
of happiness—in spite of the trouble
and hardships we had. It's one of the

" things I can’t forget—and besides, 1

wouldn’t want to, anyway.

not. Avoid disappointment, beart-break!
Save yourself lots of tragedy. Don’'t be a
Faux pas! Read HOW TO GET ALONG
WITH GIRLS and discover for yourself
the ABC and XYZ of successful strategy.
Put psychology to work. No more clumsy
mistakes for you—get the real McCoy on
deal with
women in this amaz-
ing bandbock.

To Date A Girl

To Interest Her Best

You How Not To Offend

How Te Be Well-
Mannered

How To Overcoms
““Inferiority’”

How To Hold Her
ove

To Win Her Love
To Express Your

Love

How To *“Make Up™
With Her

How To Have How To_ Show Her A
sonality"® Good Time

AND MORE VALUABLE PAGES!
SEND NO MONEY!

FREE five days’ examination of this book is offered
to you if you send the coupon today! We will
ship you your copy by return mail, in plain wrap-
er. If not dcligzte with results, after reading
ook, return it in 5 days and your mon. will be
refunded. Stravon Publishers, New Yors

MAIL COUPON TODAY

8t avui. Publisheds. Dopt 0 425, v
113 W 57th Street. N Y. 19 'S
Send HOW TO GET ALONG WITH GIRLS
In plain wrapper.
1 enclose 98¢
L, Sentd C.0.D. and 1 will pay postman 98¢
plus postage
Post Office does not deliver C.0.D. to overseas
A.P.0. Send %8¢c. Same guarantes,
11 not delighted | may return it In 5 days and
get my money bagh,
NAMF
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The Johnston photograph album boasts this family portrait of
Johnnie, Dorothy, and their two year old daughter Julie.

IGHS, swoons, screams—confusion, cops, commotion
—sgirls, girls, girls! When you run into this state of
affairs you automatically think Sinatra must be
around somewhere. But lately you can't be too sure,

because the cause of the hysteria is liable to be Johnnie
Johnston, one of the newer crooner sensations to delight
the hearts of America’s bobby-sox brigade.

As far as his career is concerned, you can safely say that
Johnnie has all the requisites to rate the term “crooner
click”—fan mail and fan clubs, records, his own radio
show, and successful night club and theatre appearances.
Most of his fellow croon boys just stepped off a bandstand
into the solo spotlight and bingo, success! But in Johnnie’s
case it wasn’t so simple. Oh, he served time on a band-
stand all right, and worked on radio, besides doing a stretch
in Hollywood. But there’s more to the story than that.

I first met Johnnie in California in 1941, when he was
singing on a sustaining program over N.B.C. But, one
night in New York, over a plate of spaghetti, I learned a
lot of things about him I didn’t know before. We were hav-
ing dinner, after his Chesterfield show, at Villa Nova,
Johnnie’s favorite Italian restaurant. Though there were
throngs of his fans waiting outside, it was quiet in the cafe
and Johnnie was in a talkative mood, so I just listened.

“You know, sometimes I can’t believe everything that
has happened to me since I came to New York. It’s been
almost too good. When I left Hollywood, they told me I was
through—that I'd have to begin all over again in the East.
So that’s exactly what I did. I forgot all about what I'd
done in pictures and just began auditioning everywhere,
like I had never had a job. The first thing I knew I had
about five!

“But, in looking back, I guess it’s about time something
solid happened to my career. I've been beating my brains
out for a long time. So often in the past when I thought I
was finally set—Crash! everything was off, and I'd have to
start over again from scratch.”

“Let’s start from scratch right now, Johnnie,” I sug-
gested, “and go hack to the heginning.”

“You mean way back?” he asked, laughing.

“Yes, all the way.”

Monica Lewis and Johnnie came early to rehearsal just to
hear a new tune of their colleague, band leader Paul Baron.

“Okay,” he smiled, “you asked for it.”

And I'm glad I did, because I really found out about this
Johnston guy. Though he was born in St. Louis, Johnnie
always considers Kansas City his home because his family
moved there when he was four. Papa Johnston was a res-
taurateur and Mamma, in addition to caring for Johnnie
and his older sister, Myra, was a champion bowler. She
was famous throughout the Midwest for her high scores.

Mrs. Johnston also played the piano, and found time to
teach the children to sing. Johnnie and his sister used to
appear as a kiddie team at local functions. His parents
were divorced when he was ten, and Johnnie remained
with his mother. He grew up in Kansas City . . . attended
Westport High School there.

To look at Johnnie now——six feet tall and powerfully
built—you’d never think he was once too light for football.
But, at fifteen he weighed only one-twenty-four, so he
went in for basketball, track and boxing. As a member of
the amateur Heart of America Boxing Team, he fought
thirty-nine bouts, winning thirty of them. On the quieter
side, he liked pocket billiards and, at one time, held the
world’s junior championship.

“In 1932, when I was seventeen, I decided to leave home.
Mother wasn’t having an easy time of it financially, so I
thought it was time I went out on my own. After school
I had worked as a delivery boy, sold papers and set up
pins in bowling alleys. But I wanted to earn some real
money and, besides, I thought it would be fun to see what
was going on in the rest of the country. So, with no money
in my pocket, and my ukulele (which I had learned to play
in school) under my arm, I started out.

“I hopped a freight train headed for California. When I
arrived in Los Angeles, I got a job as a bus boy in the Uni-
versal Studio Cafe. I wanted to get a job singing some-
where, but I had no luck, so I hitch-hiked to San Fran-
cisco and signed up on the S.S. Mariposa as a kitchen boy.
I made two round trips to Hawaii, Australia, China, Japan
and India. I landed back in Los Angeles on March 9, 1933,
the day of the big carthquake.”

Listening to Johnnie’s story, I couldn’t help wondering
about his mother. “Wasn’t she worried about you?” I asked.
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Guitar in hand, Johnnie, at rehearsal, runs over the music
for a song on his "Music That Satisfies” broadcast.

“Oh, no,” he answered instantly, “I always wrote her
regularly and kept her informed as to where I was and
what I was doing. I suppose all mothers worry some, but
I didn’t get into any serious trouble, and she knew I could
take care of myself.”

Johnnie still wanted to sing, but nobody in Los Angeles
wanted to listen to him—so once again he jumped on a
freight train and came East. Arriving in Chicago broke,
he spent his first night sleeping in Grant Park. In the
morning, he set out to look for a job and found one at the
Mayflower Doughnut Company, folding boxes for the gi-
gantic sum of fifty cents a day plus two meals.

Johnnie wanted to save some money to pay down on a
ukulele—some culprit had stolen his other one in Los An-
geles—so he continued to make Grant Park his address for
two weeks. Folding doughnut boxes becoming a little bor-
ing, he began selling novelty matches from door to door.
This paid him two dollars a day and he was able to get a
room and finish paying for the ukulele.

“By this time I made up my mind I was going to get a
job singing, or else. Prohibition had recently been repealed
and many bars were opening. I started working as a
‘stroller’ in the beginning—playing and singing one spot
after another just for tips. But pretty soon I began mak-
ing a salary. During the next two and a half years, I
think I worked in every saloon, tavern, and alleged night
club in Chicago. I finally made enough money to buy a
guitar and join the Musicians’ Union.”

In 1936, Art Kassel heard Johnnie, and hired him to
play in the band and sing solos. Now that hé had a steady
job, he wanted to marry the girl he had been going with
for three years, Dorothy Marubio. ’

“Dorothy’s folks were against it,” Johnnie recalls, “be-
cause I was a musician and had batted around so much.
But I convinced them I'd take good care of her and they
finally relented.”

Johnnie left Kassel a few months later to join Roger
Pryor’s band and stayed with Pryor until he got a chance
at radio, in Chicago, in 1937. He started on the Ransom
Sherman: program, “Club Matinee,” over N.B.C,, and later
switched to the “Breakfast Club” show.

To keep in tune with the romantic song Johnnie's about
to sing, he and Jill Warren strike a romantic pose.

“I also did many sustaining shows in Chicago, and
thought that I was at last set for a career in radio. But, in
1940, I developed a bad case of sinus trouble (which later
was to keep him out of the Army) and the doctors said the
best thing for me to do was to go to California. I hated to
leave, because it meant beginning all over again.

“In Hollywood I got a sustaining show, and started
thinking about pictures. Nothing happened until 1941,
when I did some recording for Columbia, for their film,
‘Penny Serenade.’ I was merely a voice on a phonograph
record for one scene. But, this led to a chance to dub the
singing for an actor in the Paramount movie, ‘Sweater
Girl." I made a test recording, and the first thing I knew
I had the part myself. When the picture was finished,
Paramount gave me the leading role in a musical called
‘Priorities on Parade, and signed me to a long contract.
I rented a house in the San Fernando Valley because
Dorothy was expecting a baby.”

Hollywood has a funny way with careers sometimes.
Though Johnnie sang the big hit, “Old Black Magic,” in the
film “Star Spangled Rhythm” (which won him a Capitol
Recording contract) and worked in several of Paramount’s

‘budget pictures and musical shorts, nothing sensational

happened for him, and the Johnston movie stock didn’t
rise on the cinema ticker tape. Paramount kept picking up
his option, but they didn’t give him anything to do. He
spent his time singing at the Hollywood Canteen and doing
camp shows.

“I was a guy who was used to working, and the inactiv-
ity made me restless. So, in the summer of 1944, I got out
of my contract. I thought of trying another studio, but my
agents told me no other studio was interested in me and
the best thing I could do was forget pictures.”

Once more Johnnie was faced with starting anew. There
was nothing for him in Hollywood, so he decided to try
New York—radio, the stage, night clubs, anything. He left
Dorothy and his baby daughter, Julie, in California, and
headed East. The only thing he was sure of was one guest
shot on the “Basin Street” radio show, which his agents
had lined up for him from California.

(Continued on page 59)



by ELRAC BRISBON

COLD facts, these, to prove that trouping with a band
today is not all peaches and cream. Let’s take Les Brown
and his Band of Renown as a fair example. Recently they
sandwiched in a neat set of one-night stands between their
regular engagements, and here is the tale that Don
Kramer, road manager for the organization, is telling
around town.

First, a word about Don’s job—or the job of any man-
ager, for that matter. A good manager, and Don is of the
best, is a combination of hard-headed business man who
knows all the ropes, all the angles and all the right people;
a severe critic and a good friend; an ambassador of good
will and a diplomat; a practical psychologist; a father con-
fessor; a tup sergeant and a reet guy. Easy job to fil], isn't
it?

Think cigarettes and beefsteaks are hard to find these
days? Have you tried recently to pick up a block of nine-
teen of those little pink Pullman tickets that entitle you
to a ride on the rattler and a god night’s rest at the same
time? They’re about as hard to get as nylons! Don got
them, and the call went up on the board: “Grand Central,
8:15 p.m. Sleeper to Rochester, Temple Theatre. All bag-
gage ready at 11:30 a.m.—but ready!”

From where you sit it may look like a simple little trick
to ready a nineteen-piece orchestra for the road . . . all
the boys pick up their respective instruments; the canary
is packed in cotton and put in her cage, with a little lettuce
tu nibble un dwing the trip, and then—shuffle off to Buf:
falo—only in this case the first stand happened to be
Rochester.

Definitely, we can tell you, this isn’t the picture at all.
An orchestra the size of Les Brown’s will easily fill half of
a regulation baggage car with instruments and parapher-
nalia. There are stands, made to collapse, and it will take
four good big crates to hold them. There are the instru-
ments. You don’t carry drums or dog houses in your vest
pocket. There is the electrical equipment, trunks filled
with orchestrations, ditto filled with wardrobe, and maybe
a crate of drapes or drops.

No, Jackson, they don’t carry their own piano—but often
they wish they did! Backstage chill and the drafts and
dampness of a great auditorium can do deplorable things

BROWN =
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In which we dish out a few facts about the
fun that band managers have when they take
the boys on tour, using as examples and
illustrations the happenings on a recent jaunt
taken by Les Brown and his Orchestra, and
borrowing his manager, Don Kramer, as the

lay figure with which to develop our thesis.
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The tall lovely at the left is Doris Day, giving out with her golden voice. Above—always in the middle!—
is Don Kramer, manager of Les Brown's Band of Renown who plays a very prominent part in this story.
Left is Ted Nash who seems to be doina a bit of truckin', At the right is trombonist Dick Noel.

It takes more than cold weather to
chill Butch Stone's sense of humor.
Here he stands, ready to coo through
the mike and make the customers roar
with laughter and beg for more.
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| {Above) Les Brown in action, taking a chorus on his sax.
Who would say that Doris Day, who patiently waits
for her cue, had battled snow and storm to be ready
for the down beat? "Some trouper!” say the boys of the
band—and who could pay a gal a better compliment?
Left—but only in the picture . .. are some of the boys.
The man in the mink-lined ulster wearing the jaunty hat
is Cy Baker. Next, to the right is Gordon Drake. The
Arctic explorer is Ted Nash. Slightly hidden is
George Weidler. Bandboy Wally Cochran wears his
stocking cap. Dick Noel wonders why he left California.
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to a piano. That’s just another little thing that the man-
ager has to worry about.

It’s 7:45, the night of departure. Allah be praised, the
truckers were on time, the load is safely aboard the bag-
gage car, and the baggage car is with the train. Remember
this, in case you become a manager some day: Baggage
and troupe must go on the same train. That’s rule Num-
ber One! Sad stories are told about the things that have
happened when this rule has been disregarded.

The gate at Grand Centrel is jammed as usual—service-
men and the traveling public. The population in wartime
is like an aroused ant hill, constantly in motion. The
barrier is opened and the servicemen go in first, ad it
should be.

Car number and berths have been assigned. Les Brown,
Don and band boy Wally Cochran are at the gate counting
noses. Like the animals into the Ark pass the members of
the ork. Don counts and checks them off. Here’s lovely
Doris Day!

“With your troupe?” The trainman at the gate beams
at her appreciatively.

Don nods.

“The boys won't be looking at the Hudson River scenery
with her on the train!” sagely comments the dignified New
York Central man.

The train is on the way. Some of the berths are made
up but it’s a little early for Les Brown’s boys to be hitting
the hay. Card games spring up, bull sessions in corners.
Butch-Stone. Cy Baker, and Ted Nash have Dick Noel’s
attention. Dick, you see, is the youngest in the ork.

“Listen. Dick,” states Butch with great gravity. “The
West begins at Buffalo. . . . Indians and everything. That’s
wild country ... wait till you get to Erie—that’s where the
Eries live . . . one of the fiercest tribes. I always pack a
gun out there.”

“Don’t fret, chum, I'll take care of you if the redskins
don’t fancy your brand of corn. You forget T come from
Cal-i-forn-ia!”

Suave Dick lights a cigarette.

There is some worry about the reliability of the porter
... will he wake them up in time for Rochester? For, they
arrive very early—for orchestra men.

Prelude to writer's cramp—Providence, Rhode Island. Men and
women from the Kaiser Shipyards storm the stand after the “Spot-
light Band" broadcast. They said they wanted autographs, and
Les Brown and Doris Day took them ot their word, but we think
that maybe they also wanted an eye-ful of the lovely Doris.

WITH BROWN  conmue

“Doesn’t bother me in the least. I never have to give an
early call a second thought.” Butch confldes. “See this
wart? Been on my knuckle ever since I was born. When
I want to get up in the morning, I let the wart know the
time just before I go to sleep. Right on the dot—and
it’s never failed—that wart starts to itch. I wake up and
scratch it . . . never used an alarm clock in my life!”

Things are quieting down. Les Brown has a pile of
music on his lap—he’s going over some arrangements.
Don Kramer is beaming. Everything’s kopasetic!

Just then comes the strident whine of a baby from
Lower 2.

Butch Stone sticks his head out of Upper 12. “Jam
session.” Then silence—as the train races on through the
night.

Rochester was swell. Taxis up to the hotel, a big break-
fast, rehearsal, and a house packed to the doors. They love
that boy Les Brown in that town, and do they show it!
The house manager of the Temple Theatre had good rea-
son tu be delighted. )

Don Kramer, however, had a vague uneasy feeling.
“Things are going too good. Never saw it fail! Things are
piling up for trouble. I won’t rest until I turn the key on
that baggage car tonight, and see it spotted where we can
pick it up in the morning.”

It was an early jump out of Rochester. No soft Pull-
mans this time, just day coaches——but filled. The bag-
gage car was picked up. Don breathed easier, and found
a scat in the sinoker.

A group of girls on their way back to school had dis-
covered Les and Doris Day, and autographs were being
scribbled on anything at hand as the train sped into
Pennsylvania.

“Erie! Passengers out for Erie!” called the trainman.
Don was on the platform with his bag and briefcase. Meet-
ing the train were the house manager and the truck.
Everything okay! A fine theatre, and a pile of mail await-
ing everybody. Hello, a wire for Don Kramer!

“Hey, listen to this! It's from Jimmy Zito. He's got a
medical discharge from the Army. Wants to know if we
have a place for him. Do we have a place for Zito?”

There was a roar of approval.

“He can catch us in London. I'll wire him to get the
first train.” Off went the wire starting Jimmy on his way
back to the band he’d left eight months before to join the
Army.

Rehearsal, and then the show before a big house.

(Continued on page 60)

Thawing out backstage in London, Ontaric. On the extreme left is
Jimmy Zito, trumpeter, who rejoined the orchestra that morning. Pianist
Jeff Clarkson shaves the icicles from his face. Cy Baker does the “Lon-
don Stomp" to get warm. Carl Berg de-ices his trumpet. Saxophonist
Nick Riviello watches Noel putting anti-freeze in his once hot trombone.
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HEN Pearl Harbor was attacked, Artie Shaw was

playing with his orchestra in Providence, R. 1. He

went to New York, enlisted as an apprentice seaman,

and was soon in the uniform of Uncle Sam’s Navy.
His rank was later changed to Bandmaster. Almost a year
of his two years in the service was spent in an 85,000 mile
tour of the South Pacific.

Admiral Halsey told Shaw that he and his band were
worth twenty tons of sulfanilamide to our boys fighting the
Japs. Artie would have gone to the European fronts, too,
if a medical discharge hadn’t cancelled his plans.

Now he’s back in civilian clothes and, after months of
preparation by Artie (and speculation by fans and profes-
sional people alike), the new Shaw band is a reality.
Strangely (you can never figure the guy out!) the band,
in its debut at least, had no strings.

The lineup (at this writing) is Les Clarke, Tommy
Mace, Jon Walton, Herbie Steward, Chuck Gentry, saxes—
Tony Faso, Roy “Little Jazz” Eldridge, Ray Linn, Georgie
Schwartz, trumpets—Ray Conniff, Pat McNaughton, Skip
Morr, Harry Rodgers, trombones—Dodo Marmarosa, piano
—Barney Kessel, guitar—Morey Rayman, string bass—
Lou Fromm, drums—and Imogene Lynn, vocalist.

Harry Rodgers and Ray Conniff are the chief arrangers.
The average age of the sidemen is twenty-six. Bands the
men have previously played with read like a musical
who's who: James, TD, JD, BG, Herman, Barnet, Rey,
Teagarden, Henderson, Krupa, Whiteman, and a dozen
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others. And (aside, for the benefit of you gals!) seven of
them are unmarried. Rodgers, Conniff and Clarke have
been with Artie before.

Now back to the boss, himself.

Someone should persuade him to write a book—there is
so much of his story that is still untold! Here are some
sidelights, though:

Shaw is a native New Yorker, born in the Big Town on
May 23, 1910. Neither of his parents were of the music
profession.

His first instrument was a saxophone, which he bought
with money earned by working in a grocery store. The fel-
low who sold it to him gave him five free lessons, and Shaw
hasn’t had a lesson since! Later he switched to clarinet,
but his first jobs were with the sax.

Thumbing down his parents’ desire for him to go to Yale
and become a doctor, Artie ran away from school in New
Haven, joining a band headed for the University of Ken-
tucky. The outfit folded, leaving Artie stranded in the
“Blue Grass State.” He slept in the park, did his laundry
in the park fountain, and tried to find a new job.

Entering the public library by chance, his interest in
books became so avid, he began to live between the library
and the park. After spending the day in the library, he
would sit in the park and write until dark, filling up scraps
of old paper with a stub pencil—his subjects, anything.

Before long he was back with another band, and then
another, and another, but the desire to be a writer still

World Radio Histo
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burned in him. The summer he was sixteen, though, the
musician side of him gained the upper hand. He joined the
Musician’s Union and began playing around New England.
He was in one unit with- Rudy Vallee.

Between dance jobs, he continued to satisfy his thirst
for knowledge by going back to school, quitting again,
hanging around libraries, and pouring out his thoughts on
paper.

One of his literary efforts, an essay on the Cleveland Air
Races, won him a plane trip to Hollywood, where he met
band leader Irving Aaronson, who got Artie to join his
band. A coast-to-coast tour wound up in New York—
Shaw’s first return to his birthplace since childhood.

By this time, Artie’s musical ability was such he could
have made a mint of money playing his clarinet but, in-
stead, he chose to take extension courses at Columbia Uni-
versity. He still wanted to write. He also took a course in_
calculus at New York University, receivirig the highest
mark of any member of his class.

Then he was back in music again, earning $500 a week
on the big networks, and playing for conductors Howard
Barlow, Nathaniel Shilkret and others. Very nice work if
you can get it! But Shaw soon chucked this musician’s
dream-—retiring to a farm in Bucks County, Pennsylvania.

The writing bug, again. He spent a year writing the life
story of another great musician—his friend, Rix Reider-
becke. Friends say he was so dissatisfied with his work, he
tore up the manuscript. Shaw, the perfectionist!

Artie Shaw and his new band assembled on the maestro’s tennis court for a rehearsal.

Fromm, Barney Kessel, Artie; background: Harry Rodgers, Ray Conniff, Tommy Mace, Pat McNaughton, Roy Eldridge, Skip Morr, Tony
Faso, Chuck Gentry, Ray Llnn, Les Clarke, Georgie Schwartz, Herbie Sfoward Jon Walton, Morey Rayman. What a treat for neighbors!

(L. to R.) Forsground Dodo Marmarosa, Lou

He returned to New York (the year.was 1936) to more
disappointment. He couldn’t get a job.

A swing concert at the Imperial Theater brought him
back to musical fame. His idea of using a string back-
ground for his clarinet was a smash hit. Offers poured in
on him from everywhere."He was in the big money.

Choice engagements, tours, records, radio programs and
movies filled all his time. Too much of it. Suddenly Shaw
created a nation-wide furore by junking his band and go-
ing to a hideaway in Mexico.

But even there fame sought him out. He picked up a
little song called “Frenesi,” introduced it on his return to
the United States, and it swept into the top song-hit brack-
et. Then came Pearl Harbor!

Artie is deeply interested in modern art, philosophy, lit-
erature and kindred subjects. He is always scouting
around. in the hope of picking up originals by modern
painters.

He numbers many friends among the literati, and enjoys
the classics and good modern literature. He has thousands
upon thousands of well-thumbed books in his Beverly
Hills home.

It is axiomatic in the music business that nobody really
knows the true Artie Shaw .. . that's why we can only
give you sidelights. Perhaps the complete story of Shaw
can be found in the fantastic artistry of his clarinet play-
ing—perhaps we'll just have to wait for that book he’s
bound to write someday! '
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MY BOSS Fosy Jomes

and a swell person t6 work for. I've been with him

nearly three years now, and I've got my kicks out
of every minute of it. So, when Banp LEADERS magazine
asked me for a story about Harry, I was pleased at the
opportunity to tell about my boss.

The trouble is, it’s hard to know just where to start, or
what to say about such an interesting fellow.

Maybe I'd better start with when I joined the band.

As a lot of fans know, Harry is not only my boss, he's
also my legal guardian. Here’s the way this happened:
I was only sixteen when I joined the band, and in order
for me to be permitted té go on the road and play, while a
minor, Harry became my guardian.

Our mutual interest in music and baseball (we are both
St. Louis Cardinal fans) brought about my association
with Harry. We first met while I was with Sonny Dun-
ham, got talking music and baseball, and the next thing I
knew I was playing tenor in the James band and second
base on the James’ ball club.

About baseball, incidentally, Harry’s love of the game
is well known, but I think I can add a new yarn which
is pretty funny:

Before the war, the band traveled by bus. Every time
we passed a ball diamond or a good field, we’d stop, get
out our baseball stuff and have a game.

One day we parked the bus and stopped for a game in
a farmer’s field. The ground was soft from a recent min
and, after the game, we found our heavy bus sunk deep
in the mud, stuck fast.

One of the boys appropriated a fence post to use under
the wheel, and next thing we knew, along came the farmer,
mad as the deuce, with a shotgun!

That was one time the famous Harry James music
didn’t “have charms to soothe.” We just took a quick
jump out of there—and it wasn’t the “Two O’clock Jump!”

N,I Y boss, Harry James, is a great musician, a grand guy,

{Right) The author and the subject, Gene
"Corky" Corcoran, and his boss, Harry James.
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Even then, though, Harry didn't get too excited, with
a gun staring him in the face. That’s one thing about the
boss, he's cool. He doesn't go around blowing his top
when things get a little rough.

In fact, that's what Harry demands of the band—con-
sistency. He wants the band to maintain a level of excel-
lence . . . not be jumping like mad one night, and brought
down the next.

The boys in the band know they are on the beam as long
as Harry doesn’t say anything. Only when he is dis-
pleased does he have much to say. Then he simply points
out what he doesn’t like and tells you how he wants it.

If he wants a certain phrasing or attack, he’ll take his
horn and play it for you or sing it to you. He's easy to
work for—you just do your job right and everything is fine.

Because Harry used to be a sideman, himself, he knows
both sides of the story. A man can be late getting on the
bandstand occasionally and not catch it from the boss.

But we have a cute gag in the band to penalize late
comers. If a man comes on the stand late, Harry calls out
“Champagne.” That means the tardy guy has to kick in
to the “champagne fund,” which is used to buy treats
for the band.

Of course, we really don’t buy champagne with the
money. Harry, himself, is a milk drinker. He drinks an
awful lot of milk, and really keeps himself in shape. On
the road he eats good, substantial meals and doesn’t live
on the legendary musician’s diet of hamburgers, chili, and
coffee.

Besides playing that wonderful horn which, for my
money, is the greatest, he needs his strength to cope with
the job of being the head of a big business, which is what
a band is nowadays.

And this is no kidding: you fans really give him some
workouts—we have a time getting him on and off the
stand. But it couldn’t happen to a nicer guy.

As you might suspect, Harry is deeply interested in
music. He has a fine record collection, which shows a wide
taste—Kostelanetz, Basie, Rose, Ellington, for example.
And one of his favorite bands on records is the old Good-
man band.

Speaking of records, reminds me of a record date with
a story that might interest you. We have a saying in the
band, “Let me up,” which the boys use to express dis-
satisfaction or annoyance. If things aren’t going right for
a guy, he’ll pipe up: “Let me up.”

So, we happened to be on this record date, doing an un-
titled original, and Harry said: “Say, let’s call this ‘Let Me
Up.”” That’s how the tune got its name.

Well, here I am just about out of space, and still on the
first chorus. Hope this little piece has given you a better
knowledge of my boss—if you want to hear more just
come around to see us and listen to Harry play. Believe
you me, when he takes up his instrument, The Horn
speaks for himself!
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OUIS PRIMA is two different guys. Let’s look at the
record—both sides. The Prima who runs on stage
when the curtain goes up on his band is one character
—the public personality Prima has deliberately cre-

ated. He stands there in the spotlight, applause beating
around him, smiling, shaking clasped hands above his
head. He implores “Quiet Please.” He’s eager to start
making his own special harmonized din. .

The other Prima is the boy backstage who still can’t be-
lieve it, who says of his early years, “I never had any
confidence in myself. I never thought I could do any-
thing.”

On stage the gravel-voiced Prima is in there swinging
with everything he's got—from the opening note until the
boys knock themselves out with “The Blizzard.”

His whole face set in laughter, arms swinging, shoulders
moving to rhythm, feet shuffling, Louis urges on his men.
Then, horn held high, he makes with the weird, unearthly
sweet notes that hush the audience—only to break the
tension when he bends low with the trumpet and produces
comic deep growls. '

The Prima solo over, although the number is not, Louis
rests his horn and heckles the bandsmen. All the while
he’s on the stage Louis is a human dynamo!

How can he keep up that pace? The answer is that
Louis can’t. At least he couldn’t if he tried to live his show
personality in private. Before an audience, with their help,
he sells himself on the idea of a Prima powerhouse. After
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a show, he sits for a few minutes, devitalized, thinking
things over. It takes a while to disentangle the two Primas.
Then the “at ease” Prima takes charge. He's quiet, self-
effacing, modest, retiring. The key to this Prima is polite-
ness. The “Pleases,” “Thank yous” and “Would you
minds,” upset the usual traditions of business routine.

The clue to the self-effacing angle of off-stage Prima
may be found in his paradoxical beginnings.

Raised in the jazzland of New Orleans, Louis’ back-
ground is authentic. But, in the very home of uninhibited
music, Louis started playing classics on the violin! His
heart was with the hot men and his hands played “Bar-
carolle.”

Music ran in the Prima veins, and the harmony that was
Louis was the bleak but lawless originality of jazz. Cir-
cumstances, or Louis’ parents, insisted on classics.

So Louis was unhappy. ]

“My hands were so big,” he said sadly. “When I was
twelve or thirteen I was growing fast and my hands grew
enormous. I had trouble even holding the fiddle.”

Apparently this effort to force himself into the long-hair
department temporarily disturbed the Prima ego. Even
after he found the trumpet and made his bid for freedom
from the fiddle, he felt ill at ease.

Thus he answers the question, “Why didn’t you have
your own band until five or six years after you hit the
big-time as trumpeter?” with “I never had confidence in
myself.”
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“I knew,” recounted Louis, “that I could play trumpet.
I knew that. But I didn’t think I could get a band together
and lead them and tell them what to do and all that.”

That’s why Louis played as a single in the old Saenger
Theatre in New Orleans for half a dozen seasons.

That’'s why Louis hustled home after his first bid for
big time in New York in 1930. That's why he made the
second try only when prodded into it by the visiting Guy
Lombardo.

“Get going, Louis,” urged Guy. “You've got plenty to
offer and New York is waiting to grab it.” Louis left, and
recognition rolled in.

Louis has confidence now, but he got it the hard way
and he doesn’t kick it around. On stage his confidence and
authority are enough for half a dozen Primas. In the
dressing room his assurance is whittled down to size. He
holds it tenderly—it’s a prize he’s won and earned the hard
way, and intends to keep.

Even the unsurpassed commotion of the band in per-
formance is paradoxical. In rehearsal there's hardly any
noise at.all.

“Please,” instructs Louis, sending a message to a trom-
bonist practicing upstairs, “would you tell that man to
play soft?”

In explanation Louis says, “I always tell my men to
practice soft and' they’ll be able to play as loud as
they like in public. They’ll also be able to play soft and
true.”

And so the rehearsal goes on, pianissimo, while Louis
listens for off-side blasts.

The brash, darting, quicksilver presence that is Prima
in public, might be expected to think little, if anything,
of social problems. Not so. Again the Prima personality
is double-edged. Louis feels so strongly about enough for
everybody that he’s written a song about it—“Robin
Hood.”

“Robin Hood,” he says into the mike, “he took from the
rich people and he gave it to the poor people.”

“Seriously,” explains Louis, “it seems to me the fellow
had something there. Right now there are a lot of people
with 'way too much and a whole lot more people without
near enough.”

There is no hotter or more rocking organization than the
Prima aggregation putting everything into “Sing, Sing,
Sing,” which Louis wrote. On the other hand, nightingales
sing sour in comparison to the drippy sweetness of Prima’s
“The Story of a Starry Night.”

Louis is not a band fan. He doesn’t want to be influ-
enced. When he sits down for musical relaxation, he turns
to Bach, Debussy or Beethoven.

“Is You Is or Is You Ain’t?” could apply to Prima. He
both is and ain’t, depending on which personality he’s
wearing at the time.

What never changes and what ties the two Primas
together is that trumpet—it always is and never ain’t
solid.




{Above) Benny's lively art invades, not only Broadway, but also
Hollywood—where he is an old hand st livening movies. A scene
from the Universal picture, "The Girls He Left Behind."
{Below) Benny Goodman and King of the Woodpile, Red Norvo,
who "stole the show,'" swinging into musical action in this
scene from Billy Rose's new smash hit, "The Seven Lively Arts.”
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ROSE by any other name smells as sweet” is the phi-
losophy expressed by William Shakespeare in one of
his moralistic moods. Had he been at the $24-a-seat
opening of the latest Billy Rose Broadway produc-

tion, “The Seven Lively Arts” featuring Benny Good-

man’s quintet, it is quite possible that Willie would have
revised his adage to read:

“A Rose with Benny Goodman’s name sells a lot of
seats.”

And Willie would have been as right as the steering
wheel in an English automobile!

Benny Goodman has presented himself, his band, his
sextet, quintet, quartet, and trio in every kind of a pro-
duction—from Carnegie concerts to the typical “see what
the boys in the back room will have” joints. That he would
be successful, however, when the lights went down and
the curtain rolled up on a Broadway production, had been
a matter of conjecture ever since Goodman’s first Broad-
way effort, “Dream With Music,” folded in 1940.

Billy Rose believed that Uncle Benny and his clarinet
would sell on Broadway—and he proved it by co-starring
him with Bert Lahr, pudgy-faced comedian, Markova and
Dolin, the famous ballet dancers, and the wonderfully in-
corrigible Beatrice Lillie, comedienne. Rose proved, too,
that he knows the public taste better than the head taster
al Campbell Soups. The audience went wild over the shy,
bespectacled Benny—and echoed that enthusiasm at every
performance, up to the very day he left the show to fill
other engagements,

The first entrance for Goodman was well at the tired end
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of the first act, when hundreds of men in elaborate cos-
tumes and girls in various stages of sequined revelation
were dancing, parading, and singing on the stage. The
scene was supposed to represent what would happen if
Billy Rose ever bought the Metropolitan Opera House—
and made everyone feel that this would be a good idea.

The climax of the scene was reached when Benny Good-
man—dressed in a black sequin tuxedo with a white se-
‘quin stripe down the side of the pants—strolled out from
the wings to meet the other men in the quintet who,
dressed in white sequin tuxedos with occasional flecks of
black sequin, slowly moved through the crowd from the
rear of the stage on an automatically propelled platform.

“There’s Goodman!” was the whispered cry which went
up as he walked onto the stage. By introducing Goodman,
one of the stars, late in the performance, Rose built up a
suspense climax which actually had the audience looking
for Benny in each succeeding scene until, when he finally
arrived, it was looked upon as an occasion.

The quintet swung immediately into “After You're
Gone,” a tune which Goodman has waxed on phonograph
records with a quartet and played many times in halls
where he wore only a plain business suit sans sequins. He
was never, we believe, so enthusiastically received, though,
as he was in this elaborate presentation of his music.

Set in a background of super-elaborate ‘stage settings
and surrounded by a myriad of beautiful girls and hand-
some men wearing the most elaborate of finery, the Good-
man musical gem was far more appreciated than it could
be on a dingy stage in some slightly threadbare theater.

The Goodman combo consisted of Teddy Wilson,
piano; Red Norvo, vibes; Morey Feld, drums; and Sid

Weiss, bass, all augmenting Benny and his clarinet. Wilson
performed excellently, his fingers strolling tastefully up
and down the keys, picking up a shade of melody, dropping
it again for an original thought.

Sid Weiss set an excellent rhythm along with drummer
Morey Feld and both, in typical Goodman good taste,
soloed only slightly and then with extreme discretion,
technically perfect, musically subdued. and very much in
keeping with the mood of the small group. Benny soared
through the scale with his rapid fire clarinet impressions,
smiling shyly and happily, stating a musical idea, explor-
ing it, stating another.

Red Norvo we have saved until the last. Not because
Red was the best man in the group, for every one of the five
is top-notch. We had saved Red because it was Norvo who
stole the show . . . even from Benny. Red, his white tux-
edo glistening under his orange-red thatch of hair, has
an even shyer smile than the maestro. As the band was
slowly floated to the front of the stage and as they came
more into view of the audience, Red’s happy, smile became
wider and wider.

When Benny appeared in front of the group, Red’s grin
crept still further with pride . . . and when Benny played,
the grin went from ear to ear. Benny Goodman is Red’s
hero. That was plain to see.

When the band played. Red bore down upon the blocks
of his instrument, his mallets bouncing happily in delicate
little patterns over the double-banked vibes. His shoulders -
were hunched, his face benign, and you realized that you
were seeing a little boy—man-sized, but still a kid—playing
vibes while his hero tooted clarinet in front. Besides his shy

(Continued on page 57)
/

Before the curtain went down on the first act of "The Seven Lively Arts,” Benny Goodman,
Teddy Wilson, Red Norvo, Morey Feld and Sid Weiss appeared and added their own mu-
sical art to the other six arts. With a background of glitter, they played "After You've Gone."







HE music world is full of horn
men —those who play “ride”
horns, “sweet” horns, “hot” horns,
and “blue” horns—but there is

only one lady Horne . . . and the spell-
ing is intentional. Yes, I’ve just inter-
viewed the lovely lady of song, Lena
Horne.

I listened to Lena's exclting voice . . .
observed her sultry beauty . . . noted
her gracious manner and personal
charm.

I basked in the warmth of her smile
. .. laughed at her ready wit . . . en-
joyed her sincere friendliness . . . ap-
preciated her shy modesty.

I marveled at her colorful career . ..
which began when she sang with
Noble Sissle’s orchestra, and now has
brought her movie fame.

You talk to Lena, as I did, and you’ll
know why she rose to the top. It
couldn’t have been any other way—
she belongs at the top of the heap!

My conversation with Lena took
place in Hollywood on the eve of a
USO tour she was about to make. She
had just finished ‘“Ziegfeld Follies” at
Metro-Gouldwyn-Mayver, and had a
radio broadcast to do the day of our
talk. Yet, busy as she was, she
graciously took time out for the inter-
view.

Lena learned to sing about the same
time she loarned to walk, so there was
never any doubt about her choice of a
career. She was born in Brooklyn,
attended grammar and high school
there, then joined the chorus at the
famous Cotton Club.

A friend introduced her to Noble
Sissle and, when he had heard her
sing, Sissle promptly signed her for his
orchestra.

“I was only seventeen al the lime,”
Lena smiled, “and it was a wonderful
experience, traveling about the coun-
try, working with fine musicians. I
learned a lot.”

It is typical of Lena that she should
mention her pleasure at working with
her musical associates, rather than her
personal success, but, as the politicos
say, the record shows she was an im-
mediate success. |

Charlie Barnet, impressed by her
talent, offered her a contract, and she
joined the Mad Mab and his band for
more successes. It was while she was
with the Barnet band that Lena re-
corded her outstanding “Good For
Nothing Joe” platter,

Singing engagements at the Cotton
Club, Cafe Society, and the Little Troc
in Hollywood—records with Artie
Shaw, and a “Birth of the Blues” al-
bum for RCA-Victor—New York
shows—and a featured spot on an NBC
network show—all these added to her
staturc as an entertaiunenl person-
ality.

It was only natural that a motion
picture contract followed. M-G-M
signed her after a member of the stu-
dio music department heard her at the
Little Troc.

Her pictures to date have been
“Panama Hattie,” “Cabin in the Sky,"
“I Dood It,” “Swing Fever,” “Broad-
way Rhythm,” “Thousands Cheer,”
“Stormy Weather,” “Twa Girls and a
Sailor,” and “Ziegfeld Follies.”

That’s from the record.

From Lena, herself, I heard no suc-
cess story—only tributes of admira-
tion for the abilities of those with
whom she has worked, and gratitude
for the opportunities afforded her.

She especially enjoyed working with
Barnet and Teddy Wilson.

“Charlie had such a fine band,” she
recalled, “with all those wonderful
saxes.” Lena, by the way, rates the
reeds among her favorite instruments.

Working with Teddy Wilson at Cafe
Society was another of her pleasure-
able engagements.

“Teddy is not only a great show-
man,” she said, "but a marvelous mu-
sician besides. He seems to know ex-
actly how you’ll phrase, and can fit his
accompaniment to your singing so
perfectly.”

Edmmond Hall, Benny Morton. J: C.
Heard, Emmett Berry, “Red” Allen, J.
C. Higginbotham, and Jimumy Blanton
are other musicians to whom Lena
paid tribute—as well as Horace Hen-
derson, her accompanist and arranger
when she goes on tour. Red Callender
is also a favorite bassist of Lena’s.

When Lena sings, it is interesting to
watch her at the microphone. She is
conscious of only one thing—the song
she.is interpreting—and she sings with
the emotion she feels.

In her choice of material she likes
to sing standard favorites, She doesn’t
think that novelty songs are for her.

She loves blues and sings them
beautifully, but me destly insists she
is still learning about them. Lena likes
symphonic music, too. Fiction is her
favorite reading.

Hollywood—the studios and people
—interests her. She enjoys making
personal appearances and only re-
cently returned to Hollywood from
such a tour.

When the Lady is at home, she
lives, oddly enough, at an address on
Horn avenue in Los Angeles. But the
Horne from Horn Avenue is almost a
stranger in her own home.

What with hops about the country
for personal appearance tours, USO
shows, and time out for radio, records
and motion pictures, she’s a busy per-
son these days, this lady of the lyrics—
lovely Lena.

,-

"Love' is the name of the song, "lovely" the
word for the singer, Lena Horne, as she does
a solo specialty, for the revue, in the "Follies.”
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ODAY, with “Sunrise Serenade” (his theme song),
“Falling Leaves,” “Lover’s Lullaby,” “Moonlight
Whispers,” and “My Topic of Conversation” to his
o credit, piano-playing maestro Frankie Carle is recog-
= ized as an outstanding composer. His “Serenade” alone’
. UHas sold half a million platters.
~j:,3But, it was only about ten years ago that a minor music
< ,'f,’_f’;{iblishing executive with a major opinion of his own im-
s ;{‘iiﬁortance told Frankie: “Why not stick to piano playing,
- 45" Carle? You know something about that. You'll never be
. ,7 ‘able to write songs. You've got no talent. Why don’t you
give it up? Oh sure, we'll look at it.. .. We'll let you know!”
That was what the wise guy had said. What he had
meant, as nearly as Carle could figure it out was, “Oh, go
away. and don’t bother us. We can’t waste time on songs
writter: by nobodies. On your way, chum.”
It was incidents like that—topping other, many other,
similar experiences—which toughened the will of Frankie
Carle . . . made him determine to have his songs pub-
lished and to start a crusade to get song-hearings for un-
krrowns, once he had established himself as a composer.
How could unknowns ever become known, he reasoned, if
nobody ever listened to them?
Since his thirteenth year, characters in and out of show
business had been urging Frankie to stop composing music.
“T was the underdog for a long, long time,” he told your
Banp LEADERS’ reporter.
“T know what those poor devils have to go through to get
someone to take them seriously. Actually, it’s pure chance
or luck that you ever hear a new song. Publishers . . .”
and he checked himself, “well, it’s all very discouraging.
“So now I say and I can't say it often or loud enough—
give the little guy a break!
A “Naturally,” he concluded, “everything can’t be good.
But it doesn’t take any professional musician long to sepa-
| rate the work of uninspired amateurs from talented ef-
forts. And, who knows? You may strike gold!”
Today, Frankie Carle is judge and jury for his own ef-
forts. The boys in his band play what he directs. He can,
and often does, try out his own work—he also offers com-
positions from new writers. Audience reaction decides the
fate of the songs.
Of his experience at thirteen, he recalled, “I went to
New York, alone, to see Harry von Tilzer. Harry was en-
couraging, but thought I'd better have a little more ex-
perience before deciding on song-writing as a career.
“He got me a job with the Pat Rooney vaudeville unit,
and I was scared to death. I took one look at the faces out
front and then beat it!
“T was one of nine kids at home in Providence, R.I.” dis-
closed Frankie, “and when I was six, my uncle, Nicholas
Collangelo, came to stay with us for a while. He was a
graduate of three European conservatories and he offered
to teach one of us to play piano. They caught me first!”
Uncle Nick operated the Columbus Ballroom in Pro-
vidence and there young Frank turned professional at the




age of nine. He played three programs a week . .. for

a stipend of one dollar! Another uncle, head of an athletic
club, gave him pugilistic training.

By the time Frankie was fourteen, he was stuffed with
ambition. He wanted to be a cartoonist, a fighter, a song
writer, a pianist, a singer and a mechanic—preferably all
at the same time—and had to burn plenty of midnight oil
to keep up with his studies in all these fields.

Just as Frankie was whizzing toward multiple success,
an accident to his father sent the boy to work. The em-
ployees of a department store in Providence still remem-
ber the dry-goods clerk who never sold any dry goods,
because he was never at his counter . . . there was a piano
in the music department. He did sell a lot of sheet music
but, despite that, in due course, he was fired.

Finally, family responsibilities, added to other worries,
broke the young boy’s health. He collapsed with the first
of three nervous breakdowns.

“For a year after I was well again,” stated Frankie, “I
was hidden down front in a movie house, playing accom-
paniment to the pictures.

“Then I appeared in vaudeville with May Yohe, the
original owner of the famous Hope diamond. She was
making a stage comeback at the age of 66.”

Young Carle’s first long-term cngagement with an or-
chestra began in 1922, when he went out with Edwin J.
McEnelly’s Band. The home location was Springfield,
Massachusetts, but they trouped.

“One-nighters,” groaned Frankie. “Years of one-
nighters!” ’

Frank remembers Springfield with much affection. It
was there he met Miss Edith House, golf ¢champ—who be-
came Mrs. Carle. It was also in Springfield that he chose

the number thirteen in a fraternal rafle—and won $1,000.

“I studied singing there too,” related candid Mr. Carle,
“but that was just too bad. I also gave piano lessons.”

In 1932, he joined Mal Hallet’s band, playing along with
Jack Teagardcn, Gene Krupa, and Jack Jenney. Came
1934 and he collapsed—nervous breakdown number two.

In 1935, recovered and strong again, he decided on a
band of his own for a change.

“I held the band for a year,” said Frankie, “then, I
joined up with Horace Heidt.”

All this time Frankie had been writing songs and hear-
ing ugly remarks from the publishing offices.

Horace Heidt featured the piano work of Frankie Carle,
and, as a result of that billing, three of Frankie's tunes
were printed. They clicked!

The last, and he hopes, the final, nervous hreakdown in
the Carle medical history, was in 1941, while he was still
with Heidt.

On January 13, 1944, hc started rchearsing with his
present orchestra—a group consisting of one piano in ad-
dition to his own, bass, drum, and guitar; three trombones;
three trumpets; five saxophoites; and two vocalists. The
band has hit the top ranks and, according to poll and
public, is still on the upbeat. Platter patrons can listen to
his latest numbers on Columbia records, among them “A
Little On The Lonely Side,” and “Carle Boogie.”

His outstanding characteristics are: a very wide smile
showing large white teeth, an expression of alertness and
intent interest, and a crop of black, wiry, curly, closely cut
hair. He is 5’ 7" tall, weighs around 136 pounds, and his
eyves, well guarded by a lush fringe of extra-length lashes,
are dark brown and glistening.

In the likes and dislikes department, it turns out that
Frankie likes steak, California, piano playing, pinochle,
golf, listening to concert pianists, the number thirteen,
and, “for some reason—or any reason at all,” Hedy Lamarr.

And, always beatlng the gong for his personal project,
he doesn’t think much of successful citizens who won’t
take the time to “give the little guy a break.”

(Above) Lovely Ginny Simms, holding Frankie's five
millionth record, congratulates him on his good work.

(Above) Frankie spends a quiet evening at home kibitx-
ing in a game between Mrs. Carle and daughter Margie.
(Below} Frankie and Henny Youngman (Sherlock and
Watson} hunt for a tune they can get together on.
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teen-year-old Monica Lewis, the feminine voice on
the “Music That Satisfies” program over C.B.S. and
the girl from whom big things are expected.

Monica was signed for the show quite by accident, after
executives happened to hear one of her records. But her
career isn’t an accident—she very carefully planned it.

Though she was born in Chicago, Monica went to New
York when she was thirteen, and attended high school
there. Her mother was a singer with the Chicago Opera
Company and her father was a serious musician, so her
early interest in music was on the legitimate side. But
she found she could do better with a popular tune than she
could with an aria.

Monica’s first professional engagement was at a night
club in Baltimore, with no less a person in the audience
than Dinah Shore. She was scared to death, but Dinah
was lovely to her and gave her advice and encouragement.

PRE'I'I'Y girl, pretty voice, pretty future. That’s nine-
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From her night club debut, Monica jumped to a singing
role in the Broadway musical, “Johnny Two By Four”—
then to a ten-week engagement at the Stork Club. She
also replaced Peggy Lee with Benny Goodman’s band, but
left Benny to do her own show over WMCA in New York.
It was an air check from this program which won her the
Chesterfield spot, giving her the opportunity to sing with
Johnnie Johnston.

Talent scouts have tried to convince Monica that her
red hair, voice, and dimples belong in front of the movie
camera—but the petite songstress prefers to stay in radio,
at least for the time being. “I've got a lot to learn yet,”
she says, “and before I try Hollywood, I want to be sure
I’'m ready for it.”

Well, you've got the right idea, Monica, but at the rate
you're going up it shouldn’t be long before we see you in
motion pictures. In the meantime, keep singing, and we’ll
keep listening.
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they’ve tagged on handsome Lee Castle, whose new

band has been attracting all sorts of attention in the
music world. Though the outfit has only been organized
a year, they've already played some of the big spots
around New York and have been signed to an exclusive
Columbia Recording contract.

Lee should be a successful leader, if background and
name band experience have anything to do with it. As
Lee Castaldo, he worked with every top-notch orchestra
in the business.

His mother was a singer and his father an accordionist,
so it was only natural that he should study music. Lee
got his early training in his native New York, but his most
important studying was done with the late Tommy Dorsey,
Sz, father and tcacher of tho Dorsey hrnthers

Back in 1937, Lee auditioned for Tommy Jr., and T. D.
thought he showed such promise that he put him on salary

MR. TRUMPET and His Orchestra. That’s the billing

World Radio Histc

Loi

and sent him to Pennsylvania to live and study with the
elder Dorsey. Six months later, Lee was a featured artist
with Tommy’s organization.

Then followed several years as a sideman with the bands
of such men as Jimmy Dorsey, Artie Shaw and Benny
Goodman. When the Goodman band broke up, Lee was
encouraged to form his own orchestra. He was hesitant
because of the wartime shortage of musicians, transporta-
tion difficulties, etc., but he finally took the big step with
the financial assistance of his friend, Sammy Kaye.

The band clicked immediately at their debut in New
York’s Pelham Heath Inn, and was later booked into
Frank Dailey’s Terrace Room in New Jersey, and the
Hotel New Yorker.

While playing at the Terrace Room, an announcer
dubbed Lee “Mr. Trumpet” and the title stuck with him.
Here’s hoping it proves lucky, Lee—we’ll be listening for
your records on our favorite juke box.
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Spike Jones



in the U.S.A,, and have been there for a few months.

The lads are hammering anvils, blowing auto horns,
and playing their home-made, bazooka-like instruments
for audiences from coast to coast—but the echo of their
junk-pile music still rings through the hills and dales of
France and over the staid soil of England.

It was sixty-two days after D~-Day that the band arrived
in England—arrived and conquered! They gave concerts
there for a week, while “resting” to go to France, and had
audiences screaming with laughter.

On the afternoon of their landing in France, the lads
played a show with Dinah Shore—an unscheduled per-
formance which drew a crowd of 16,000 GIs on a barren
beach. Bing Crosby, Fred Astaire, and Major Glenn Miller
were their partners on other shows in the three weeks they
were in France.

As to the Spike Jones band, itself, the boys are forever
dreaming up murderous arrangements on popular ballads
—witness their new disc of “Cocktails for Two,” which
turns into a drunken brawl by the thirty-second bar of the
score.

The band uses few orthodox instruments . . . prefers
washtubs, auto horns, pistols, flit guns, and broken glass.
In fact, Jones is one of the first lads to make a tidy in-
come from a washboard without taking in laundry! Musi-
cians to be eligible for this crew must have an instan-
taneous and noisy sneeze, a raucus razzberry, or a healthy
“burp.” Our evidence . . . pictures of the boys back home
in an exclusive picture story for you. Presenting Spike
Jones and his City Slickers!

SPIKE JONES and his zany City Slickers are back home

{Above) Spike Jones does a delicate job of tuning
his twelve-tone cowbells in the backyard of the
Jones home in Beverly Hills, Cal. Advantage of this
type instrument is that you can build i, tune it, and
play it with the same tools—hammer and chisel.
When Spike plays, though, even the cows run away.

{Above) "Look pretty for the people,” the photographer
whispered, as he snapped this photo of Dick Morgan,
banjo player; Carl Grayson, violin and vocal emoter; and
Red Ingle, whatchamacallit player. See the out-of-this-
world exprassion, inspired by the camera, on Carl's face!

{Right) Life at the Jones household is, in reality, very
calm, canl and callected. The photographer has here col-
lected the cool City Slickers for this calm photo of a typi-
cal relaxful afternoon, '"Don't Fence Me In," shouts Spike,
intermittently calling "Fore" as he tries to "'send" that ball.



{Left) "Gad bless you, sir,” the Slickers sympathizs
as Red Ingle bolsters up a sneeze. Sneezes are im-
portant instrumental effects to the Slickers! Note
the ‘dents in the washboard which Spike uses for a
drum. They're the results of a hot jam session in
which Spike played with a couple of flit quns.

{Right) Whistle, sneeze, cymbal, honk honk, clang! Spike's ail ready for
the opening strains of Beethoven's Fifth . . . or is it “Holiday for
Strings? The hat? That's to ward off any eggs or tomatoes which may
be inadvertently thrown by neighbors, or a peace-loving audience.

. ; :.’.,”
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{Left) "It's so pretty we can't stand it," cry the Nilsson twins,
Elsa and Eileen {or Eileen and Elsa), as Spike Jones and his
“Makes ya wanta blow your brains out" orchestra emotes.

{Right) "Ain't it cute?" scream the twins, over the din
created by Del Porter on the assorted flutes and
gadgets and Spike at the hammer and board. The
mileage on a Spike Jones washboard is about two
tunes. After that it falls apart of premature old age.
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{Right) "And here's how we sound on a recerd,” brage Spike.
as the crow listons rapturoucly to their own latest disc efforts.
All are most impressed except Dick Morgan, who thinke he is
Napolson—a common failing of the. Spike Jones' menage.

{Left) "Come out, wherever you are,” shouts Spike as he
clangs the fire bell, which has been in the Jones family for
centuries. |¢ was once owned by his forefather, Smokehouse
Jones, who rang that very bell on the day that Nero set
fire to the outskirts of Rome, badly singeing her petticoats.

{Right) The music goes down and around and whooo hooo hoo hooo. it comes
out here. Country Washburn shows Elsa and Eileen. They call him "Country”
because it's sc much nicer in the city when he plays his horn in the country,
where only the chickens and pigs object to the weird sounds of his music.
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{Left) Something new in the line of barbershop
quartets—Del Porter, Elsa and Eileen, and Carl Cray-
son harmonize with sweet notes that delight the ears

. at least the ears of Del, Elsa, Eileen and Carl.
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{Above) "l ... | ... fink I'm gonna cry,”

Spikography

like Spike Jones, the band leader. A

drummer by original profession, Spike
did fairly well for himself in that field,
ranking as one of the best studio men in
Hollywood. It was there that Spike met
Bing Crosby and Bob Burns, when he
was a drummer in John Scott Trotter’s
orchestra on the Crosby show.

Started his slapstick crew while work-
ing for Trotter and was asked to disc for
Bluebird at that time. His first record,
“Der Fuehrer’s Face” skyrocketed him
to fame, and within a few months he was
voted national “King of Corn” in many
music polls. Joined Bob Burns radio
show, and was on it for some time.
Dropped off last year for other commit-
ments. May have his own air show soon.

Off stage, Spike has three loves: his
band, his wife, and daughter Linda Lou.
He is forever dreaming up new traves-
ties . . . new instruments . . . new gim-
micks. He lives in a lovely house in Bev-
erly Hills, California, completely out of
character with the Spike Jones person-
ality . . . except for one thing. His door-
bell button is wired to a huge cowbell
which clangs appropriately when a vis-
itor (or salesman) is at the door!
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SPIKE JONES, the man, is amazingly

{Above Right) This could be a dramatic scene
sobs Beauregarde Lee, Spike's assistant drum-  from "Anthony and Cleopatra,”
mer and manager, as the boss gives with a  boys are devouring goldfish from the tank.
tasteful piano study in discords. It must be  Whatever it is, they seem to be really enjoying
pretty sad to make Beau burst into tearsl  their anquish, while silence reigns at long last!

(Below) Even Linda Lou, Spike's daughter, is
being brought up to be a washboard maniac.
Linda thinks that Daddy (as well as his musnc)
is tops. We agree—despite his zany noisi-
ness, or maybe because of it, he's a great guyl
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VIENI SU, Vieni Su”! Five feet ten, and eyes of blue.

He leads a band, plays violin, and he sings! Yestcrday

at The Blackhawk. Today at La Martinique. Tomor-

row? You guess. But you'll want to go along! We
interviewed brown-haired Carl Ravazza in New York
City, where things are happening to him.

His own song, “Waiting,” has crashed the “Hit Parade”
.. . Four producers have called on him for musicals-to-
come . .. La Martinique has taken up a six-week option
on Carl and his fourteen-piece band—all this while 20th
Century contracts and Mrs. Carl Ravazza are beckoning
from the Coast. And everybody’s wondering what’s next
on the slate for this up-and-coming maestro, who is only
thirty years old.

Carl himself is calm, certain and happy. Everything
will be taken care of, in good time. He'll take a musical
role and keep on with the band at La Martinique. He’ll
make some pictures, and he’ll write sonﬁs. And,
whenever possible, he’ll head for home in California.

If you’ve heard Carl sing, perhaps you've wondered
why he doesn’t just stand up front, leaning on the mike
for support, crooning while the audience swoons. Well,
it isn’t that he thinks two “Voices” too many—the fact is,
Carl’s had a band of his own ever since high school days.
And, he wants to continue with his band-—there’s never
been a toss-up between Carl, vocalist, and Carl, band
lcader. They go together! -

Carl Ravazza’s popularity has taken him on a steady up
and up ride since 1938. He hasn’t been a shooting star

Larl's a Comin
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though—and he'll never be a falling one. Carl has plugged
hard—and he’s gathered a solid audience behind him all
the way. They're the ones that crowded The Blackhawk
in Chicago. Theyre the ones who knew him by his
“Vieni Su” theme song even in high school, when he first
began featuring it. They wrote: “What does it mean?”
“Play it again!” “Record it!” And so he did, for Victor
Bluebird in 1938. And he’ll do another *“Vieni” for Colum-
bia soon, a new arrangement.

*“Vieni Su” (“Come With Me”) seems to have the “sure
thing”—lasting popularity—even as Carl himself. And
right now he has New York—full of top vocalists, musi-
cians, and band leaders, many of whom, like Carl, com-
bine all three—guaranteeing his musical fortune!

We believe that a big part of his success lies in his per-
sonality. It’s like this: Carl talks easily about himself—
what he’s done and why—and what he wants to do—all
with good-natured seriousness that's always on the verge
of a smile. See him with his band, hear him talk about
his career, and you know that it’s been lots of fun for him

. and it still is.

For Carl, music is fun—but so is everything else. All
the while he’s been playing toward New York, Carl has

(Continued on page 66)
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ddd dd---.IN A4 ROMHANTIC IHOOD:
Seems like most of today’s records drop into the roman-
tic “ballad” classification. Even jazzists like DUKE
ELLINGTON, HARRY JAMES, TOMMY DORSEY and
ARTIE SHAW devote a good half of their output to the
sweet styled waxings. Vocalists, since the coming of Sina-
tra, are all important. This is an era of romanticism.

PERRY COMO, the lad on the ciggie program for the
networks, sings a romantic coupling of “More and More”
and “I Wish We Didnt Have To Say Goodnight” which
will make your bobby socks drop way down to your in-
step. Another swell Como coupling is “I'm Confessin’”
and “I Dream of You.” Both are Victor.

HARRY JAMES goes softie with “The Love I Long
For” on a Columbia record. It’s a subtle ballad sung by
BUDDY DeVITO and throbbed by the James horn.
KITTY KALLEN says she’s “Beginning to See The Light”
on the other side. James wrote this tune with the capable
co-work of DUKE ELLINGTON, the master. It's a swell
ballad and Harry plays it well. As for Kitty, she sings
well, she’s pretty, and, to fill out the “Pretty Kitty Blue
Eyes” theme, if we recall correctly, she has brown eyes.
We shall have to look deeply next time and make sure!

A great vocal disc is “I Didn’t Know ‘About You,” an-
other Ellington ballad, as sung by LENA HORNE with
HORACE HENDERSON’S band. The song highlights the
Horne pipes (pun not intended) as they have never been
featured befo’. “One For My Baby” is the plattermate tune
and again Lena’s voice stands out like a light in the fog . . .
not that Henderson’s arrangements are foggy, for they
certainly aren’t.

SINATRA comes around the bend with “I Begged Her”
and “What Makes the Sunset.” If Frankie keeps on sing-
ing like this he may make a name for himself. Yessir, the
Voice proves that he is the undisputed king of the intimate
ballad. Let’s keep Como and Crosby in the separate class
in which they belong. No sense comparing different things.

Decca’s ANDREWS SISTERS’ disc of the semi-calypso
tune, “Rum and Coca-Cola,” may have been banned on
the webs because of the free coke plug, but it's doing fine
on the local stations, thank you. The other song is the
hungry saga of “One Meatball.” Questionable ballads, but
a good record.

“More and More” spotlights BONNIE LOU WILLIAMS’
voice with TOMMY DORSEY and the band on Victor.
“You're Driving Me Crazy” is the lament voiced by the
sentimentalists on the record mate. It’s a good coupling.
Of the two, “Crazy” is the better.

LOUIS PRIMA is cutting wax as fast as he can over at
Hit. His latest as of this scrawling is “What’s the Matter,
Marie” and “Itsum-Kitsum-Bumpety-Itsum” which,
translated from the ancient Chinese, means “Itsum-Kit-
sum-Bumpety-Itsum.” Let’s leave it by saying that
Prima’s the cream a’ thuh cropa. Prima means “first” in
Italian and Louis knows it.

WOODROW WILSON HERMAN sings “I Didn’t Know
About You” and does his usual superb job for the Decca
disc- foundry. FRANCES WAYNE handles the flipover
tune “Saturday Night.” “Evelina” and “The Eagle and
Me” are Deccas by DER BINGLE. Both are from the
Broadway hit musical “Bloomer Girl.” TOOTS CAMA-
RATA directs the band and is tops. “Sleigh Ride in July”
and “Like Someone In Love” is another Bingo and has
also been disced by DINAH SHORE for Victor and
TOMMY DORSEY for the same wax foundry.

SPIKE JONES and.his “City Slickers” wrap up the
comedy field in one disc, a Victor burlesque of “Cocktails
for Two” which should send you . . . and bring you back.
“Leave Those Dishes in the Sink, Ma” is the plattermate,
a MILTON BERLE tune. HORACE HEIDT does “More
and More” and “Lucky To Be Me.” It's on a Columbia
and the funny twist is that MEL HENKE, who plays piano
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Dave Fayre
and
tliff Starr

on the sides, is a new exclusive solo artist for that firm’s
biggest competitor, Victor.

GINNY SIMMS sings “This Heart of Mine” and “I'm
In A Jam With Baby” while EDGAR “COOKIE” FAIR-
CHILD’S band keeps the background moving and Ginny
does her duty in the fore (on Victor).

DUKE ELLINGTON has disced four of his own ballads
for Victor. They are “I'm Beginning to See The Light,”
“Don’t You Know I Care,” “I Didn’t Know About You”
and “I Ain’t Got Nothin But The Blues.” All four are the
most sensational ballads on recent wax.

t et 8. .. IN 4 SWING GROOVE:

Let’s be generous and classify a few things as swing which
may not exactly fall into that category. After all, a ballad
in swing tempo can be roughly classed as “swing.”

Swing singing is at a high peak when performed by the
inimitable prexy of Capitol records, JOHNNY MERCER
... and especially when the song he is singing is by Johnny
Mercer. “Ac-Cent-Tchu-Ate The Positive” ‘is the title.

Columbia has issued a new disc by BENNY GOOD-
MAN'’s quintet with JANE HARVEY and MARION
MANN handling the vocals. The songs: “Only Another
Boy and Girl” and “Everytime We Say Goodbye,” both
from the “Seven Lively Arts,” current Broadway smash
hit. Also available are reissues of “Fiesta In Blue,” “I Can’t
Give You Anything But Love, Baby,” “My Old Flame,”
and “How Deep Is The Ocean”—all good Goodman swing
numbers.

ARTIE SHAW knocks everyone out with his sensational
disc of “’S Wonderful” and “I'll Never Be The Same.” If
you dare to miss this coupling we’ll disown you for life!

HARRY JAMES comes on with his quintet playing “‘I'm
Confessin’” and doing it in that torrid groove which lends
itself so well to the James trumpet jive. The full band
comes in for the mate, ““When Your Lover Has Gone.”

PHIL MOORE, the lad who wrote “Shoo Shoo Baby,”
has disced his latest tune,.“I'm Gonna See My Baby” and
“Together” for Victor. Phil has a swell little two guitar,
bass, drums, piano combo which he calls the “PHIL
MOORE FOUR.” If you don’t eat this one up, you just
aren’t hungry.

Asch records has come up with a fine album by the 52nd
Street jazz combo, the STUFF SMITH TRIO, in which
the three romp out with some swell jazz. Also on their list
is a new twelve-inch disc by the ART TATUM TRIO—
“Topsy” and “Soft Winds.” You'll revel in its glory!



{Above}Count Basie and
a part of his orchestra
making a disc for Co-
lumbia—their swell ar
rangements of 'l Didn't
Know About You," and
the "Red Bank Stomp."”

{Above} Swooner-crooner Andy Rus-

sell, keeping a record date with

Capitol in Hollywood, and singing

"Don't Love Me.” Is he kidding?

{Right} lt's good to
see Artie recording
again. ‘s Shaw him-
self, and '''S
Wonderful.''

(Above) ''Saturday
Night Is the Loneliest
Night in the Week,~
a le Frankie Caile,
with Phyllis Lynne doing
the vocals at Columbia. {Right] The Duke

S bt o o7 s
tha "Carle Rangie " !v.e.c*s‘ at fhe. R.C.A-
ictor studio when
they recorded "I
Ain't Got Nothin'
But The Blues.”’
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Novelty number? Must be
with the gags that seem to
be bouncing between Gay
and Guest Joe E. Brown.

L3

OUNDING ahead at wide open
speed, the racing boat ploughed
into the shore, its momentum
carrying it right out of the water.

The instant it hit, its driver dived for-
ward, tucked into a tight ball, and
took five somersaults before stopping.

“Some" stunt! Who was that dare-
devil? asked a spectator at the boat
races on Wingra Lake near Madison,
Wisconsin. The year was 1933.

“Why, that’s Gay Claridge, that
young band leader from Chicago. He’s
been racing and stunt driving since he
left high school a year or so ago,” said
another man in the crowd.

When we interviewed Gay Claridge
recently, he had little time to devote
to his hobby—speedboat racing. The
commander-in-chief of the stand at
Chicago’s Chez Paree must keep his
ears tuned to a heavy schedule of
radio programs and records—he has
to be up-to-the-minute on the themes
and pet numbers of America's stage,
movie and radio stars who are apt to
appear at the Chez.

Gay has done three shows a night
for a long time, with top singers and
entertainers such as Lena Horne, Jane
Froman, Mitzi Green, Maurige Rocco,
Susan Miller and Sophie Tucker. He
has provided the musical background
for guest appearances of notables like
Danny Kaye, Milton Berle, Morton
Downey, Phil Regan, and Jackie Miles.
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Born in Chicago, on June 10, 1914,
Gay was a three-way “bug” by the
time he was a senior in high school . ..
on music, boats and microphone re-
corders. He is still wiry and light,
packaged at 5 feet 10 inches and 145

pounds . . . well able to fit into the
cockpit of a small racing boat. Gay
had a short-lived recording studio
after his high school graduation so,
when the band cuts a record today, he
is able to supervise the engineering.
In his hobby-sport of outboard rac-
ing, Gay has done very nicely. A
quick look at his cups on a trophy
shelf shows that! He came in second
at the Governor’s Championship Re-
gatta at Madison, Wis,, in 1933 . . . first
at Stevens Point, Wis., in 1934. He
raced and stunted at the Chicago
World’s Fair, driving up a ramp to go
flying through a hoop ringed with fire
. . . then smashing his boat into a solid
wall, diving out just before it hit.
While in Senn High School, Gay
played for many of the student dances.
Then, the dark-haired, hazel-eyed
bandsman started out to be a dentist
at Northwestern University—but his
band was so much in demand for fra-
ternity, sorority and school dances by
the end of his first semester that Gay
decided to become a band leader “for
sure” (one of his favorite expres-
sions). Many Chicagoans remember
Gay for the dances he played on Sun-

day nights at the Knickerbocker Hotel
and the Medinah Athletic Club.

“The break from college parties into
the steady field was a hard jump,” Gay
says. “Most ballroom proprietors think
it’s not too hard to satisfy your friends,
but they have to satisfy cash custom-
ers.” Gay finally went to Madison,
Wis., where he talked the owner of the
Chanticleer Club into giving his band
a job.

After a few successful months, Gay
received and accepted an offer from
the Edgewater Beach Hotel in Chi-
cago, to play in the Marine Dining
Room one night a week, when the
regular band was off.

While he was playing at the Edge-
water as the “relief” band, Gay also
found steady jobs at the Merry Garden
and Melody . Mill ballrooms—and at
the open-air Wil-Shore on Lake
Michigan during the summer months.

After Gay had been at the Edge-
water for about six years, Chez Paree
owners Mike Fritzel and Joe Jacobson
came in one Tuesday night, to listen to
Gay’s brand of music. On Wednesday
they signed a contract.

When he moved to the Chez, Gay
added three violins and rewrote his
entire music library. He also hds four
saxophones, two trumpets and three
rhythm instruments (drums, piano,
bass). When on the air, Gay does
some fast moving. From a vocal (he

.
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“talks” the fast tunes in tenor—-Jack
Milton does the ballads), Gay switches
to a sax when it’s time for the reeds
to come in strong. Next, he whips
around to the trumpets, where he is a
third man for awhile. Then, with a
jump, he's at the mike again!

Gay’s theme is “This Is Love,” which
he wrote a little over a year ago with
his pianist, Barney Speer. Gay con-
siders Barney to be one of the main-
stays of the band.

At his home on Chicago’s north side, ) of the blues. g\:
where he lives with his parents, Gay’s lovely $in9e" T ce, with NS
pride is Karen, his 150-pound Great .|a“;a f;:xan; the af\:h“M.C. of the
Dane . . . when Gay and Karen start a 12 maestro

Claridge:

baiting each other on the floor, the
furniture must watch out for itself.
Gay’s favorite tune is “Sunny Side of
the Street,” and he says, “I've always
liked it, but when I heard Lena Horne
do it for four weeks, that really put it
on top.”

Even more active in his “off” time
than when jumping around the band-
stand, Gay retains his liking for boats
and the outdoors. During the daytime
early last summer, you’d have found
him hard at work on his power boat in
Belmont Harbor. And the police along
Chicago’s OQuter Drive know his
motorcycle well, for he often rides it to
and from the Chez.

“I'm attempting to develop an all-
around band for show work and danc-
ing which will still go over in a thea-
ter,” says Gay. “I've still got a silver
dollar which a little girl who worked
at the soda fountain at the Merry Gar-
den ballroom gave me ‘“for luck.” And,
although I'm in love with this job of
playing for top shows, I'm still looking
forward to the day when I can play for
my friends in the ballrooms again.”
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{L. to R.) Artie Dunn, Morty Nevins, and Al Nevins.

they demand, and usually get, three of them! In the

air. .. on the ground and under the ground . . . on the
sea and under the sea . . . you're apt to find the Three
Suns, all strictly on the beam—and that’s more than you
‘can say for Old Sol!

Al and Morty Nevins and Artie Dunn—the Three Suns
to you—are heard in person, or via radio or records, wher-
ever there are servicemen. They have received reports
that their songs are listened to at the bottom of mining
shafts 600 feet underground . . . high in the heavens as
pilots guide their planes . . . on ships and submarines . . .
and in camps and bases in remote spots all over the world!

“And,” asserted Morty Nevins, “although we’re happy to
be here in New York City, entertaining service men on
leave, it's those fellows out there fighting that we’re think-
ing about.”
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0NE sun isn’t enough for Uncle Sam’s armed forces—

“You might remember my visiting the Circus Bar on
July 10th with my wife,” wrote one reminiscent Joe with
an A.P.O. address.

“What you probably did not realize was that I caught the
Clipper one hour later for London. It was our earnest wish
to spend our last few moments . . . for no telling how long
... listening to the music we both have always enjoyed so
much.”

Said Morty soberly, “The letters we get, the stories we
hear—sometimes we could shout for joy—other times they
almost break our hearts.

“We always play requests from servicemen. But, some-
times the men are shy—like the other night:

“We noticed two sailors looking our way and arguing.
Finally, one of them came to the stand and spoke to my
brother. He asked us to play ‘It Had To Be You,” and
showed us his watch. Engraved on the back of it, musi-
cally, was ‘It Had To Be You.' Did we play it!”

Jump tunes are generally requested by the younger
men. The officers and older men want ballads, or semi-
classics.

“We play their songs,” commented Morty, “and they sit
there remembering.”

G. 1. Joes overseas, who have no access to radio sets,
keep requesting discs cut by the Three Suns.

“They write to us for records,” Morty explained, “since
with present shortages even soldiers have trouble getting
them. Recently we waxed ‘How Many Hearts Have You
Broken?’ and our own first published effort, ‘Twilight
Time, on a Hit label—and received fifty or more letters
within three weeks, enclosing money and asking for plat-
ters—from men at camps, ships, bases and haospitals. Nat-
urally, we retyrned their money, and sent out as many of
the platters: as we could lay our hands on—but we just
couldn't take care of all the requests.

At the Circus Bar of the Picadilly Hotel in New York
City, where they have been holding forth for over four
years, we found the Three Suns surrounded by an audi-
ence of which more than half were men in uniform, some
of them accompanied by their wives or sweethearts. Eyes
and ears alerted for service requests, the trio offers about
one hundred numbers nightly. In addition, they do around
ten radio shows every week, including a Monday-
through-Friday commercial, many of which are inscribed
on V-discs and short-waved overseas.

The Three Suns deny that they call themselves by that
name just to make people ask why.

“Six years ago, when we started, we were all staying
with my mother in Brooklyn,” said Al, “and one day she
looked up and said, ‘Here come my three sons.’

“We needed a name and we worked on that. We knew
we had something new in rhythm so we hit on ‘Three
Suns,’ to convey the idea of ‘the dawn of a new rhythm’.”

Personally, the Suns are as different as the sun, moon
and stars.

Al Nevins, for example, plays violin, viola, and Hawaiian
electric guitar; collects fine records; likes Sibelius; can cut
your hair; and is an expert chef, with his specialties: sea
food platter and Egg Plant Parmesan.

Art Dunn is the “quiet” type, of theatrical background,
who plays organ and sings. He’s been all over the world
with his act.

Morty is contact man, the guy who can even get two-on-
the-aisle for “Oklahoma” if need be. He's interested in
journalism, but right now is sticking to playing accordion
and strengthening the tunes of the Three Suns.

In recent months, the Three Suns have appeared on the
radio with Hildegarde, and on the Hall of Fame—and were
seen and heard at Loew’s State in New York City. All in
all, they're grand music makers—a triple treat for G. L
Joe and Charlie Civilian alike!




Q’ UST when Ray Eberle began to
develop his singing voice, he was ex-
posed to clams—barrels of them. For-
tunately, he didn’t take on their close-
mouthed characteristics and wind up
as silent as a clam! This experience
happened because his dad owned a
hotel in a small New York town, Hoo-
sick Falls, where Ray was born.

“Dad’s specialty was steamed
clams,” Ray related liumorously, “and
I was elected to the job of cleaning the
things. Every weekend I had to wash
seven barrels of them, literally hun-
dreds of clams. And when I got
through with that, I had to take them
and knock them together, two at a
time, to see if there were any bad
ones.”

“When the clams were cooked, I
then put on a waiter’s uniform and
served tables and, when that was over,
I had to wash what seemed like a
thousand dishes.” He grinned. “Just
like those gags you see in the movies.”

Between “clambakes”—and not mu-
sical ones either—Ray and his broth-
ers Bob and Walt, did manage to get
in a lot of vocalizing. They had a trio,
and used to sing real “barber shop”
stuff, like “My Wild Irish Rose.” The
whole family was musical, Ray’s par-
ents included, so Ray had plenty of
opportunity to polish his voeal style.

But it was his brother, Bob, who
first broke into the big time.

“I was still ‘clamming’ at the time,”
Ray grinned.

“Bob was one of those typical band
enthusiasts who hang around the
bandstand all night. Sometimes they’d
let him come up and sing,” Ray remi-
nisced. “Once, when the Dorsey
Brothers played near our home town,
he sang with them, and one night after
they had played nearby again, he
came rushing home and said to me:
‘Hey, help me pack, I'm joining the
Dorsey Brothers!””

Ray promptly greeted this with
brotherly derision. “Sure, I'm Napo-

leon,” he razzed. But Bob, with the.

aid of his father, finally got everybody
convinced, and dashed off to join Tom-
my and Jimmy, at Troy, N. Y.

About three years and several mil-
lion clams later, Bob Eberly (he spells
the family name with a y), at the Ho-
tel New Yorker with Jimmy Dorsey,
phoned Ray and invited him to visit
him in New York. Rav jumped at the
chance and journeyed to the Big Town.

“I was really one of those yucks,

by Cal Cleapon

[HE EBERLE MIAMTIED ArS

you know,” he laughed, demonstrating
how he went around staring open-
mouthed at the tall buildings.

When Ray walked into the ballroom
at the New Yorker, Glenn Miller—just
then in the process of organizing the
band that was to leap to fame—was
sitting at a table with Jimmy Dorsey’s
manager. As Ray walked by, Glenn
did a “double-take,” because of Ray’s
resemblance to Bob.

Learning who Ray was, and that he
could sing, Miller signed him, after a
quickly arranged audition.

Ray’s association with Glenn lasted
five years, with Eberle leaving the
band shortly before Glenn broke It
up to enter the armed services.

Ray then joined Gene Krupa for a

six-month tour to the west coast,
winding up in Hollywood, where he
was given a contract by Universal
Pictures.

His movie stint includes a number
of musical shorts, one with Teddy
Powell, and parts in features including
“Mr. Big,” and “This Is The Life,” with
Donald O’Connor, Susanna Foster and
Peggy Ryan, in which he appeared as
a band leader.

C. P. McGregor, the Hollywood
transcription king, recently signed
Ray for a series of radio transcriptions
which will be heard nationally. Per-
sonal appearance tours are occupying
a lot of his time, too.

Ray is married to a non-professional

(Continued on page 59)
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for after that smile I was a gone gal!
Mentally determining to find out
whether he preferred blondes or bru-
nettes (with my fingers crossed, hop-
ing that his choice was the latter!), my
conversational response undoubtedly

/ was a bit slow. However, I didn’t com-
é ? ) t / . é pletely forget that I was there for

7 oco 17 ‘Clﬁétoc business reasons, so I began talking

about the subject at hand.

“It’s a wonderful band, Dean. ‘Whis-
pering’ has always been one of my
favorites—and your band seems to do
something special to it.”

“Thank you very much. We aim to
please, you know. But there’s soine-
thing not quite right about it yet,” he
answered with a worried frown.

So 1 knew that what I had heard
was true—that Dean Hudson is a per-

T wds with eager anticipation that
1 watched Dean Hudson, handsome
six-footer, approach our table in
7%%: the Blue Room of New York’s Hotel
@ Lincoln.
“You're Dorothy Brigstock, aren’t
” you?” he asked, turning on his famous
Arrow-shirt smile.
“Yes,” was all I could say in reply,
A

fectionist . . . and the most diligent of
young men . . . that his music comes
before anything else—with handsome
results!

I learned that there was a time,
however, at the beginning of the war,
when Dean was driven by a different
ambition—that of helping to end the
war as quickly as possible. And, if it
weren't for a too sharp Army doctor,
he’d still be wearing a uniform. Dean,
who joined up immediately after Pearl
Harbor, had been a second lieutenant
in the R.O.T.C. when he was gradu-
ated from the University of Florida—
so he stepped right into a first lieu-
tenant’s commission.

The natural thing for a band leader
to do, when he enters the armed serv-
ices, is to apply for a band-leading
position. But Lieutenant Hudson
wanted a more tangible contact with
the war. So, instead of leading a band,
he put to work his hobby—the study
and collection of old firearms. In other
words, he became an instructor in the
operation of small arms and machine
guns. He also got the job of calling out
the “one-two-three-fours” for early
morning physical exercises. If he was
a tough taskmaster, it was only be-
cause he’s so athletic himself—with his
background of golf, tennis, football,
and just about everything else you can
think of. He still thinks nothing of
taking a five-mile swim when he’s
“down home” (Lake Worth, Florida)
where there’s plenty of room. None of
this indoor pool stuff for him!

After a year and a half in the Army,
Dean was finally overcome, during

‘ maneuvers, by a physical handicap
Dean Hudson - which he had kept secret when he en-
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listed. Confined to the basc hospital,
other slight internal injuries were dis-
covered, and he was forced to retire
to the inactive list—one day before his
captain’s commission was due!

Before he entered the Army, Dean
had built up a strong musical momen-
tum. He started off by choosing mu-
sical parents, Mary and T. N. Brown—
which resulted in his being brought up
on music. His mother was a good pian-
ist, singer, and arranger. His father
was trumpeter with John Philip
Sousa’s band; played in pit bands; and
was a member of the local symphony
orchestra in Norwood, Ohio, where
Dean Brown was born. (The Hudson
part of his name came later.)

It was Dean’s father who taught him
to play the trumpet. Later, when the
family moved to Florida, Dean also
took vocal lessons. By the time he was
of the Boy Scout age, he was chosen to
participate in an International Jam-
boree at Birkenhead, England—both
as expert swimmer and trumpet
player. ‘ (DAbove} ! Mhaesho

In college he continued his music. Werga b v ﬁ::nH::w: L:Z
Although be entered the University of D - Vocalists Frances
Florida to learn business administra- % Celwoll and Phil
tion, Dean found time for plenty of 1\ . ":'C:‘?"f appear :i"
extra-curricular activities, too—things o ¢ i lett toregraine.
like football, boxing, making the
swimming leam, joining Kappa Sigma
fraternity and, as you've guessed by
this time, leading a band. His band
made the rounds of clubs, private par-
ties, theaters, and schools throughout
the South, under the name ‘“Dean
Hudson and his Florida Clubmen”
(there were too many other Browns
around!).

Two extra special things happened
to Dean during that pcriod. He met
Frances Colwell, one of the prettiest, {Above}) Trum p e t-tooting
friendliest girls you'd ever hope to maestro Lee CasHe obliges
know —and he was discovered by with a guest solo for the bene-
Tommy Dorsey. fit of Dean Hudson's audience.

Dean arranged to mect the creator
of some arrangements which had been
sent to him, and which he admired
very much. He was surprised to find
that the person with the white carna-
tion was just a slip of a girl. When
asked if she could sing too, she re- (Right) Dean's “discovery,"
plied, “I don’t know, but I'll try.” And lovely Frances Colwell, who
she could sing! Frances is still singing $ings and supplies the feminine
with Dean’s band today, having turned = 9'™eur for his bandstand.
down numerous offers from other band
leaders because, like all the members
of the band, she doesn’t want to leave
Dean. “He’s such a wonderful boss.”

As for T.D., he paid a visit to Dean
after hearing his band. The Florida
Clubmen werc playing for a party at
the University of Virginia in 1940, and
Tommy was booked nearby. Tommy
happened to tune in the “Clubmen”
when they played over the local radio
station, and he took his entire band
over to listen to and meet the band-

(Continued on page 66)




Bixby College Orchestra, and give a concert for the school board
in Universal's new musical picture, "Here Come The Co-eds."

{Above) When Gene Krupa opened at the Palladium, he partici-
pated in a super housewarming party. What could be nicer than
best wishes from Martha Tilton, Frank Sinatra and Jo Stafford?

Bob Parrish, former singer at the Bar of Music, discusses the music
for his new band with his arrangers, Bill Grey and Margie Gib-
son, just before he opened at the Club Alabam in Los Angeles.
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The "Tailor Maids,” are featured
in Stan Kenton's new musical short
for Universal, singing the ever-
- popular Latin tune, "Siboney."

g el Vbrdewvoont 1T

REETINGS GATES! LATCH ON AND LET’S DIG
THE DOPE FROM THE HOLLYWOOD AND
(GRAPE)VINE FLASH! ... It ain’t so that even
the alley cats are wearing dark glasses in Hollywood,

on account of all the swing bands are adding string sec-
tions—catgut ain’t that scarce! But the regular cats are
still making the glamour burg jump. . . . .

BANDSTANDING AROUND THE SETS. . .. Out to
Universal to watch the FRANKIE MASTERS’ crew make
“Swing Capers.” Frankie does a variety of tunes in the
featurette, ranging from “Stompin’ at the Savoy,” to “Take
Me Out to the Ball Game.” Technicians on the set got a
bang filming the “ball game” in which Frankie and the
boys put on ball caps, do a routine that winds up by one
of the gal vocalists knocking a homer. Talked to MARTY,
KAY, PAT and JO, Frankie’s girl quartette, who told me
an amusing story on themselves. Set to join a band once,
in San Diego, they arrived to find the outfit had disbanded.
Sitting glumly in their hotel room, they turned on the
radio, wondering what to do next. First thing they heard
was an announcement offering women work as welders.
“We were so blue we almost grabbed a welding job,”
Marty smiled. . . .

STAN KENTON was also on the same lot, doing his
second short for U. Kenton being one of the Old Band-
stande1’s favorite people, it. was a pleasure to hang around
his set and gab with him between takes. He amusedly re-
called how, as a lad, he used to visit the San Fernando
Valley with his dad, who wondered what would ever be
done with the then desert-like land. . . . Well, they built
a movie studio in part of it, and Dad Kenton’s little boy
grew up to be a musical star there! . . . Producer Will
Cowan wisely spotted a flock of Stan’s originals in the pic,
and you'll hear his theme, “Artistry in Rhythm,” “Eager
Beaver,” and “Mad for a Pad.” ANITA O'DAY does the
vocal on “Mad,” and repeats her knocked out version of
“Tabby the Cat.” GENE HOWARD'S assignment is “She’s
Funny That Way.” . . .

RRRRHUUUUMMBA is what I expected to hear when
I visited XAVIER CUGAT on M-G-M’s beautiful “Week-
end at the Waldorf” set—and I wasn’t disappointed. Took

HOLLYWOOD



Walter Pidgeon turns the table (or
sketching pad) on Xavier Cugat,
and tries his hand at drawing a
carciature of the rhumba maestro.

a gander at the magnificent set, then spent an enjoyable
session talking to Cugie in his dressing room. He was a
busy nan during shooting of the pic, doing caricatures for
a syndicate, making platters, and opening a new nightclub
—besides his film chores. . . .

MUSICALAFFS. . .. OZZIE NELSON says he knows a
trumpet man who retired and bought a roadside inn, and
of course he called it “Jump Inn.” . . . GORDON (San
Feornande Valley) JENKINS says he heard an awful row
at the Esquire jazz concert—two half-sisters were trying
to get in on a single ticket! . . . Oh, well, things are tough,
all over. . . .. They're still talking about that concert, in-
cidentally, even though it happened in January. Esky de-
serves the praise heaped on him by Hollywood and the
music world, for promoting good jazz, furthering racial
cooperation and helping a worthy war-service organiza-
tion in one fell swoop. . . .

. STUDIO SHORTS. .. . GENE KRUPA and ETHEL
SMITH team in a novel oigan-drum duet in RKO's
“George White’s Scandals,” doing a Brazilian number,
“Cho-Cho,” with Gene drumming with his hands. . . .
HARRY JAMES working on the same lot with wife,
BETTY GRABLE, making “Kitten on the Keys™ for Fox,
and doing broadcasts over C.B.S. with DANNY KAYE. ...
RAY NOBLE and HARRY OWENS in Republic’s “Lake
Placid Serenade,” XAVIER CUGAT in “Mexicana” on the
same lot. . . . PHIL SPITALNY and his girl band in “Here
Come the Co-eds,” at Universal. . . . TED FIO RITO doing
a short for same company. . . . Wonder when some music-
wise producer will grab up all the real New Orleans jazz-
men around town and put them in an authentie picture
about jazz? . ..

COLUMNIST’S DIARY. . . . Catching the rehearsal of
the JACK CARSON show at C.B.S,, and lunching after-
wards with FREDDY MARTIN. Freddy telling me a yarn
about the time he went with a band to.Finland, under the
name of Bjornson—and got stranded. . . . At AL DONA-
HUE'S home in Toluca Lake, listening to his manager,
FRANK WALSH, tell a tale of the band’s air experiences.
Seems they were flying into an army post and flames
started shooting from an engine as they circled over the
field. The band expected they would have to jump. But
when the pilot made a beautiful landing, they found to
their chagrin that only a little excess oil had been burning,
a routlne thing to the pilot. ... (Continued on page 66)

BANDNTAND
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{Above) Frankie Masters and his band give out with their own
jive version of an old favorite—'"Stompin' At The Savoy'—as
one of their numbers in a new Musical Featurette for Universal.
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(Above) Danny Kaye is a very talented young man, but if Ken Niles'
facial expression is any indication, he doesn't have the know-how
with trumpets, even with a lesson from Harry (the Horn) James.

Cowboys' “"Who's Who." Cottonseed Clark, emcee of Colum-
bia's “Hollywood Barn Dance,” spins stories ot the camptires
to Al Sloey, guestar Tex Ritter, Foy Willing, and Jimmy Dean.
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E’S got five Pennies, a “Nichol’s” worth of jazzmen

who make a million dollar’s worth of music. He's
Red Nichols, one of the all-time greats of jazz!
Probably the most prohfic producer of platters in
band history, Red, after a period of comparative inaction,
is back again with five brand new Pennies. And cutting
more sides of the kind which made him famous!

The new Pennies: Earl Sturgis, piano—FEugene Eng-
lund, bass—Dave Coleman, drums—-John Schmidt, clar-
inet—and Herb Haymer, tenor sax—are solid cats.

They have to be, to follow in the footsteps of the Pennies
that have preceded them. Pennies like Joe Sullivan,
Glenn Miller, Jae Venuli, Eddie Lang, BG, Jack Teagar-
den, Max Kaminsky, Pee Wee Russell, Miff Mole, JD, Fud
Livingston, Will Bradley, Bud Freeman, Eddie Condon,
and many others.

For the fact is that dozens of the top leaders and side-
men of today, now in the big money, were once numbered
among the Pennies. A sort of a ‘“dollars from cents”
proposition]

The story of the guy behind the Pennies, this Rajah of
the Records and Pundit of the Platters, is so inextricably
a part of recording history, that Red might have been born
in a recording studio.

Actually, his birth took place way out west in Utah, far
removed from the platter factories. But his future career
was perfectly clear at a tender age—he was playing cornet
at the age of three, doing solos at four!

Even though headed straight for musical stardom, Red
got temporarily sidetracked into studying to be a general,
when he went to Culver Military Academy in Indiana.

His sojourn at Culver brought him an appointment to
West Point but, more important, brought him closer to
musical fame. While in Indiana, he joined a cooperative
band known as The Syncopating Five, went from that to
a band headed by Johnny Johnson.

In 1923, with Johnson, he travelled to Asbury Park, N.J.
That’s when he first got together with two of his most
famous Pennies, Joe Venuti and Eddie Lang, playing in
the men’s room of an Atlantic City hotel.

This is no gag.

“While I was playing with Johnson,” Red related. “Joe
and Eddie were playing at the Knickerbocker Hotel in
Atlantic City, doing classical numbers. On my day off
I'd go over there and, after they finished doing this long
hair stuff, we’d go back in the men’s room between sets,

Red Nichols

\ / S fhe newlpennies—John ‘ » y and play jazz for kicks.”
|‘ . Schmidt, clarinet; Eugens P Before long, Red had Joe and Eddie in his own band (it
‘ E"g"”‘d bass; Horb Hay- still wasn’t the Five Pennies) at the Pelham Heath Inm.

mer, fenor sax; Dave

.’—-

LA i LT Earl% N Others in the band were Dudley Fosdick, Fred Morrow,
ﬁnano——-wnfh the ] Gerald Finney and a drummer named Joe.
E I calist WY'\" Fair G'L}lh- - This band only lasted a few months because the musi-

cians spent more time playing cards than musie.



The "Red Heads": (L. to R.) Red Nichols, Jimmy Dorsey, Bill
Haid. Fred Morrow, Vic Berton, Dick McDonough, and Miff Mole.

“The manager crabbed because the boys took so much
intermission time,” Red laughed, “and gave us two weeks
notice. The guys got mad and we packed up and quit one
night at eleven o’clock.”

Red was then in a succession of bands: George Olsen,
Vincent Lopez, Sam Lanin and the California Ramblers.
Meanwhile he had begun to make record history.

IZle had record dates on a dozen or so labels—Pathe,
Gennett, Columbia, Harmony, Paramount, Cameo, Edison,
among others. One of the names he recorded under (there
were so many of them Red can’t recall them all) was Red
and Miff’s (Miff Mole) Stompers. Another was the
“Charleston Chasers.”

Red graduated from the Ramblers to Ross Gorman’s
band, which was fcatured in the second edition of Farl
Carroll’s Vanities. And, about 1925, he and Miff went into
partnership as a recording team.

Some of the first sides were for- Pathe under the name
of the Red Heads (in 1925), whose personnel included Red
and Miff, Artie Schutt, Vic Berton, Jimmy Dorsey and
Eddie Lang.

About this time Red was also using Wingy Manone, Fud
Livingston and Pee Wee Russell. Brad Gowans had a date
with him, tuo, playing the shortest part ever recorded, a
two bar cornet break. To add to the fantastic elecment of
the thing, Gowans showed up wearing two unmatched
socks, two unmatched shoes and a bearskin coat.

“I liked the way the guy played,” Red grinned, “so I had
him come in just to play this two measure break.”

Until 1927, aside from his feverish recording activities,
Nichols was with Don Voorhees in more “Vanities.” Then
he joined Paul Whiteman, got married the same year. Mrs.
Nichols is a former show girl, nee Barbara Meredith.

Red was unhappy in the Whiteman band, and only
stayed a short time. Miff was to have gone with the band,
too, but changed his mind. So Red asked Whiteman for his
release. The rest of the Pennies stayed with Pops—JD,
Berton, Lang and Venuti.

Yes, by. that time Red Nichols and His Five Pennies had
become an actuality. It happened on a record date for
Brunswick, and Vic Berton is the one who put the tag on
the band. The year was 1926.

“Jack Kapp (Brunswiek executive at the time) came
into the studio and said: ‘What are you going to call the
band, Red?’ ” Nichols reminisced. "'Vic Berton spoke up:
‘Why not call it Red Nichols and His Five Pennics.”
Everybody but Jack laughed, but he said:, ‘That’s it.””

It was, too. A tag that became famous the world over.

Al the lime, Red didi’t pay much attention to it. It was
just a name to put on the tunes recorded on the date.

(Continued on page 62)

One of the groups Red recorded with was known as ''Red and
Miff's Stompers.” Above is a rare old photo of the combo.

{Below) Another recording group, on the Pathe label, was "We
Three"—Composed of Red Nichols, Eddie Lang, and Vic Berton.

{Below) This Columbia Recording sextet, which was under the
direction of Red Nichols, was known as the Charleston Chasers.




~

( 0 /-
57 (vée e fu‘ult

When a young student of classical music starts playing
jazz, it’s usually the occasion of a family argument—with
everyone, except the budding artist, of the opinion that
jazz will ruin his ability as a classical musician. To settle
this argument, we decided to ask the brilliant concert
pianist Jose Iturbi for his thoughts on the matter. Here’s
what he has to say:

jazz so much. I started earning my living when I was six

years old. I played piano in a church, a movie house,
and a cafe. I was playing classical, semi-classical, and hot
music—all at the same time!

Playing jazz helped my piano technique. It certainly
didn’t make me a delinquent. And, I can’t believe it affects
the young peocple of today that way cither. I cannot under-
stand this idea of linking music with juvenile delinquency.

Even though I'm generally known as a concert pianist,
1 especially like boogie-woogie—and play it often. Perhaps
the reason many people don’t like and don’t approve of
jazz is that they don’t listen to it carefully. At a recent
concert in New York I played a boogie-woogie number as
part of my program. At its completion, I asked the audi-
ence’s permission to repeat it. They enjoyed it more the
" second time than they had the first. The longer you listen
to jazz, the better it becomes. Each time you hear it you
discover new harmonies, new rhythm, new beauty.

' Of course, a few of the so-called Juventles—as well as
some adults who should know better—do have an unbal-
anced idea about jazz. Without studying the classics, they
immediately dismiss that type of music as bad, and un-
questioningly accept jazz as good, because to them it seems
to be the opposite extreme. On the other hand, some

(Continued on page 58)

]T’S probably because of my own background that I like




BLUE FLAME
(Woody Herman’s theme song)

Lyrics reprinted by permission of capyright owner,
Charling Music Corporation’

Blue Flame, lonely mem’ries, lighting my heart,
Blue Flame, only mem’ries, why did we part?
Ever burning, ever yearning Blue Flame.
Blue Flame burning sorrow deep in my heart,
Blue Flame will tomorrow bring a new start.
Ever glowing, ever growing Blue Flame.

HERMAN
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Something new has been added—
starting with this exclusive, compre-
hensive life story of Woody Herman
. . . amazing person, master musi-
cian! From now on, each issue of
BAND LEADERS will bring you as an
added feature a similar full-length
biography of a bandstand personal-
ity. Next issue . . . Frank Sinatral

O0ODY HERMAN becamg a band leader more

from necessity than choice. Not that Woody

wasn’t ambitious for musical success. He was.

Byt circumstances hurried up his plans in that
direction.

Confronted with the choice (if it can be called a
choice!) of going broke or becoming a baton wielder,
Woody became a band leader—but quick! One day
he was a featured sideman in lsham Jones' orchestra
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—the next he was the leader of his own band. The way
it happened was this:

As a member of the Jones musicrew, Herman had
been going along nicely, making a good salary, and
enjoying the carefree life of a musician.

Then, in 1937, Jones suddenly decided to junk his
band and retire from the music game. Woody and
the other boys in the band were left stranded, without
income. With the leader gone, it looked as though
the band would fold up and it would be every man
for himself.

This prospect seemed too dismal to Woody. He
came up with an idea, which he put up to the other
boys in the band.

“Let’s stick together and try to build up a band
of our own,” he suggested, pointing out they had
nothing to lose. While it is rather unusual for a
sideman to have the ability to lead a band and put it
across, the rest of the band decided to give the idea
a try. A cooperative orchestra was founded, the as-
sets consisting mostly of youthful enthusiasm and
a determination to turn a bad break into a good one.

The boys in the band expressed their confidence
in Woody—who had been on the stage for years—by
electing him president and leader, giving his name
to the new organization.

The first job the band had was at the Schroeder
Hotel in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. The opening night
had a double significance for Herman—not only was
it his debut as a band leader, it was also a homecom-
ing. . . . Milwaukee happened to be Woody’s home
town.

What better place to break in a new band?

Milwaukee is one of the individual and really color-
ful cities of the country, ever exceptional as a musi-
cal center. In the days when Woody’s father was a
young man, there were dozens of good bands in the
city. A really fine orchestra played for the patrons
of the mammoth Schlitz Palm Garden, where fami-
lies went to spend an evening, drinking beer and lis-
tening to music. Traveling theatrical companies car-
ried the fame of the fine orchestra which played at
the Shubert Theatre, now but a memory.

It is natural that such a community should be pro-
lific of musical and theatrical talent. Appreciation of
these arts by their elders served to incline the young-
sters of Milwaukee toward careers in these fields,
and the list of famed actors and musicians who got
their starts in this town is impressive.

much since he was twelve years old. He'd been

too busy touring the country in vaudeville. For
Woody was a seasoned professional performer at the
age when most kids are still shooting spitballs at the
teacher.

While other kids were playing marbles, Woody was
playing the saxophone and doing a song and dance
act up arid down the country.

Meantime, though, his education wasn’t being neg-
lected. When vaudeville engagements required his
presence away from school, a tutor went along to
keep him up on the three “R’s.”

“I studied in some of the finest theaters in the coun-
try,” Woody laughed.

Studying backstage and reciting in dressing rooms
between turns was interesting, but Woody got plenty
of orthodox schooling too. One of the regular schools
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0F course, Woody hadn’t been around Milwaukee

BANDSTAND PERSONALITIES

which he attended was St. John’s Academy in Mil-
waukee. After prep school, he enrolled in Marquette
University, from which he duly received a B. A.
degree. But even while he plugged away for his
degree, music was still in the back of Woody’s mind
and it could hardly have been any other way. For to
use an old and corny phrase, Woody was a “born
musician.”

parents (Otto and Myrtle Herman) didn’t imme-

diately recognize this fact. Like all fond parents,
they may have had visions of their son growing up to
be President of the United States. Anyhow, they gave
him a very presidential name, calling him Woodrow
Wilson Herman.

By common consent, his name has since been short-
ened to Woody. After all, Woodrow Wilson Herman
And His Orchestra is a little dignified.

“Parents don’t think too much about the future
when they name their children,” Woody smiled, “or
mine might have given me a different first name. They
wanted to honor President Wilson, but when I grew
up it turned out that my girl’s family were all Re-
publicans.” :

It didn’t take Woody long to convince his parents
that, regardless of his name, he was headed for a
musical career. When he was only four he was bang-
ing out rhythms on his mother’s pots and pans—and
by the time he was nine he had begun the study of
alto sax.

Being the only child of the family, Woody didn’t
have any brothers or sisters criticizing his technique
or pestering him while he practiced. By the time he
was eleven, he was so proficient on the sax he had
taken up clarinet. A year later he turned professional
and went into vaudeville, as a member of his father’s
act.

It was no kid act he had, getting by because of his
youth, but an adult style routine of singing, dancing
and instrumental playing of real merit.

The audiences loved him.

Woody also went in for dramatics, playing children’s
roles in the legitimate theater. One of his best roles
was Booth Tarkington’s “Penrod.”

Although he had practically lived with his sax and
clarinet from the time he was in knee pants, it was
really after he was graduated from Marquette that
he became a band musician.

WHEN he came into the world on May 16, 1913, his

Arnheim, whom he joined after leaving the Uni-

versity. After a time in the Arnheim band, Harry
Sosnik signed up Herman, and from the Sosnik
orchestra Woody went to Tom Gerun.

While playing in the Gerun band, Woody sat along-
side another musician who was also destined for fame.
He was Tony Martin, the movie actor.

From Gerun's orchestra, Woody’s next move was
to Isham Jones, who had one of the top bands of the
day. Famed as a composer and creator of an out-
standing orchestral style, Jones had one of the most
popular orchestras in the country.

It looked like Woody was really set.

Then came Jones’ sudden decision to break up the
band. What had been a wonderful set-up for Woody
and his fellow sidemen turned into a personal mis-
fortune.

HIS first job in a name band was in 1936, with Gus
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THE ORIGINAL HERMAN HERD, in a picture taken about 1938. (L. to R.} Woody Herman; Ollie Hammond, guitar;
Nick Hupfer, violin; Tom Lenahan, piano; Saxie Mansfield, sax; trumpet player, name not available; Donald Farrier, sax; Wil-
liams, trumpet; Deane Kincaide, sax; Frankie Carlson, drums; Walt Yoder, bass; Joe Bishop, flugel horn; Bruce Wilkins, sax;
Neil Reid, trombone. Hupfer, Mansfield, Williams, Yoder and Bishop were the members of the old isham Jones band.

Woody solved the problem, as noted, by becoming
a band leader. He also made another major decision
of his life by popping the question to a beautiful,
blue-eyed, red-headed girl. She said “Yes” and
actress Charlotte Neste became Mrs. Woody Herman.

They were married the same week Woody became
a band leader.

“I always said I would never marry until I was in
business for myself,” Woody grinned. “Well, I was in
business, so I got married.”

ately began to prosper and that the band imme-

diately shot to musical fame. But it just didn’t
work out that way.

As far as the general public was concerned, it was
able to take Woody Herman's orchestra or let it alone.
The new band really had tough sledding during its
early period.

There were plenty of times when money was scarce
and the “three squares” (and we don’t mean ickies!)
were not coming any too regularly—but Charlotte
wouldn’t let Woody be discouraged.

She helped keep up his spirits, encouraged him, and
never lost confidence that Woody would eventually
hit the big-time.

Woody and the band worked their heads off, and
gradually a certain amount of success came to the
band—but they still hadn’t hit.

“Night after night we played ballrooms, hotels and
theaters—and nothing happened,” Woody recalled.
“The crow{ s didn’t react the way we wanted them to
react. We didn’t seem to be able to reach them. In
the language of show business, they just sat on their
hands.”

By 1938, though, Woody and the band had a record-
ing contract with Decca, which ran until early in 1945.
Now, Woody records exclusively for Columbia.

lT WOULD be nice to say that the business immedi-

the blues.. In fact, the billing read “Woody Herman
And His Orchestra, The Band That Plays The

”

lN THE beginning, the band lcaned heavily toward

Blues.” Woody loves blues himself and he set out te
bring this unique form of American folk music to the
country. He also composed many blues of his own,
in collaboration with other boys in the band. For
example: “Blues on Parade,” “Blue Evening,” and
“Blues Upstairs and Downstairs.”

Although these tunes are now nation-wide favorites
and Woody has become so identified with the blues
that fans still request them even though he no longer

World Radio K;iory

carries some of them in the book, it took time for him
to popularize his musical ideas.

But Woody and the boys kept plugging away, and
gradually began to build up a following. After its
break-in at the Schroeder Hotel in Milwaukee, the
band went to the Netherlands Plaza in Cincinnati,
the Raymor in Boston, The Rice Hotel in Houston,
The Trianon in Cleveland, The Hotel Nicollet in
Minneapolis, The Edgewater Gulf in Gulfport, Texas,
winding up in the Glen Island Casino in New York.

Engagements at the Famous Door in New York, The
Panther Room of Chicago’s Hotel Sherman, The Hotel
New Yorker and the Hollywood Palladium followed,
as the band began to gain in prestige and following.

came in 1942, when Woody signed with Universal

to make a picture called “What’s Cookin’” The
original idea was to have the band play a few num-
bers, with Woody leading and doing vocals.

Then, one day, while the film was in production,
Woody was waiting around on the set for his turn to
go before the camera. To kill time, he started doing
an impromptu dance for his own amusement.

"The director of the picture happened to see him
and, becoming interested, questioned Woody about
his dancing ability. When he learned Woody had been
a vaudeville hoofer in his teens, he had the story
rewritten to give Woody a chance to dance and act,
as well as sing and lead the band.

When the picture was released, Woody got rave
reviews from the critics. Some of them called the film
a personal triumph for Herman. It is interesting to
note that two other young stars, Donald O’Connor
and Peggy Ryan, got their first break in the same
picture.

Woody has since made other pictures. Impressed
by his movie debut in “What’s Cookin’,” bigwigs at
Twentieth Century-Fox signed him for a leading role
in the Sonja Henie film musical, “Wintertime.”

In this §lm Woody and the band got plenty of foot-
age, and a swell chance to give with the Herman
brand of rhythm.

For his third film, Woody signed with Andrew
Stone to make “Sensations of 1945.” Cab Calloway
was also in the picture, and the two band leaders got
together on the set for an occasional game of gin
rummy between takes. Woody had an excellent role
in “Sensations” which again gave him the opportunity
to read lines and dance, as well as sing and play, in
addition to leading the band.

WHAT might be termed the band’s first big break




His latest picture, “Earl Carroll’s Vanities,” was
made on the Republic lot in the closing months of
1944. Oddly, part of the time Woody was making this
picture he was playing his fourth engagement at the
Hollywood Palladium, which is just across the street
from the real Earl Carroll's Restaurant.

had plenty of air time. He was on the Old Gold

show, has played numerous Coca Cola programs,
and was heard on the government sponsored “What's
Your War Job” which he began in January, 1943.

Herman’s own contribution to the war effort has
been many-sided. The walls of his office are covered
with citations awarded him for his patriotic efforts.

Besides taking his band in person to many Army
camps, Naval stations, Marine bases, service canteens,
etc, Herman also realizes that men in the service
need musical scores for their service bands, and
records for camp juke boxes.

Consequently, Woody has sent great numbers of
arrangements to service bands, as well as hundreds of
platters to service personnel all over the country.

Men from his own band are also serving with Uncle
Sam. Walter Yoder, bass; Chuck Peterson, trumpet;
Neil Reid, trombone; Jim Rowles, piano; Mickey
Folus and Sammy Rubinwitch, saxes; and Mike
Vallon, management counsel, are some of Herman’s
men who have served or are serving in the nation’s
armed forces.

Without any fanfare, Herman has kept in touch with
boys in the band who have entered the service. When-
ever he can, he tries to play at their camps.

BESIDES appearing in pictures, Herman also has

EING the fine person he is, Woody never forgets
his old friends and associates. One of the finest
things he has done, a kind deed for a friend, is

little known, but is an example of Herman’s great
heart.

When Joe Bishop (who, with Neil Reid, trombonist;
Walt Yoder, bass; and “Saxie” Mansfield, sax, was a
member of the original Herman band) became ill,
Woody kept his friend on the payroll for two years,
until Bishop recovered.

An arranger, who formerly was featured on the
flugel horn, Bishop is the composer of a dozen or so
hit songs, including Woody’s theme, originally titled
“Blue Prelude.”

When lyrics (which are printed elsewhere in this
story) were added to the theme song, its title was
changed to “Blue Flame.”

HE Herman Herd, as Woody's band has come to

be affectionately-known, has always specialized in

instrumental originals. Woody, himself, has turned
out “Choppin’ Wood,” “Cousin to Chris,” “Blue Ink,”
and others.

James “Jiggs” Noble, one of Herman'’s staff arrang-
ers, did “Bishop’s Blues” and “Jughead Blues,” among
others.

Sometimes the whole Herd joins its individual
talents in working out a new instrumental. The band
rehearses a couple of times a week, and frequently at
rehearsal one of the boys will come up with a new
riff or phrase which everybody kicks around until a
new tune is “set.”

Then one of the arrangers goes to work, puts the
tune down on manuscript paper, and into the already
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extensive library it goes. Frequently, such a tune is
recorded and becomes an outstanding hit.

incidentally, has sold three quarters of a million

copies, is “Woodchopper’s Ball.” This perennial
favorite is still going strong in all parts of the world.
Surveys by producers of the service air-show “Com-
mand Performance,” indicate it is the most requested
tune among service men. )

“The Woodchoppers,” of course, are one of two
small “bands within a band” featured by Woody.
“The Four Chips™ is the other. Personnel of the
groups has changed from time to time, due to the war
and other reasons, so various sidemen have been in
the *“’Choppers” and “Chips.”

However, the instrumentation for the “Woodchop-
pers” is Woody on clarinet, with drums, piano, bass,
trumpet, trombone and guitar. The “Chips” lineup,
in addition to Herman, is drums, piano and bass.

One of Woody’s platters is dedicated to the ‘Four
Chips,” with “Chips’ Blues,” and “Chips’ Boogie-
Woogie” on adjoining sides. “The Woodchoppers”
are heard on a record in “Fan It,” and “South.”

TO DATE, the most popular Herman record which,

at a furious rate, and have piled up a large back-

log of unreleased records. Just before the band
left Hollywood at the tail end of 1944, four sides were
cut for Decca.

The titles: “Saturday Night Is The Loneliest Night
of the Week,” with a Frances Wayne vocal; the Duke
Ellington nostalgic “I Ain’t Got Nothing But the
Blues”; “As Long As I Live”; and “Please Don’t Say
No, Say Maybe.”

An interesting sidelight on this record date is the
fact that part of these sides were waxed at the end of
a string of one night stands up and down the West
Coast.

Arriving in Los Angeles about five a.m., Herman
and his men grabbed a small batch of nod, had a quick
bite, and hurried to Decca’s Melgose Avenue studios
to turn out a top-notch bunch of discs.

The high quality of the records is a tribute to the
ability of Woody and his band to work under pres-
sure, even though worn from travel and lack of sleep.
Consistency is an attribute of the Herman Herd.

In addition to Frances Wayne's fine vocals, inspired
tram work by Bill Harris, and marvelous section work
by the whole band, the records also spotlight some
moving alto sax by Woody, himself.

This is of more than passing interest for, though
Herman has been an expert saxophonist most of his
life, until recently he preferred, and featured, his
clarinet to the exclusion of his sax.

He became so identified with the clarinet, that most
music fans had forgotten his dual ability with the
reeds. However, since May of 1944, Woody has been
bringing his alto more and more to the forefront.

This is all to the good, for he is developing a style

that is fresh, newly interesting, and of musical merit.

RECENTLY Woody and the boys have been waxing

feeling and little nuances of expression and, above

all, sincerity.
Herman’s singing, by the way, is a good pattern for
any hepster to follow in developing a style, either
instrumental or vocal.

L Woody’s singing, his alto sax work stresses
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Few people in the band business have Herman’s
vocal versatility. Some are known as balladiers, others
as jive experts or blues shouters, and many have
climbed to fame by their interpretation of novelty or
“cute” tunes. Each one has his own particular niche
and stays in it.

Not so Herman. Sweet or swing, blues or ballads,
novelties or nut songs—he sings them all with equal
facility.

He can croon softly at slow tempo, with a sincerity
and feeling few others achieve, such things as
“Frenesi,” “Take Me Back to Sorrento,” and “Au-
tumn.” Then turn around and shout the blues in
down-to-earth fashion on “Riverbed Blues” or “Bes-
sie’s Blues.” And who can forget that throaty rendi-
tion of “Who Dat?”

Boogie-woogie jazz finds Herman scatting along on
“Boogie-Woogie Bugle Boy,” then jumping out of
jazz character to sock across, with an abundance of
humor, novelties like “Fan it,” “Carolina in the Morn-
ing,” or “Oh Look at Me Now.”

the listener receives the full impact of the tune’s
original message, as intended by its composer.

Herman has very definite ideas on this subject.
Where many leaders by-pass ideas of the composer,
substituting their own interpretation of a musical
theme or lyric, Woody is the songwriter’s friend.

It is his contention that a band or a singer should
constan‘ly strive to interpret the song’s meaning and
mood. “Don’t lose the composer’s idea,” is the guide
followed in developing his library.

“Deciding what treatment to give a tune when you
add it to the library is more of a problem than the
average person realizes” Wondy said “In our hand,
we study the song carefully before we touch it, trying
to ‘teel’ the idea or sentiment the composer is trying
to get across.”

“Take a tune like ‘Blues in the Night,” for example.
It has an obvious feeling of nostalgia, a lon-ing which
can be expressed best by the real blues construction.
Playing it at a fast tempo, with a lot of hot riffs,
would destroy the beauty of both lyrics and music.”

Strictly ballad tunes, Herman thinks, should be
arranged with the emphasis on the vocal chorus. with
the lyrics played up and put over for everything there
is in them.

Boogie-woogie things are accorded a treatment at
a bright, gay tempo, with the vocals sold in a virile.
happy manner. On novelties, humor is the keynote, as
a rule, for funny lyrics or a unique melody are usually
the song’s selling points. Herman strives to present
them in a manner to take advantage of every ounce
of novelty.

Woody Herman not only plays the blues, he selects
music from one of the most varied musical libraries
extant.
~ “In our band.” Woody commented, “we try to mix
softly romantic ballads, Hit Parade tunes, jump stuff,
boogie-woogie, blues, novelties, and the like in a pro-
portion which pleases everyvone—the voung hep kids
and older people alike.”

In some bands, the result would be a hybrid of
harmonies neither fish nor fowl (or, if you prefer, hep
nor square), but like its leader, the Herman organi-
zation has a reputation for versatility. The band plays
anything well,

NO MATTER in what style or tempo Woody sings,

BANDSTAND PERSONALITIES
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O DESCRIBE the kind of music the Herd plays,
'l‘“ﬁne music that everyone likes,” while an under-

statement, comes close to being the most apt de-
scriptive phrase. It is impossible to generalize with
so versatile an outfit, categorically stating that it plays
“swing,” or “sweet,” or “jump” or ‘“jazz” style. It’s a
jump band, of course, but it plays wonderfully sweet,
too.

However, lest this give the impression that the band
is “commercial,” in the sense that it plays music
poured in a mold standardized to catch the public
fancy, it should be emphatically stated that the Her-
man Herd is probably the most “non-commercial”
band in the business.

Good musical taste, or freedom of expression, is
never sacrificed for commercial “tricks.” Improvisa-
tion is unirammeled, inspiration unfettered, and the
scores take full advantage of each sideman’s style
and ability.

Woody uses the conventional big band instrumen-
tation (except for the small featured groups already
mentioned) consisting of a five-man reed section; five
trumpets; three trombones; and a four-man rhythm
section (dubbed by some critics the “All-American
Rhythm Section”) consisting of piano, drums, string
bass and guitar.

Two feminine members of the band are vocalist
Frances Wayne, and Marjoriec Hyams, vibraphonist.
Woody, of course, sings, leads the band, and plays
clarinet and sax.

When he steps back to blend with the sax section,
a six part voicing is available to his arrangers, for
reed eflects.

time, due to war conditions, but most of the Her-
man stars are still intact. The most recent list of
personnel available at this writing was as follows:
Woody Herman. leader. clarinet and alto sax;
Reeds: Joe “Flip” Phillips, Sam Marowitz (lead alto),
Johnny La Porta. Pete Mondello. Skippy De Sair;
Brass: Ray Wetzel, Pete Candoli, Neal Hefti, Charles
Frankhauser. Karl Warwick. trumpets; Bill Harris
Ed Kiefer, Ralph Pfifiner, trombones; Rhythm: Ralph
Burns, piano; Billy Bauer, guitar; Chubby Jackson,
bass; Dave Tough, drums; with Frances Wayne for
vocals, and Marjorie Hyams, vibraphones.
Pianist Ralph Burns and trumpeter Neal Hefti are
also arrangers, and responsible for many of the out-
standing scores in Herman’s book.

A FEW changes of personnel occur from time to

the second time Woody has featured a girl instru-

mentalist with his aggregation. Billie Rogers, a
fine feminine trumpeier, was the first girl to be fea-
tured in the brass section of a name band, when Her-
man spotlighted her both as an instrumentalist and
vocalist.

Since leaving the band, Billie has organized and
directed a successful band of her own.

Woody is also the first band leader to have a bass
player who plays a five-string bass. Chubby Jackson,
who is also featured in a comedy role, has been ex-
perimenting with the five-string bass idea for some
time, and has designed an instrument along these
lines, for mass production when the war is over.

The innovation has caused much comment among
musicians, especially bass plavers, for the string bass

THE presence of Marjorie Hyams in the band marks
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has had four strings traditionally, from its earliest
history.

Adding of an extra string may revolutionize bass
playing, or at least give added scope and power to
rhythmic effects and backgrounds. Jackson's experi-
ment is being watched with interest. especially by
the Headman of the Herd.

as well as in name now, for Herman'’s orchestra is
no longer a cooperative or corporation band. The
corporation was dissolved a little over a year ago, and
Woody is now full owner as well as leader of the band.

Aside from Joe Bishop, others from the Isham
Jones band or early members of the first Herman
band, such as Tram man Neil Reid; Walt Yoder, bass;
“Saxie” Mansfield, sax; Steady Nelson, Tommy Len-
ahan, piano; and Frankie Carlson, drums; are in the
service, out of the music gane, or with other bands.

The present Herman Herd does not concentrate on
the blues as much as the earlier outfit. Blues still have
their rightful place in the Herd library, but a more
varied manusecript is used today. And each score is as
carefully prepared, rehearsed and presented as an-
other.

Woody has exacting ideas about his arrangements.
He demands consistency of production and presenta-
tion. He wants the band to play a high level of fine
music throughout, from opening number to closing
number. Not a few “killer-dillers” spotted in lesser
or mediocre material.

Herman’'s method of obtaining what he wants from
the band is quite in contrast to that of some of the
more temperamental maestros. Calm, and quiet-
spoken, Woody directs the band informally.

To get an effect, or correct a phrase, he usually
speaks casually to the instrumentalist or section con-
cerned, saying something like:

“Just as a suggestion, why not try it with a little
sharper attack,” or to a soloist having difficulty with
an ad-lib phrase:

“Do you think it lays just right, to make something
out of it? Why not just stick a little closer to the
melody?”

That Herman’s men respond to this sort of leader-
ship is obvious—the proof is in the listening.

THE Headman. incidentally, is actually that in fact

friendly personality. Not the back-slapping type,
Herman is one of the best liked personalities in
the band business.

Good-looking as well as talented, he makes an ideal
band leader. Of medium height (5’ 10”), he has dark
brown curly hair, blue eyes. and weighs about 150
pounds. He dresses well. wears both formal and in-
formal clothes to advantage. He enjoys sport clothes,
such as unmatched slacks and coats, wears them
frequently.

HARDLY anyone fails to respond to Woody's

hardly be mistaken for a gangster, yet it is an
amusing and little known fact of his life, that he
actually was, early in his career.

While playing in Chicago during prohibition days,
while still a sideman, Herman was walking along a
Chicago street one night, with some musician friends,
when he was “put on the spot,” and shot in the leg.

It was learned later, that he had been mistaken for
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HIS personal appearance is such that he could

BANDSTAND PERSONALITIES

a well-known underworld character whom he re-
sembled.

JOODY is far from being any kind of a “charac-
acter,” himself. He is devoted to his wife, and to
their sweet little daughter, Ingrid, who was born

September 3. 1941,

Having majored in English literature while at col-
lege, he enjoys reading, and reads whenever his busy
schedule permits. He tries to keep up with all the
new books and current affairs. And, like most Amer-
icans, he gets his kick from the comic pages.

His favorite sports are horseback riding and ice-
skating, and after the war he would like to go in for
racing midget automobiles—not as a driver, but
backer.

Woody enjoys good classical musie, but wishes he
had more time to study it as seriously as he would
like to do. He owns an extensive record collection,
numbering both popular and classical discs. Koste-
lanetz, Toscanini and David Rose are among the con-
ductors represented in his collection.

Herman also admires Duke Ellington—is especially
fond of the Duke’s futuristic stuff. It is interesting to
note that he was runner-up to the Duke in the swing
band classification of a national poll won by Ellington.

Like all musicians, faced with the problems of eat-
ing at all hours, away from home and on the road,
Herman has an adaptable appetite. However, he is
known as a “roast beef eater.”

Most of Woody's personal friends are musicians,
though one of his closest personal friends is comedian
Don Cummings. Dogs (he has a pet cocker spaniel)
and horses are his best animal friends.

He likes movies, though he doesn’t have much
chance to see many, and his favorite star of the movies
is Humphrey Bogart. Another star he admires is Joe
DiMaggio, the diamond star, and he has DiMaggio’s
autograph.

For his own fans, Woody has a special secretarial
service to handle fan mail and insure prompt answers
to requests for pictures and autographs. The address
is: Woody Herman, 1270 Sixth Avenue, New York 20,
N. Y.

Hollywood, he still has a warm spot in his heart for

his home town of Milwaukee, where his dad is now
an executive for the Nunn-Bush Shoe company. Dad
Herman likes to sing, himself, so apparently Woody's
vocal talents are a “chip off the old block.”

The elder Herman can be justifiably proud of his
son, for Woody Herman and the Herman Herd have
definitely hit the musical jackpot, and it couldn’t hap-
pen to a nicer guy. When it happened, it happened
quick, but it was the years of hard work and Woody’s
faith that did it.

“About a year ago,” he smiled, “things began to pop.
People seemed to catch on to what we were trying to
do. Fan mail began to come along fast, the press
jumped on our bandwagon, crowds came to hear us
and our record sales tripled in a month. The band
had caught on—boy were WE happy.”

Happy about the present, Herman has his eye on the
future, too. It will be a long time before he retires.
Meanwhile, his ambition is to keep his band at the
top, to continue to produce fine music, to introduce
new musical ideas and keep ahead of the crowd.

THOUGH Woody shuttles between New York and
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OU’RE on!” That’s a familiar enough cry to stage folk.

It means that the spotlights are burning, the audience

has hushed as the house lights dim and the curtain

rolls up silently on a world of music and laughter and
make-believe.

Band leader Billie Rogers has known the meaning of
“You’re on!” since she was knee-high to a floodlight.
Though she's only twenty-four, the young trumpet player
has been taking encores professionally since she was nine
years old, when her Dad introduced her to theatrical life
by giving her a chair in his orchestra.

I met Billie at the Hotel Roosevelt in Washington, D.C,,
where her band was playing, to ask her a few questions
about her career, knowing that Banp LEeapers readers
would be interested in the story of the only gal who leads
a name swing outfit and plays an instrument too.

First of all, I'd better tell you that Billie is a cute chick
with a hip appeal, which means that she’s very pretty and
has a vivacious personality.

“Whatever gave you the idea of grabbing a baton and
getting up in front of a band?” I asked as we sat over
cokes in the swanky Victory Room, after introductions.

“And why not?” Billie wanted to know, very logically.
“I believe that if a girl wants to take her chance on a
career in any field—whether it's medicine, music, or as a
milkman—she has a perfect right to that chance.”

“I think you're right,” agreed your reporter hastily. “In
fact, I'm all for it. But how did you come to that conclu-
sion? Most young ladies are content with a home and
husband, the way I hear it.”

“Well,” Billie replied seriously, “you know that I started
working in vaudeville when I was very young. And when
I went to high school, and later to the University of Mon-
tana, music was always my big interest. I played with
my brother Les’ band on the campus and. after I left col-

lege, it seemed only sensible to me that T work in the field
I felt best suited for . . . and that was music."

“Did you have any trouble getting started? Even some
top male musicians find it tough sledding at first.”

“Oh, I had my ups and downs, all right,” Billie laughed.
“But that’s part of the game. If you fall out of the running
just because the going gets rough, well, maybe you never
should have made the trv in the first place.”

“I guess you're right,” said I. “But tell us the rest.”

“After college, I worked on the West Coast with my own
band, playing Hollywood night spots, and then I got one
of those swell breaks that everyone dreams about. A
Columbia talent scout heard the band and arranged a
screen test for me. I made a short subject. Woody Her-
man happened to see it and asked me to work in his band.”

“Which made you the first girl instrumentalist to be fea-
tured with a name swing band,” supplied your interviewer.
“And it seems to me that you made a few good vocal
recordings with the Herman Herd as well, didn’t you?”

“I did cut a few choruses,” admitted Billie with a grin.

“What happened after that?”

“Well, with Woody’s blessing and encouragement, I de-
cided to see what would happen if I organized a big band
of my own. I rounded up some young swingmen whose
work I'd always liked, rehearsed like a beaver, and then
went out on the road.”

By this time the boys were back on the stand, and the
young lady with a horn stood up and held out her hand.

“It was fun meeting someone from Banp LEADERS’,” she
said. “I hope you’ll find something nice to say about the
band in your magazine.”

That being the easiest request I've ever had to fill, may
I say that Billie Rogers’ swing crew is the most promising
I’ve heard for months? As for Billie herself . . . well, it
would sound too much like flattery.
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(Above) Charlie Spivak takes time out from
playing his trumpet to play with his baby son.

(Above) Sonny Dunham, famous doubler on trumpet and tram, on hand in o
record store to autograph his newest records for the customers and fans.
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{Above) Jackie Kaye gets his famous father, Sammy, to help him construct
a railroad in an off moment when he's not busy swinging and swaying.
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(Below) Joan Edwards receives Duotone's 150,- ar’ = e,
000th Star Saphire phonograph needle, pre- (Above) We can't recall what was that funny,

sented by Duotone's president, Stephen Nester. but we're glad Gordon Jenkins and Dick Haymes
" like the features and stories in our m:qazine.

(Below—L. to R.) Specs Powell, Oscar Pettiford, Red Norvo, Cootie Wil-
liams, Mildred Bailey, Paul Baron and Teddy Wilson. The boys were Mildred's
guests on her top-notch, hot-jazz C.B.S. show, "Mildred Bailey and Co.”
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(Above) Bob Moss, Director of NBC's Chesterfield “Supper Club Show,"
gives final instructions to Mary Ashworth, Perry Como, and Ted Steele.

(Below) Fred Waring doesn't seem quite satisfied
with the note just struck by Daisy Bernier during
rehearsal for his weekly Blue network show.

{Above) When two percussionists meet, there
are sure to be repercussions. Here they're com-
ing from Gene Krupa and "Hezuie" Trietsch
who've traded instruments for a jam session.

(Below) Glamorous Jane Froman puts the finishing touches on her make-up
in her dressing room before going on with the show at the Copacabana.
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tory during World War II, and one of the leaders

among such musical aggregations, clad in the blue
uniform of the United States Navy, is Sam Donahue’s
All-Star Navy Swing Band.

Organized in November, 1942, under the baton of Artie
Shaw, these blue-clad swingsters have covered more than
100,000 miles by land, sea, and air in playing for Uncle
Sam’s fighting men all over the world. Donahue, the young
sax-tootin’ maestro, took over as leader when Shaw was
discharged from the Navy in 1943. Sam originally was
deputy leader, arranger, and tenor sax star.

The band departed from the States just a few weeks
after its organization by Shaw—was based at Pearl Har-
bor for three months—then embarked on a tour that
covered American island bases from Pearl Harbor to such
combat zones as Guadalcanal and Tulagi, throughout the
south and southwest Pacific.

Returned to the States for a rest and reassignment, al-
most a year to the day after its departure for foreign
service, the band was placed under Donahue’s leadership.
And in their few public appearances in the States before
going overseas again, Donahue and his bandsmen demon-
strated the brand of music that servicemen are acclaiming
as the ultimate in jump ’n’ jive rhythm.

Arriving in the European Theater of Operations in
April, 1944, the Donahue crew was still touring Allied
bases there as this article was written, often playing seven

SERVICE dance bands have been making musicar his-

ANCHORS ASWAY!
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widely separated military installations in as many nights
for the Army, Navy, or the troops of Uncle Sam’s Allies.
Sam and his sailor swingsters also have played numerous
special programs via the British Broadcasting Corporation,
many of which were short-waved to fighting men all over
the continent.

Although he’s only twenty-six years of age, Sam has
been in the big time since 1938, when Gene Krupa hired
him for the tenor sax chair in his band. Sam also starred
with the bands of Harry James and Benny Goodman, be-
fore organizing his own outfit in 1941. His prowess on the
tenor sax won him a legion of fans, and no less an author-
ity on the subject than the great Coleman Hawkins named
Sam the finest white tenor man of all time.

Sam was just beginning to scale the musical heights at
the time of his enlistment in the Navy. His young band
was hailed by music critics during an engagement at the
famous Glen Island Casino in the summer of 1942, and
big things were in store for him. But, Sam decided to call
a halt to his personal career, until that day when the Axis
has surrendered to another Sam, America’s Uncle.

The Donahue Navy music-makers consist of many of the
finest ex-name-band sidemen in the service. Three key
members—Bill Nichol, lead alto man, and trombonists
Dick LeFave and “Tak” Takvorian—came from Sam’s own
civilian band. The outfit’s powerful brass section includes
what could well be called the greatest trumpet quartet in

- (Continued on page 64)

Sam leads his charges
through one of the band's
swing specials at an Alliod
base somewhere in the ET.O.
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{Above) Major Glenn Miller and Sam
Donahue, Musician First Class exchanged
greetings when they met in London
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ADVICE FOR

ABUSED SKIN

DON'T BE AFRAID AND STOP WORRYING NOW ABOUT EXTERNAL
SKIN TROUBLES, FOLLOW THESE EASY DIREGTIONS. YOU CAN

NOW ENJOY A PORCELAIN-LIKE SOFTER SKIN

HAVE you ever stopped to realize that the leading sereen stars that you
admire, as well as the beautiful models who have lovely soft white skin,

were all born just like you with a lovely smooth skin?

Almost everyone can have a natural, healthy, normal complexion which is in
itself, beauty, and which gains admiration and is pleasing to look at. All you
must do, is to follow the simple rules of nature. Models and screen stars must

give their skin special attention. So should
you because everyone looks at your face. Your
social success may depend upon your being

good looking and pleasant to look at. A lovely
skin may be a short cut to success in love and
business. Your pleasure is worth it, and you
owe it to yourself to give yourself a chance
to enjoy a healthy, beautiful complexion.
Medical science gives us the truth about a

lovely skin. There are small specks of
dust all around us most of the time,
When these little speeks. which are in
the air. get into an open pore in your
skin they can in time, cause the pore
to become larger and more susceptible
to dust and infection. These open pores,
begin to form blackheads whith become
infected and bring you all of the misery
of pimples, irritationd, or biemishes.
When you neglect your skin and abuse
it by not giving it the necessary external
care it requires. you leave yourself wide
open for external skin miseries which
cause embarrassment, self consciousness,
infertority, and make you feel like a
prisoner within yourself. When you
know that your skin is smooth, white,
and fine, you have more confidence and
it helps improve your personality and
your entire well being, A flawless skin ia
priceless. yet it only costs you a few
pennies daily to keep it nor-
mal. natural, more healthy and
lovely. Many never realize or
even suspect that the differ-
ence between having a glamor-
ous complexion and being
ordinary is just the difference
between having blackheads
and pimples, and not having
them. A little care and the
proper attention with the dou-
bleViderm treatment can mean
the difference between enjoy-
ing fine skin or nissing out on
many pleasures because of an
ugly, abused skin. The doubte
Viderm treatment is made un-
der the supervision of a doctor
and costs you only a few cents
for a treatment which you can
give yourself.
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Just write or mail the

coupon below, and you
will receive two jars of the
double Vidermi trcatment
with full directions which
are written by a doctor.
One jar contains a jelly-like
formula which is a highly
concentrated soap which
penetrates and acts as an
antiseptic upon the pores.
This is used after you wash
your face in the usual way.
After you use the special
Viderm skin cleanser, you
apply the Viderm fortified,
medicated skin cream. You
rub this in, leaving an al-
most invisible protective
covering for the surface of
your skin. This double
treatment has worked
wonders for so many cases
of abused skin and it must
amaze you, too, or it won’t
cost you a penny. You must
be absolutely pleased and
delighted within ten days,
or your money will be cheer-
fully refunded. It is a guar-
anteed treatment. Enjoy it.
Send for it now.

Use your double Viderm treatment every day, until your skin is as smooth and
clear as you may want it. Then, use it only once a week to remove stale make-up and
dust specks that infect your pores and to aid in healing external irritations. When
you prevent blackheads, you prevent externally caused skin miseries and pimples.

SEND NO MONEY

Just send your
name and address, or
if you wish you can
save postage and
C.0.D. fee by mailing
Two Dollars with
your orders. Mail the
coupon to the New
York Skin Labora-
tory, Dept. 65, 206
Division Street, New
York City, New York.

NEW YORK SKIN LABORATORY, Dept. 65,
206 Division Street, New York City 2, N. Y.

Name —

Street S

City. — — — — Zone

State..

Kindly send me one jar of Viderm Medicated Skin Cream and one jar of

Viderm Skin Cleanser along with full, easy directions on how to use them. 1t is

understood, the Viderm trestment is guaranteed and I must be delighted and

pleased with it, in every way, or my money is to be cheerfully refunded, 1 will

pay two dollars on delivery of ererything.

[J Check bere if you are enclosing Two lollars cash or money order (for regular
sizer, CTou save pusiare @l woiny vides 1haiges.)

[0 Check here if you wish special theatrical models and theatrical triple size
Five Dollare.

No C.0.D. to Canads and foreign possesslons, ~
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AZZ can be traced all the way back to ancient Europe

and Africa. For hundreds of years Europeans had

been developing their music—the colored people of

Africa their rhythmic qualities. Finally, the slave
trader entered the picture and. in the seventeenth century,
brought both together in this country of ours. The Negro
came in contact with the music of the French: of the
Spanish; and of the Americans who lived in the South,
particularly in New Orleans.

Recently a few writers visited New Orleans in an at-
tempt to reconstruct the past and set down the history of
jazz. And, because there still are a few jazz musicians
alive who practiced their art as a livelihood just before
the turn of this century, the scribes enjoyed some success
in their efforts.

We now know that, around 1890, BUDDY BOLDEN was
considered the king of the trumpet and that, when he felt
like blowing, you could hear him a couple of miles away.
He led his own band, owned a barber shop, and published
a gossip sheet. Some of the greatest musicians of that
day were employed by him. BUNK JOHNSON, who
played trumpet in one of BOLDEN’'S bands and is still
blowing away. helped fill in the story.

After BOLDEN came FREDDIE KEPPARD, KING
OLIVER, and LOUIS ARMSTRONG. all giants of the
trumpet. New Orleans produced the greatest jazz musi-
cians of all time—JOHNNY and BABY DODDS, KID
ORY, JOHNNY ST. CYR. SIDNEY BECHET, and JELLY
ROLL MORTON are proof of that.

The poorest colored man who wanted to express himself
musically found ways of doing it. Not being able to afford
a violin, he’d stretch a gut-string on a cigar box and
broomstick contraption; not having a trumpet, he’d use a
kazoo. Or, if a lover of the bass notes, he’d toot a jug in
place of a tuba.

BLIND LEMON JEFFERSON roamed the streets of the
Crescent City singing the blues. Washboard bands sprang
up, the washboard being used for a drum. Spirituals
were sung in the churches and, out of the troubles of a
race of people who came up the hard way, the blues were
born!

White Jazz. or Dixieland Jazz as it is sometimes called,
also produced names

. that are remembered to
this day. JACK LAINE
was the big man of his
time and. if you were
any good at all, you
worked for him sooner
or later. TOM BROWN,
DEACON LOYCANO,

(Above) Rod Cless,
clarinetist, whose
recent death was a
shock to jamx fans.

(Left) The late
Jelly Roll Morton,
one of the early
pioneers of jan.

/;/ aéltl J‘/N{e}

ALCIDE “YELLOW” NUNEZ, LARRY
EDDIE EDWARDS, HENRY RAGAS, the

SHIELDS,
Dixieland
Band—all followed in the footsteps of this man LAINE
who had shown the way and, incidentally, was in all prob-
ability the first to use a mixed band. Carnivals, parades,
dances and outings of all sorts provided employment for

LAINE’s men. His first band was called “The Reliance
Brass Band and Orchestra.”

Thus jazz history was being made—white and colored
musicians learning from one another. sometimes even
working together, developing a music that would live on
forever. Between the years of 1895 and 1920, jazz grew
up. But, unfortunately it wasn’t recorded—we can only
read about that music.

However, after 1920, jazz history began to be recorded
on wax. shellac, and victrola records; and.so was pre-
served. Since jazz is music, and music should be listened
to, not until recording became an established industry did
jazz come into its own.

Truly it's unfortunate that we haven’t any recordings
of the great jazzmen and jazz bands that lived and reigned
between the years of 1895 and 1920. We can listen to
almost the entire musical career of LOUIS ARMSTRONG
as it unfolds on recordings, but just think how much we’ve
missed by not having any recordings of such legendary
stars as LAWRENCE VEGA and BUDDY BOLDEN!

In October, 1917, during the first World War, New Or-
leans was given a face cleaning, and most of its famous
cafes and barrel houses were closed down, forcing most
of its jazz stars to look for work elsewhere. The great
migration began! From New Orleans, onto the river
boats, up the Mississippi they came to St. Louis—to
Kansas City. Some went directly to Chicago—others to
New York City.

Soon Gennett Records was recording KING OLIVER's
Creole Jazz Band. GEORGE BRUNIS, PAUL MARES
and LEON RAPPOLO of the famous New Orleans’
Rhythm Kings began playing at Friars Inn, Chicago. The
Original Dixieland Jazz Band started writing jazz history
at Reisenwebers, New York City. From out of the south
came MA RAINEY and BESSIE SMITH, two of the great-
est blues singers of all time. Paramount recorded the
first, Columbia the second. JIMMIE NOONE formed his
Apex Club Orchestra. JOHNNY and BABY DODDS
soon made Kelly’s Stables (Chicago) famous. LOUIS
ARMSTRONG introduced his Hot.Five on Okeh Records.
EARL HINES cut some beautiful piano solos for the QRS
label.

All this jazz music was new and exciting to the native
musicians up north. In Chicago, MUGGSY SPANIER,
JIMMY MacPARTLAND. FRANK TESCHMAKER, and



JOE SULLIVAN~—the Austin High School
gang—all came to listen and learn.
BENNY GOUDMAN, PEE WEE RUSS-
ELL, ROD CLESS, JOE "WINGY” MAN-
ONE, JACK TEAGARDEN and BIX
BIEDERBECKE were just beginning to
form their individual styles of playing
and all were influenced In oné way or
another by the music that came from out
of the south. Soon they too were record-
ing this “jazz” music.

New names began appearing on victrola
labels—RED McKENZIE, EDDIE CON-
DON'’s Chicagoans, WINGY MANONE's
Club Royal Orchestra, BIX BIEDER-
BECKE and his Orchestra. The white
musicians of Chicago, Detroit and New
York City were really adopting jazz as
their own and taking it to heart.

And then came the crash!

The late 20’s not only ushered in the
depression—they also introduced radio
and talking pictures to a wide audience.
As a consequence, the small band and the
small audience were soon on their way
out.

Broadcasting called for a large compact
sound——big musical effects. Instead of
one instrument taking a solo, using the
rhythm section for a background, we soon
heard three or even four saxophones
reading previously arranged parts and
two trumpets and trombone playing in
unison. -

The music arranger entered the picture.
Nothing was left to chance. There was
no room for the Jazz Band and its spur-
of-the-moment, improvised music. Tin
Pan Alley began putting out pop tunes in
droves, and_ this also spelled doom to
Jazz. Gone were the jazz tunes; gone
was our audience.

The country in general turned to radio
and to a new music: “the sweetest music
this side of heaven”:; “symphonic jazz”;

and finally “swing.” The most successful
bands became those who best fitted the
needs of the moment; those who could
and would play all the popular tunes as
fast as they were released.

Slowly, but surely, jazz music ceased to
be a part of our national picture. Those
jazz stars who wanted to enjoy life had to
put aside their art and enter commercial
orchestras. To some this choice was un-
thinkable, so they turned te other pur-
suits for a livelihood. A handful strug-
gled on through the years, living from
}1and to mouth, but sticking to their be-
iefs.

Then, just when it seemed that Jazz
was waging a losing fight for survival, the
hot record collector arrived! Books ap-
peared on the subject . . . new jazz re-
cording companies were formed . . . mod-
est magazines were published . . . pic-
tures of the great jazzmen appeared . . .
jazz concerts were given and, at long last,
a new, small (but intelligent!) audience
was born. The real Jazz—our own and
only original music form—had won its
battle for existence!

The greatest jazz records already have
been made. All that remains is for the
greatest jazzmen to survive; to come into
their own. The music itself, as an art
form, will live on forever.

SEND ALONG YOUR JAZZ QUESTIONS!

Beginning next issue, this department will
be devoted exclusively to answering your
questions regarding jazmz, jamx records, and
jazz personalities. So, if you have any question
at all about jazz, send it along to: Art Hodes,
¢/o BAND LEADERS, 215 Fourth Ave., N, Y.
3, N. Y. I'll answer as many questions in each
issue as space permits. But, please don't ex-
pect a personal reply by mail—I just haven't
the time to answer the many letters | receive.

much as | would like to do so.—ART HODES

Benny’s Lively Art

(Continued from page 19)

humor, Red plays very tasteful music . . .
he’s a double-threat man!

The quintet played one or two other
numbers, too . . . whatever they thought
of playing at the moment. All were good.
To top it off, Goodman reappeared in
the second act to play a classical selection
with Maurice Abravanel’s pit orchestra.
In this appearance, Benny wore a plain
black tuxedo—no sequins. He walked
out onto the stage, stood smiling at the
audience, and fingered his clarinet with
embarrassment as the orchestra played
the introduction. At the proper moment
he started to play. The selection was not
too heavy for the audience and received
nice attention. Benny played well, of
course. At the end of the number, he
bowed and walked off stage.

The only thing needed to make these
particular doings look like a high school
assembly would have been for the prin-
cipal of the school to walk on stage and
introduce Benny before he started to play.
The thing, while all right, seemed un-
necessary, so far as we were concerned.

But when Goodman and the quintet
were swinging!

“He’s good,” whispered a dowager sit-
ting next to me.

“Never could see that stuff,” whispered
her escort in retort. The dowager, how-
ever, was comvletely won over, as was
proved when Benny played his classical
number.

“Now that’s more like music!” whis-
pered the same elderly gentleman.

“Not to me, it isn't!” snapped the dow-

ager. “I'll take the swing!”

It seemed to us that a lot of people felt
that way. Swing fans were made over-
night by the Goodman Quintet at Billy
Rose’s “Metropolitan Opera House.”

Rehearsing for “The Seven Lively Arts”
was an unusual job for Benny Goodman.
Since there was only to be a quintet in
the show, and since all were top-notch
men, it was not a matter of practicing a
particular arrangement—that could be
perfected in one afternoon. More impor-
tant was the necessity of getting used to
playing as a group.

As a consequence, they got together and
“jammed” almost daily . . . playing what
they felt like playing, working out ar-
rangements just for the fun of it. They
also turned their rehearsals to good. They
recorded V-discs for the army—records to
be sent free to servicemen overseas. They
appeared at benefits, in concerts. That
was rehearsal routine for the Benny
Goodman quintet.

As a footnote we might add that even
the rugged Manhattan critics raved over
Benny in “The Seven Lively Arts.” You
can blame the plot of “Dream With Mu-
sic” for that particular show’s quick
close. B. G. has proved to everyone’s sat-
isfaction that he’s a darn good draw for
Broadway . . . as he is anywhere. Inci-
dentally . . . the play’s good, too. Love
Bea Lillie!

And a Rose with Benny Goodman’s
name sells|I6t5 of geats!

Don't be embarrassed by a flat, unde-
veloped or sagging bust. Do as thousands of
other women like yourself are doing.
They have learned how to bring out the
loveliest contours of their figures, whatever
their bust faults. Now you, too, can do the
same ., . . safely, easily and positively.

by Many Doctors
Your flat can be

into full and alluring contours. Or, if you are the
pendulous type, it can be rounded into high and
vouthful lovellness, All you have to do is follow
the easy on . .

dlet, etc., given In the great medically-endorsed
book, THE COMPLETE GUIDE TO BUST CULTURE.
Adopt these simple, self-help measures at once and
your bust will positively appear fuil, firm and
shapely . . . the proud gilamorous curves which
make you more desirable than ever.

Our Offer—Send No Money

You can now obtatn this unique book by A. F. Nle.
moeller, A.B., M.A., B.S., at s remarkable price
reduction. Formerly $3.50, Now only $1.98. Guar-
anteed harmless. Amazing lifetime results. Money
back if not delighted. SEND NO WMONEY, Just mail
coupon NOW

Highly Endorsed

363 Broadway, New York 13, N. Y.

Send the COMPLETE GUIDE TO BUST CULTURE in
plain package. On delivery 1 will pay postman $1.98
plus few cents postage. If not satisfied 1 may return
it within ten days and my $1.98 wiil be refunded.

Address
D CHECK HERE if you want to save postage. En
close 31.98 with coupon and we ship prepaid.
Canadian orders, $2.50 in advance

KING OF
THEM ALL

Present +fu

Hmazing NEW
PIANO INSTRUCTION BOOK!

*Jazz * Swing * Jump * Boogie-Woogie

Learn how to syncopate and play any popular
song right in your own home. Get America’s
amazing new piano Instruction Book—over 100
pages sparkling with novel piano improvisions!
Beginners, Medium or Advanced Players can
now learn the business end of popular piano
playing—how to reconstruct and build up any
popular song like the sheet music demonstrator
and radio pianist. Fanciful NEW Funfest fea-
turing over 200 Bass Styles, 400 Sizzling Breaks,
105 Professional Introductions and Endings.

A BRAND NEW EDITION! Complete with
r}zles on how to apply all lessons. Easy instruc-
tions for the beginner—advanced material for
tl'_:ose who play. Never before a book of its
kind so complete. Included is an INSTRUC-
TION MANUAL explaining how to apply the
entire contents of this famous book, in a logi-
cal and understandable manner.

HAVE FUN PLAYING THE PIANO! Not an ear or cor-
r dence course. You receive everything to
work with right at the start. The same material as
used in our Schools by Virg Ca h, one of Amer-
ica’s authorities on professional piano playing. It's
#n jmpressive array of PROF SSIO]&A{ KIANO
SECRETS revealed for the first time in any book.
Radio and Orchestra playing explained.

Thi: NEW EDITION intended for those who wish
the finest! Thousands of hours spent in creating this
complete, easy-to-follow course. Order your copy
now!—TODAY! Price $10 complete. Postpaid and
insured anywhere in the world.

CAVANAUGH PIANO SCHOOLS
475 Fifth Ave. Dept. 8 New York 17, N.Y.
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QUIZ Tn Swingtime

UNDER the cauldron I have built a blazing fire and watched the
witchly stew come to a slow boil. I have cast a voodoo spell,
unloosed my pet vulture, rent the air with a ghoulish laugh. You see, I
hate people and I try to trap them by writing impossible quizzes. I have
written this one to trap you! I hope you fail, spend sleepless nights
trying to think of the answer to Question Five. Bah! (Dixon Grayer is
truly harmless. Don’t let him scare you. A score of 95 to 100 means
that you’re a gate; 80 to 95, you're cooking with gas; 65 to 80, study
up, kid; below 65, get hep, Jack! Answers are on page 66.—Editor)

ONE: Identify the following band
leaders by their identifying theme
songs (Score three points for each cor-
rect identification):

(a) “Take the "A’ Train”................

(e) “Racing With The Moon”............

TWO: Aha! So you think you're hep

to jive talk? So you're an alligator

with your boots laced high? Prove it!

Answer true or false to the following

(Score four points for each correct

answer):

(a) If the slushpumps were playing en-
semble with the keys and hides beat-
ing a steady tattoo against a licorice
stick riff, it would mean that a plum-
ber’'s band was playing while the
locksmiths and furriers were dancing

with candy in their mouths. TRUE (]
or FALSE [1?

(b) .A band leader who snubs his audi-
ence can be called “hincty.” TRUE (]
or FALSE []?

(¢) “Don’t lay that jive on me” means
“Don’'t play that jive for me.”
TRUE (] or FALSE (]?

(d) “Give me some skin, pops” means
“Shake hands with me, chum.”
TRUE ([ or FALSE (]?

(e) If a band is “riding in a mellow
groove” they are on tour in a com-
fortable train. TRUE (] or FALSE []?

THREE: Musicians have a tendency
to talk in rhyme. The following are
common expressions. You supply the
missing rhyme word and a short defi-
nition of the phrase (Six points for
each one completely correct, three for
either half, two points extra if all are
correct):

58

(a) Mellow as a .......... ; definition
(b) Groovy as a .......... ; definition
(c) Square from .......... ; definition

FOUR: The following definitions are
to be deciphered into the names of
indicated (Score
three points for each correct answer):

(a) “Unhappy landowner” is another
way of saying the full name of a band
leader now in the service. Who is he?

musical stars as

»

(b) “To reckon, compute,” is the literate
definition of this band leader’s first
name. He plays piano. Give full name:

(c) “A current of water running contrary
to the main stream” is the definition
of this singing band leader's first

(d) She is a singer and, though her last
name is neither “beach” nor “coast-
line,” it might be. Give full name:

(e) He is a singer, band leader, clarin-
etist, and his first name suggests
denseness, as in a forest, surrounded
by trees and brush. What is his full
name? . ... ...

FIVE: What instruments, if any, do
the following band leaders play (Score
three points for each correct answer):

(a) Spike Jones. ...,
(b) Sonny Dunham.....................
(c) Vaughn Monroe.....................
(d) Sammy Kaye.......................
(e) Phil Harris...............ccooiivenen

SIX: The following vocalists are fea-
tured with band leaders.
Given the name of the vocalist, can

“name”

you name the band leader (Score
three points for each correct answer):
(a) Frances Wayne.................
(b) Teddy Walters......................
(¢) Doris Day............c.ooiiveiiiann
(d) Imogene Lynn......................
(e) Jimmy Saunders....................

Bach 'n’ Boogie

(Continued from page 44)

people think that jazz is bad simply be-
cause they like classical music. That’s the
wrong way to decide that anything is
good or bad. It’s a common human failing
to base one's likes or dislikes on con-
trasts, but I don’t think this should be
applied to music—each type of music
should be valued for its own merit.

Occasionally teen-agers come to me and
ask: “Do you like boogie-woogie, Mr.
Iturbi?” When I answer wih an enthu-
siastic “Yes,” they are delighted and say
something like. *And Bach and Beethoven
are no good, are they?” They’re usually
surprised when I interrupt with, “Wait a
minute. That’s not what I meant,” and go
on to explain that I love music—all musie.

A music student should not eliminate
Bach and Beethoven and Mozart. But, in
addition, by all means, bring on the jazz—
the boogie-woogie. Only genealogically is
it different from classical music. It, too, is
made up of sounds, rhythm, melody, and
harmony—and certainly has no bearing
on the morals of youth.

Back in 1830, the can-can was the sub-
ject of much discussion. It was frowned
upon by some-—considered to be morally
destructive. Now in 1945, the question of
the morality of this dance is buried and
forgotten. Do any of my adult readers
know of anyone it harmed? Of course not!

I have been asked why, since I am con-
sidered principally a classical pianist, I
haprened to choose to play the jazz
numbers “Blues” and “Boogie-Woogie
Etude,” for my first Victor recording
after the discing ban was lifted. And why
shouldn’t 1? I played it because I liked it
—because I knew that many people
would like it. The record sold 160,000
copies within six days after its release—
so I guess it was a good choice!

The credit for the popularity of “Blues”
and “Etude” goes to my sister. Morton
Gould wrote the numbers especially for
Amparo and me, and we played it the
first time together, with two pianos, at the
Hollywood Bowl. She has played it many
times on her U.S.0. tours, paving the way
for me to wax what has proved to be a
very popular recording. Morton Gould is
working on another boogie-woogie piece,
which I hope to introduce soon.

I like jazz because it's the outgrowth
of a progressive folk music. Beginning
with the primitive music of the Southern
negro—continuing with the works of such
artists as Stephen Foster—the American
folk song is growing up. Composers are
stylizing their music more carefully. Men
such as Kern, Porter, Gershwin, and
Gould have made splendid contributions
to music. The things they have done with
the raw materials they had to work with,
and an inspiration purely American, are
terrific. How could such music cause a
youngster to be delinquent?

I love to play boogie-woogie for young
people—because they really appreciate it.
I'm proud to have them in my audience.
Not only do they add warmth to the au-
dience and the hall, but they give me,
personally, warmth in my heart. You've
heard about people who like refiected
glory? Well, I like reflected youth. To-
day’s youngsters are wonderful. They
have no veil of responsibility to shade
their personalities. They’re sincere, spon-
taneous, frank, intelligent, and uninhib-
ited. I love them all. And that is probably
my chief reason for liking jazz. This re-
flected youth catches me up and sweeps
me along in its activities. I like being a
part of the spirit that goes with it.



George Tuckell

Johnnie On The Spot

(Continued from page 8)

“New York was a big place, and there
were lots of singers around, so I knew 1
simply had to make it this time. After my
first appearance on the ‘Basin Street’
program, I made auditions everywhere.
Then one of those lucky breaks that come
along once in a while, came my way. I did
a few songs at the Hurricane night club
on one of their Sunday night celebrity
programs. Monte Proser, the manager of
the Copacabana, happened to be there,
and signed ‘'me for his club. From then on,
eve{'ything happened so fast, it scared
me

Johnnie did nine additional appear-
ances on the “Basin Street” show, was
signed for the Capitol Theatre for five
weeks, and landed the Chestertield pro-
gram. Pretty -good for a boy who had
been told a few months previously that
he was all through!

But mere disappointments will never
keep Johnnie down. He still has all the
ambition and spirit of a high school boy
and looks much younger than his twenty-
nine years. I suppose his blond hair and
tan complexion have a lot to do with it
but, more than that, I think it's his sin-
cerity and great enthusiasm. And when
you watch him perform, these qualities
stand out in his work.

After Johnnie got settled in an apart-
ment in New York, he sent for Dorothy
and the babv. He misses California and
the outdoor life but, from the way the
picture offers have been coming in, it
won't be too long before he’s back in Hol-
lywood. However, this time you can bet
he won’t be working in B musicals, or just
sitting around. Though Johnnie is hanoy
because they want him back, he’s not too
anxious to return to movieland—not just
yet.

“I guess I'm a little cautious,” he says,
“but when and if I return to pictures, 1
want to be sure it's the right thine. I had
a lot of heartaches out there. I'm iust go-
ing to keep working hard and wait and
see what develops.”

“This is an obvious question, Johnnie,
but tell me, how do you feel about your
bobb,v-sox fans? They get a little hyster-
ical sometimes, don’t thev?” I pointed to
a large bruise on my ankle which I had
received as we left the broadcasting stu-
dio and fought our way through dozens
of“enth_uslastic Johnstan follawers

I think they’re swell,” he said hon-
estly. “I'll admit they do get a little out
of hand sometimes, but they're really

.. .Don't Fence Me In!"

wonderful kids, and I'm very grateful for
their loyalty. You know, show business
is funny. Right now the crooner craze is
the big thing, but you can never tell—

‘next year it might be acrobats or roller

skaters. That's why I want to be sure
I'm not just in on a pass. Keep your
fingers crossed for me, will you, Jill?”

“Okay, Johnnie, but I don’t think you
have much to worry about. Your real
break was a long time coming and, though
you've been on the spot plenty of times,
you've finally hit the right one. And I bet
this time you stay there!”

The Ei)erle Named Ray

(Cantinued from page 37)

(her name is Janet) and now calls Bev-
erly Hills his home. He has two cute
daughters, Nancy Lee, and Raye Ellen.
Two dogs are also part of the menage.

He likes to tinker around home and
visitors may find him fixing an ironing
cord for Mrs. Eberle, or repairing a dam-
aged tricycle for his daughter. Success
hasn’t given him any delusions of gran-
deur, and he is the first to tell a story on
himself.

Oneé of his favorites is about the first
Coast-to-Coast broadcast he ever made,
while with Glenn. He did a song “On The
Centimental Side,” which had been popu-
larized by Bing. It had a lot of “boo-boo-
boo-boos” in it.

“l was scared stiff,” Ray laughed, in
telling the story. “But once I got started,
1 put everything I had into it. I thought I
sounded just like Crosby.”

“But I found out differently,” he went
on. “Glenn had a record made off the air,
and invited the band up to hear it. I
sounded just like Donald Duck and the
band was all locking at me, and there
was no place to go!”

Eberle has since really gone places,
though, as everyone knows, but he is still
essentially the same fellow he was back
in Hoosick Falls.

His favorite sports are football and
baseball, sports in which he starred while
in high school. He also likes to play golf,
but he says his score is “pretty tired” at
the moment, as he hasn’t played much re-
centlv.

That Ray doesn't take himself seriously,
is sort of symbolized by a costume he
waore to a party at Lana Turner’s recently
~-he went dressed as Hurkleherry Finn.

For, in addition to being a fine singer,
he’s just a regular guy—the Eberle named
Ray.
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each weekday with songs by Morton

Downey. And here’s Jimmy Lytell

with his orchestra.” We had heard
that announcement many times over the
Mutual Network. We'd listened to and
enjoyed the following fifteen minutes of
lovely romantic melodies, old and new.

Finally, our natural curiosity impelled
us to find out more about the music-
makers on the program. We made a date
to interview Maestro Jimmy Lytell, the
man responsible for Morton Downey’s
orchestral background. We had lunch
with him—and, during one hour’s conver-
sation, learned and confirmed many in-
teresting facts about him. We discovered
that for over twelve years Jimmy was a
member of the original Dixieland Jazz
Band, and that he later played with the
Memphis Five.

We found out that, in addition to clari-
net, Jimmy plays flute, bass clarinet, sax,
and piano.

We knew before we met him that he
had already entered the ranks of com-
posers with his “Blue Serenade”—we
now learned that his newest song, “One
Little Glimpse of Heaven,” will be fea-
tured in a forthcoming motion picture.

Although Jimmy loves all music, his
natural inclination is toward popular
music, for which he sees a bright and
spectacular future. He said, “When we
were young . . .” (but don’t let that fool
you—there’s nothing about him to make
you think he’s anything but young now)
“ .. we had to originate our own style.
Sometimes it was good; sometimes it
wasn’t. But today the youngsters are
really hep to jazz. The radio has played
a big part in their musical education.
They can sit.down and play a chorus that
it took us weeks to figure out. These kids
are starting where we hope to wind up—
on top. They’ll move on from there.”

AGAIN it’s time for that date we have

He didn’t mean, however, that there
aren’t top people today. This ace instru-
mentalist has his favorite clarinetists, too.
They are Johnny Mince; Artie Shaw; and
Benny Goodman, who Jimmy thinks
plays with taste and whose music has a
beautiful quality. And Jimmy spoke here
as a musician. It had nothing to do with
the fact that he and Benny have already
arranged a family alliance in the form
of marriage of their offspring some twenty
years hence.

And that discussion brought us around
to the Christmas card we had received
from the Lytells, featuring a picture of
another, younger Jimmy playing a clari-
net. We asked Jimmy Senior about it. By
the twinkle in his eye, it was plain to see
that his year and a half old son heads the
lists of Lytell’s Likes.

It was because of his family that Jimmy
finally settled down after years of one-
night stands, and of directing so many
radio programs that his daily routine
consisted of dashing from one studio to
another. He gave up twenty-six air pro-
grams, varying in jobs from sideman to
music director, to devote all his working
time to one show—the “Songs by Morton
Downey” program, so that he would have
more leisure time for giving lessons on
the clarinet and flute to Jimmy Junior.

We asked if we might watch a re-
hearsal, and no sooner requested than
granted. From a corner of the studio we
watched him go into action, talking over
music and arrangements with Morton
Downey, then leading a splendid twelve
piece orchestra. Finally after an hour of
indulging ourselves by listening to his
music, we reluctantly left the studio hum-
ming “All The Things You Are,” and
scurried back to the office to tell you all
the things Jimmy Lytell is—a friendly
personality, with an unusual talent, and a
background of accomplishment.

RADIO MAESTRO

éy JO“& C:g_iertZ

Barnstorming

(Continued from page 11)

It was another early hop out of Erie in
the morning, back to Buffalo and then
across the Border, and through the Cana-
dian Customs and entry routine. Fine
men who do this tiresome job—courteous,
efficient, and with a sense of humor!

They came to Butch. “Anything to
declare?”

“Just my income tax,” said Mr. Stone
with a dead pan.

“And what have you got in that?” The
Customs official tapped the case that
Stone was carrying.

“A- saxophone.”

There was a double take between the
two officials. “Are you a saxophonist?”

“I'm sorry, mister, but I am.”

“That’s tough luck, young fellow. The
quota’s filled on saxophonists, Algerians,
and Patagonians. We’'ll have to send you
back.”

And that’s the way it went—everybody
in fine spirits, a lot of good-natured kid-
ding.

“Is that snow, or are my eyes going
bad?” Don was looking out of the win-
dow at a hissing, swirling stream of snow
that came suddenly, and now obscured
even the telegraph poles along the road.

You could feel the train slowing up—
held back by the force of the storm.

It was after six that evening when the
coaches pulled wearily into Kitchener.

By some miracle, a truck was waiting
for the baggage car, now backed on a
siding. Don gave them their instructions.

There was no time for rehearsal. They
caught a hurried snack at the hotel and
found their way to the Arena.

The house was beginning to fill by the
time the band arrived, for streets had
been somewhat cleared and transporta-
tion partially resumed.

When the show was over that night,
Don gathered the boys around him.
“We've got to leave here at five in the
morning. If you can get four hours’ sleep
beiween now and then, you're lucky. I'm
going to have some sort of transportation
at the hotel in the morning . . . it may
be only a truck. Now get some sleep.”

It was after one when the load was
finally stowed in' the baggage car. Don
got a cup of steaming coffee at an all-
night diner—then went back to the hotel
for a few hours of rest.

Songs have been written about Three
O’clock in the Morning, but nobody ever
wrote anything about Five AM. No
graveyard shift looked more sleepy-eyed
or heavily-lidded than did the members
of Les Brown's band as they piled into
the bus that was waiting (thanks to Don!)
to take them to the Kitchener station.

The train finally pulled in and they
climbed aboard. All day long it crawled
along, battling against drifts.

At last, with a final expiring effort, it
slid into the London station.

Les Brown and his band piled off the
coaches . . . cold, hungry, tired. As they
made their way through the drifts into
the waiting room, someone let out a yell.
In a corner, sound asleep, his coat up
around his ears, surrounded by luggage,
was Zito. He had beaten them in. The
only thing warm in the town was the
reception they gave him!

Don took over. “There’s only one way
to get up to the ballroom where we play,
and that’s walk—and it’s two miles. I'm
all for calling the show off, but 1 just
talked with the house manager, and he
says no soap. How about it, Doris, do
you think you can make it?”

“You've never seen me in action in Sun



Valley. I'm not exactly dressed for it,
but here goes, Show me the way, Don.”

Qut of the station dnor went Doris. You
can’t stop that girl!
“Make it a race,” yelled Les. “Five

hucks to the first one there!”

Through the snow they went, along the
streets of the town paralyzed hy the
storm. Don managed to gef a small res-
taurant to promise to deliver coffee and
sandwiches. .

As the band came in sight of the ball-
room, the final spurt began. Big Cy Baker
slipped and fell, burying himself in a deep
drift. Ted Nash and George Wiedler
forged ahead! It was a photo finish—
with George winner by a nose!

But—the snow had piled up in front of
the ballroom doors to such a height that
they couldn’t be opened. There the band
stood, shivering in the cold.

“Where’s Don?”—But Kramer was well
ahead of them. He had rounded up a
brace of boys with shovels, and they soon
tunnelled a passage into the ballroom.

At 7:30 Don loocked outside. “There
won't be fifteen cents in the house!” Then
he heard sleigh bells jingling through the
streets, and people commenced to straggle
into the auditorium, shaking off the heavy
snow. In they came—how they got there,
Don can't tell you—but by time to ring
up, fifteen hundred valiant souls were in
the house, and a great stack of skis out-
side—all lured by the magic of Les
Brown’s musicmakers. ]

The band gave a great show—a special
tribute to the people of London .who
wouldn't let a little thing like a blizzard
keep them from dancing and listening to
the music of Les Brown.

The next stand was Syracuse, where
they were to play for the senior prom at
the University. It meant another trip
through the Customs, so the baggage car
was sent on ahead on a three a.m. local.
It was Don’s job to travel with the bag-
gage car when it crossed the Border.

It was a black, incredibly cold morning
when Don and the car arrived at the
International line. The band, after walk-
ing down to the London station, were
following on a later train.

The U.S. Customs official was waiting.
Don wrapped his muffler tighter, and to-
gether they walked back to the siding
where the car was spotted. It was
sheathed in ice. They got to the lock—
finally managed to get the key in and
open it=—but the door wouldn’t budge.
Here was a silualion!

“Well!” said Don. Even in tight cor-
ners, he iever luses his smile,

“This is no time or place for a discus-
sion,” commented the Customs man with
a wink. “My next move is to find an axe.”

He went into a coach—one of the old-
fashioned ones, with a glass-covered case
containing emergency equipment. The
Customs man'’s gloved fist went through
the glass. He took down the axe, and in
about six minutes there was a hole
through the door of the baggage car
large enough for two men to crawl
through.

In they crawled, and the formalities of
inspection soon were completed. It's an
old U.S.A. custom to cut through red tape,
or anything else that stands in the way—
even baggage car doors!

Four hours later, Don and the car were
in Syracuse—the baggage on a truck, and
Les Brown’s road manager in a hot tub.

The band arrived, played the prom and
were off early in the morning for Holyoke,
Massachusetts, to open with a matinee.

They arrived at the Arena there at
12:30—just in time to set up and start
the show.

Then, out of Holyoke, early the next
morning, and into Providence, Rhode Is-

land—where they played at the Kaiser
shipyards, on Coca Cola’s Spotlighl Band
Program. They left Providence the next
morning for Boston, playing at the Clay«
more Hotel in the evening.

AL twa it the afternoon, the next day,
a New York, New Haven & Hartford train
pulled into Grand Central, and out
hopped twenty tired people. Were they
glad to be back in Manhattan? Butch
Stone said that he felt like going up to
52nd Street and Sixth Avenue and kissing
the sidewalk. Just why he chose this
particular spot, he did not explain,

What about Don? Were his chores
over? They were not!

While the rest of the band scurried for
their hotels and apartments, it was the
manager’s job to see that the baggage was
safely delivered to their next stand, which
happened to be Cafe Rouge at the Hotel
Pennsylvania. o

Now this is only a brief sketch, with
some highlights accentuated, of the man-
ager’s job. Even when the band settles
down for a run, there are a thousand
business details to be. taken care of—not
to mention payrolls, new bookings, pub-
licity, contacts with hundreds of people
each day.

Of course, the whole thing looks easy—
when Les Brown steps out in front, or
lays down a velvet rug with his sax—
when Butch Stone steps up to the mike
to do “A Good Man Is Hard to Find,” as
only Butch can do it—when Doris Day
warbles “My Dreams Arc Getting Better
All the Time”"—or when you see Don
Kramer just sitting out in front listening

. it looks so easy! But, hard work and
constant rehearsal are back of the smooth
performance of Les Brown and his Band
of Renown-—and no little credit goes to
the road manager.

The net of all this is: think twice be-
fore you decide to become a band man-
ager—you've got to have plenty on the
ball to be a success!

ADDRESS LIST AVAILABLE!

Send a self-addressed, 3¢ stamped envelope
to: Service Department, BAND LEADERS, 215
Fourth Ave., N.Y. 3, N.Y,, and receive an
ADDRESS LIST giving current mailing ad-
dresses of leading band leaders, vocalists and
instrumentalists!
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which will be refunded with first order.
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IRVING KLAW

212 East 14th St., Dept. J4, New York 3, N. V.

The Next Issue of

BAND LEADERS

—The July Number—
Goes on Sale May 31

with a full color painting of Woody
Herman on the front cover, and a
host of bandstand stars inside,

waiting to entertain you—including
Dinah Shore . .

. Gene Krupa . . .
Hal Mclntyre . . . Lionel Hampton
... Perry Como ... Charlie Spivak
.. . Johnny Mercer . .. Harry Sos-
nick . .. Jo Stafford . . . Cab Cal-
loway . .. and Frank Sinatra. Also,
an exclusive picture story, “52nd
Street,” plus many other big feature
stories and pictures. Make sure you
get a copy—order one at your
newsdealer today! Or, send us $1.00
(Canada $1.50) and we’ll mail you
the next 8 issues as published. Send
remittance to: Banp Leapers, Dept.
545, 215 4th Ave., New York 3, N.Y.
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Mrs, V. E.. Augusta, Kas,
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Money Bock Guarantee
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weight vasily, Many lost 20 pounds 8 month
and more. They are following the Easy Re-
iucing Plan of Dr. Edward Parrish, well-
known plysician and editor, former chief of
a 17, 8. military hospital and a state publie
health officer. Dr. Parrish’s Easy Reducing
lan_makes reducing a pleasure becauso it
has NO STRICT DIETS, requires uo ex-
erelses. HARMLESS, too, because it calls
for no reducing drugs.

Herc isx Vr. Parrish’s Easy Reducing
Man EXACTLY a3 glven over the ait to
millions: For luneh take 2 teaspovutuls of
CAL-PAR in a glass of juice, water or any
beverage, Take mothing else for lunch except
a cup of cuffee, if desired. For breakiast
und dinner EAT A8 YOU USUALLY DO,
Tt eat scnsibly, Don’t cut out fatty, starchy
1oods—just cut down on them, By following
Dr. Parrish's Fasy Reducing Plan, you cut
down your dally caloric intake, thus losing
weight naturally. You needn’t suffer a single
hungry moment. CAL-PAR i3 not a harinful
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ought to know including weight talles and
charts of food values.
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Fan Stand

to go to the printer right after our

first installment was printed, we

had little chance to receive letters.
So, we’ll have to postpone getting
down to real business until next issue.
But don’t forget—this is your column
—send along your letter! We'll try to
answer all inquiries received regard-
ing fan clubs—we'll do our best to
publish news of your fan club—etc.
—as space will allow. But, please don’t
expect a personal reply to your letter
-——we just haven'’t the time or the help
to do more than print as many an-
swers as possible in the Fan Stand
itself!

“What exactly is a fan club?” That
was the question asked in the first let-
ter to come in to the Fan Stand. When
I read it, I realized that the title isn’t
exactly self-explanatory. What does a
member do? What is his function?
What are his activities?

This time the column will be de-
voted to a discussion of those very
things—the basic factors which make
up a fan club. Here goes:

A fan club is much the same as any
other club. There are officers who
decide the policies of the club and
keep it active. These are the president
and the vice president. There are a
secretary and a treasurer to handle
the club correspondence and the club
funds, respectively. In the case of a
fan club in which the members are
scattered throughout the country, it is
best to have several secretaries to
handle the vast flow of mail which
comes into headquarters. One treas-
urer will suffice, though, because your
dues should be small enough to attract
more members who can afford to join.
All funds must go into the working of
the club and there can be no shirking.

A fan club is motivated principally
by the desire of a person to make a
substantial contribution to the object
of his or her interest. If I want to
start a fan club for Woedy Herman, I
do it with one idea in mind . . . what
can I do to help Woody Herman? Of
course, I also am interested in meeting
others who share my enthusiasm for
Woody, but my primary interest is in
doing something!

One of the most imperative things
that my Woody Herman fan club must
do is to see that my members turn out
for every personal appearance, every
radio show, and
every motion picture
where Woody is fea-
tured! If I am a

62

SINCE copy for this department had

by Ve Lo

sincere Herman fan (and I am) I will
make it my business to attend every
Woody Herman personal appearance 1
can, regardless of fan clubs. There-
fore, all I am doing in having a fan
club is signing a pledge to do what I
want to do, and to urge my friends to
do the same.

It is also my duty to buy every
Woody Herman record, so long as it
fits my personal budget. Records are
a mainstay of the band business and
a large record sale assures the con-
tinued disc success of your favorite.
And, you'd be buying the records any-
how, wouldn’t you?

Let’s put it bluntly: In starting a
fan club, you are actually setting
yourself up as a publicist for the artist
you most admire. You promise to pro-
mote that artist in every way you
know how, to be a publicity agent for
him, free of charge. And your hero
appreciates your help more than he
can say!

Many is the time a good fan club
representation has saved a band o1 an
artist from a bad theater week. If a
fan club sees that its members turn
out at all theater and radio dates,
registering their enthusiasm, it assures
the band of a successful show.

The club gives you a swell oppor-
tunity to discuss your favorite artist
with other fans, for you will be in
constant correspondence and personal
contact with people who are as inter-
ested in your artist as you are. In fact,
in time you will become such an
authority on your artist that you will
want to issue a club newspaper on him.

In other words, a fan club is an or-
ganization which purports nothing
more than to make still better fans out
of its members in the general interest
of promoting the artist. It is a club
full of avid, unselfish fans who like to
talk shop and who are willing to do a
man-sized publicity and promotion job
for nothing.

Next issue we will announce some
of the first fan clubs which have been
called to our attention by your letters.
If you have a fan club for your favor-
ite band leader or vocalist, or.if you
wish to start one, we'd like to hear
about it. Through reading this column,
others may want to join your fan club.
Or, perhaps we can give you some
ideas to help you to get a fan club
started. So, drop us a line. Address
your letter to Vic
Lewis, BAND LEADERS,
215 Fourth Avenue,
New York 3, N.Y.

He's Got Five Pennies

(Continued from page 43)

Red went into partnership with Don
Voorhees and they had a New York show
band and the first house band on the
Columbia Broadcasting System. Red con-
tinued to knock out platters, more and
more of them under the Five Pennies
name. He knew he had something—the
discs were selling, literally like “hot-
cakes.”

In 1928, he went to the west coast with
Cass Hagen’s orchestra, played at Fatty
Arbuckle’s club. By 1929, he was back in
New York. Ben Pollack was at the Park
Central Hotel, and Red began using Jack
Teagarden, BG and others from the Pol-
lack band on his record dates. 1931 and
1932 found him in John Murray Ander-
son’s “Almanacs” and Gershwin’s “Girl
Crazy,” with his own bands. And still re-
cording. ;

Then he went out with a big band and
from then on it was “Red Nichols and His
Orchestra.”

But now the billing is once more “Red
Nichols and His Five Pennies.” Red says
he found the name so ingrained in people,
he feels that’s the way they want him,
with the small band that won him suc-
cess.

He’s glad to be back playing the kind
of jazz he made famous. His new records
for Capitol and transcriptions for McGre-
gor are wonderful stuff in the Five Pen-
nies tradition. On location the band plays
a lot of standards, done up in fresh, new
ideas.

But get this—Red is taking music les-
sons, from famed teacher Harold Mitchell!

“I’'m proud to be Mitchell's pupil,” Red
asserted. “I never realized before how
little I knew about my instrument. I don’t
think anybody ever gets too old to learn.”
How do you like that! The guy’s terrific,
even if he’s too modest. The band’s
knocking ’em out. that's all!

Well. gates, these thousands of platters
later, Red is now living in Hollvweod,
with thé Mrs. and cute daughter Dorothy
Lorraine (alias “Penny”). His hillside
home has a wonderful view of the town
(and the future!). He’s got Five Pennies
and he’s happy!
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PAINT YOUR PORTRAIT
FOR BAND LEADERS

You are a most interesting person to BAND
LEADERS. We wish we could meet you per-
sonally . . . invite you in for a staff meeting.
But that's not in the cards—just now. So—
here's the next best idea: Send us a little
word portrait of yourself.

First, get a pencil. Then sit down—in front
of a mirror would be fine—and look your-
self over. Very nicel Then—look BAND
LEADERS over. Now you're in the mood.
Check the answers to the questions we ask.
There! The result is a picture of yourself.

Mr....... Miss. . Mrs..
Your age, please? Under 18...... 18.21. . 22.25 ... Over
In grammar school? High School? College?......... Armed
Services? ... Do you have a full-time job?
If married, how long?..... ... Any children? Ages. ...
What musical instrument do you play? Piano..... Strings
Brasses . Woodwinds Drums .. Others

Are you going to take up the study of a musical instrument?..
If so, which ome? ... .. ...

Are you a professional in any of the following? Music.... ...
Dancing.. ... Radio. Teaching

1f you don't mind telling, about what do you earn a ywai? $...

About how much do you spend for clothes? $. ... -

Why do we ask you to do this? We want to
make BAND LEADERS even better than it
is. To do so, we must have advertising.
There's that old money question again! Ad-
vertisers ask us a lot of questions about our
readers, so—we ask questions of you that
we may carry the answers to them.

In case you feel like it, write us a nice, frank
letter. BAND LEADERS is your magazine.
Give us some of your ideas about it. Any-
way, fill in the portrait. Tear out and mail.
We surely will appreciate the favor!

How many records do you buy each month?.

records do you own?

What, of the things now off the market, are you hoping to buy after
the war? Radio.
Television Receiver
Other

What's your favorite soft drink? ... e
Other than BAND LEADERS, what magazine do you read most?

.. Record Player Instrument. ...

... Automobile ... Motorcycle

SPECIAL FOR YOU GIRLS: What's your favorite perfume?i B

Soap? ... ... Powder? . . e -
Lip Stick?................ ... Cream? T
Nail Enamel?

Neome ..

Address .

(If you prefer, don't bother signing your name}
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TIVACIOUS red-haired, brown-eyed Anita O'Day has been singing
‘ in her own solid style since she was old enough to say, “Windy
City.” Yes, like many another swing king and queen, Miss O'Day is
a native of Chicago, where she began the career that has brought her
fame and popularity. A top-ranking vocalist in recent Down Beat,
Metronome and Esquire popularity polls, Anita has long been a favor-
ite of “reet” listening and dancing fans throughout the country, and
with GIs overseas. Banp LEADERS is happy to join the rest of music-
minded America in tossing a big bouquet in her direction.

Anchors Asway

(Continued from page 54)

any band today, with such ace tooters as
Conrad Gozzo (from Claude Thornhill’s
band), Johnny Best (ex-Glenn Miller),
Don Jacoby (ex-Les Brown), and Frank
Beach (ex-Jan Savitt). Rounding out the
eight-man Donahue brass section on
trombones are Tasso Harris and Gene
Leetch.

The reed section comprises Bill Nichol,
Mack Pierce and Ralph Lapolla, altos;
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Charley Wade, baritone; and Joe Aglora
and the maestro himself on tenors. In the
rhythm section are Rocky Coluccio,
piano; Barney Spieler, bass; Buzz Sithens,
drums, and Al Horesh, guitar.

Dick Jones is the band’s musical direc-
tor and chief arranger. In civilian life,
Dick penned scores for such bands as
Tommy Dorsey and Glen Gray. Dave
Rose (former tune-twister for Bob Ches-
ter and Vaughn Monroe) and versatile
Sam also handle a good deal of the ar-
ranging chores.

In the past two years, the band has
travelled by every known mode of trans-
portation except the submarine. On sev-
eral occasions, the bandsmen were in-

Did You Know That

(Continued from page 4)

that I'd answer: “JO STAFFORD.” Her
wax version of “I Didn’t Know About
You” (on Capitol) is enough to make you
thaow away all your other vocal rec-
ords. . . .

LEO REISMAN insists that a strong
trend back to “sweet” music and away
from too-noisy ‘“swing” will soon sweép
the country. Reisman’s own ork is a su-
perb example of what can be done with
smooth ballads, strings and muted horns,
sg maybe that’s what gives him the
idea. . ..

It's a little early for predictions about
1945's top swing band, but just for the
fun of it. I'm gonna bet on STAN KEN-
TON. Any takers? . . . One of the na-
tional mags will run an article on “POP-
SIE” RANDOLPH, band boy with
WOODY HERMAN. “Popsie” has set up
the music stands for INA RAY HUTTON,
BENNY GOODMAN and other leaders
and usually manages to get as much pub-
licity as the stick-wavers. JACK OAKIE
played the role of “Popsie” in the BG
film “Sweet and Low Down.” . ..

GINNIE POWELL left GENE KRUPA's
band, where she handled vocal chores,
. . . CHARLIE SPIVAK still insists that
he’ll add French horns and mebbe oboes
as well. . . . Pianist WALTER GROSS,
who headed the music department at CBS
before entering the army, has an amazing
khaki band. Among others, it features
JIMMY CRAWFORD. who beat the hides
for JIMMY LUNCEFORD, BUCK CLAY-
TON, whose terrific trumpet sparked the
COUNT BASIE band, and SY OLIVER,
whose arrangements helped put TOMMY
DORSEY'’s band on the musical map. . . .

It’s my guess that “The Sweater Song”
latest tune of the BUCK RAM-HAL
KANNER song writing team, will he
going places. . . .

Contract with Decca is in the offing for
DIANE COURTNEY of the ALAN
YOUNG show. . . .

New star is born—LAWRENCE WELK
has finally found the “Champagne Lady”
he’s been looking for for lo, these many
months. She is JOAN MOWERY of
Waukegan, Illinois. This job, which she
got three days after she auditioned for
Welk in her home town, is her first one
chirping with an ork. . ..

ANITA O'DAY left STAN KENTON's
band to work as a single. . ..

As a last-minute reminder, I'd like to
suggest that you dig the EDDIE CONDON
Jazz Concerts, both over the air (Blue net-
werk) and in your own neighborhood, if
and when they reach there on their barn-
storming tour. .

Thanks for all the letters, fans. See you
next issue!l—DICK DODGE.

terrupted by air-raids during concerts,
shows, and dances, and forced to cast
their horns aside and scramble for the
nearest foxholes.

On board ship they are assigned battle
stations along with the rest of the crew,
and many times they’ve been alerted to
their stations while sailing through hos-
tile waters.

Sam hopes to wind up his tour of the
European Theater of Operations by toot-
ing his sax in the Berlin headquarters of
one Adolph. Hitler. Then, after V-Day,
he plans to form a civilian band and dem-
onstrate to all America the type of music
which is going over big with the boys on
the fighting fronts!



h MAGIC

by Barrows Mussey

Here is a practical and fascinating bhook
which shows you how to master simple and
complex conjuring tricks for your own pleas-
ure and the entertainment of your friends.
a authior streeses the proper presentation

."sr:f&ms‘“!% of magic stunts and tricks, rather than the

PIANO'' coatains mere mechanics. He shows you how to pro-
gress from comparatively aslmple tricks to
those which require diligent study and prac-
tice. In the majority of the tricks described,
1ittla nr no sequiipment is_pecessary for their
successful presentation., Everyone, young or
old, loves to waich white magic. And it is a
rare Dperson who has never
wished he could amaze and PRICE
amuse hilx friends with hocus-

pocus. And this entertaining slso

book tells you how!

You Can Learn to

PLAY THE PIANO
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Complete eourlc in this one

2500 JOKES For All Occasions

by Powers Moulton

A.B.C. SHORTHAND

It you can read English, you can caslly
jearn this amazmgly nlmplil\ed Snorthand Sys.
tens, after only t Because it uses
the regulnr al mn\

ZLING SIGNS OR SYMBOLS T
no tedious months of dri
It'x as *'swift as specch’” and sa simple that
any child can understand it. Entire course con-
siftes of 12 ‘almpl(' Lessons—easy (0 gppelAL
master. Endnrsed hy prominent

educators and business leaders— oo
used by Thousands of satisfied men

and women.

3
wolume. Tell these jokes at parties, enter.
tainments, in after-dinner speeches—read
then in your spare moments of relaxation, or
chuckle over thermn with a friend. Grouped and
lndexed under 21 swmu clnslnmum such

ut lawvers, do ness or college
&oket— stories ahout Hollywnod and sports—
ewish, -egro English, Scottish, etc.—even a

oNals
tha hrad eatire the infinitely unod
of the American peopl 7 T
here in this one volume. 480 p

—hard cover, clath bou no—av, s oo
512 tm-heu big—a reai big book. A 1
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DEVELOP MIGHTY MUSCLES

oukin't YOU like ta Iluve a helll.hy

hty, handsome body hat  women  wil

and men envy? pow!rlul phylu‘ue

that can dish it out and Lulu- it too.

of steel in your arms, Iegs. back—and cvery

part of your borly. New hook, Jmu. publlnhnd
GuLoe 'IU PHYSICAL PITNES

you simply and surely how you can c!umue

yourself inte a Mighly Man! Shows you how

ur Incn’-ne the sire and power of your

“iIt’s Fun to Draw’”’

A Complete Self-Instruction Courss &
Retaionce Bosk hl\ Dvar 1000 *“‘How.
to-do-it’’ Drawings. 9 Sections——a $9,00
value, Complete Only $1.00.
Anyone who has learned to write. can learn to
draw! “*It's Fun to Draw'’ removes the myati-
eism that has surrounded art for years. Hy

reduciag the elements of drawing 1o its emence. e can '“’"""'“ W G B ol T
it teaches THE BEGINNER—to draw, and to INCHES AND MIGHT T0 EVERY MUHLLE
advance into more and more difheult nubjeots. ‘Ar;v I;A"R‘l“ OIF‘_\QLE. L: % nlaeeg n;:;
For the practiced artist. it is a sonrce book and alns Jatest Information on food, . hy-
verltable mise of information. This book guides ol Gy el GRser: Y

you from the firas stroke on paper 1o selling the
finished art work. Inmeludes specific inatruction.
wdvioe, trioks. timesavers, specisl effacts. on:—
Btill Life, Animnls, Hwnan Figure,
Portraits, Letiering. Layouta, Color
wurk, ote., etc Includes glossary of
Art Terms. Supplies, Use of Buch,
Guides. Types of Work, Mediume. $§ 1 00
ete.. ste. (‘omplotely illustrated.

weight, etc., ete. Complete book oo
of over 200 pages, with many
illustrations—a remarkahle value.

SPECIAL'
Complete information and instruction on

: * Poftery + Metal Craft

rea Ive * Weaving w Leather Craft

Dyolnc % Block Printing

. 4 Basketry # Wood Carving
Handicrafts & eookbintine

+ Rug Weaving
It's & lot_of fun making things of yeur own. This hook
has been written for those who have the dexire to muke things.

ere are more things to make and dg than hnve e fore
rn crammed inlo a sifglé Polunte at wais fow

HOW TO IMPROVE
YOUR CONVERSATION

by Grenville Kleiser

LY I 0 Sl (P o L arhotrss a0 12 hooked vus. HUNDREDS
:'u'c'f-.‘.', e e O 5 OF BHNOTECYS are otplainedoas b tonle and cauipmeut
thll volume, the reader will mwh’e vractical "’ed“’ simplified working drawings, pictures

und step-by-atep instruction that makes it ONLY
eany to turn out finished handicrafts that oo
everyone will admire. All in this 124 page, 1
\lmlnlliuly exciting bouk.

stions for self-instruction In this accom-
pll ment. The author gives you innumerable
anecdotes ai stories to illunu-zle and point
up his m‘i’ dA:d mthl klnve nished be-
en ned by X . you
wﬁl d that you know a lot more SPECIAL
lboru!. how to handle your talk—and s oo
you

poulble.

Etiquette for Moderns
By Gloria Goddard

A conplete guidebook to contemporary iv.
ing, covering every possible problem. The
Btyle of the book 18 vay and lively, The vom-
picteness of the book lndicated Ly partial
vonleiitat The llemelive Hama —Propor  An-
rﬂln'mpnll—-"ow tn Make Intruductions—When
o Rise, Shake Hands—How to Leave—Names

How To Write Good
SOCIAL LETTERS

Everyone wanis lo writé letlers that are
clurmln reflections of their own personality,
letters t are sulted to their pu

and friendiy. or sym tic, or simply eour- and Titles—How to Enter a Rooni and How to
g corvect replies, as the case ma. Slb—’rnble Manners—How to Eat Difficult Foods
he gives complete and authentic lnlormn- Convernation—The Voice—Pro-
tion on the wrlumr (and answerlng) of every mmclnlnn—slanz—Mnnnen- in Public—~At the
type of communication. telegrams, cable mes. Theatre—In A Renuuranl,«-'l‘rnvelmz—’n S—

md ' lsnlng—clu 5
Games and Sports —-Social Ca

ory
lerulnl —Formul Buffet Meals, Luncheons—
Dnncea—Recepuun- —_ Tou — Bridge
Parties and
(.ues:.u = cho\vern — Wedtllnzn -- Anniversaries—
Christenings — Funerals — What to
Wear, Say. Do, on at! thesce special onl
cecasions—Good Manners in Busi- y
ness—Taste in Dress—Suggestions s loo

sages, greeti cards,

replies, formal letters, informal letters. and

penonnl business lewers She tells you how
warmth, character, distinction and

c)urm lnw frlemlly letters. Besides the ex

amples of the letlers themselves. there -r;

an

other J:um.s of grammatical form
One mont interesting elup- SPECIAL
ters of the bouk is that containing

letters of famous people, Dnote- oo
worthy for their charm and expres-
siveness,
Includes suggestions fer writing to
*““Your JAN 0 the Service.”

About Food—etc
A necessity in every home,

HOW TO DANCE

Here is the hook have been looking for—
a simple and authoritative lde that shows you

FORTUNE TELLING

For Fun and Popularity

THERE IS FUN AND PROFIT IN THESE BOOKS

hnw you c¢an teach yourself become a good

This instructive -nd entertaining volume dancer, easlly an ut]ulckly. The nulhur- ve you
shows you how Il perple’s fortunes all the fundamen hm, posture, l.nce.
from their PA '3 DREAMS, from leading and follovlnz—and then take yiu step by
CARDS, from IIAND-WRITING Also how to -up Iv‘/' easily-understood (ext and lllustntlonl.
make propheciu from such intriguing devices the various routines, until you can confi-
as magic tables, lucky charms, ouija boards, dr tly  and corvectly dance the ~FOX TROT,
fng b.lll etc. All these Mh'('ldl \VAL,'Z RUMBA. CONGA and SAMBA. Also di-

there a "mot terns" which -m

%MNL %l‘}‘m !.u ";h (;i"; 'i‘#(‘ﬂol‘(.)'::?v::m g.m An uge on ')’ “%W _Hagl‘\m E

many tl[n Secrets For- practicing the dlﬂemm lt.e

tune Telling, I’redu:tlng the mlun is one of invaluable for both m

the oldest and mol universat ginners or ?!Pﬂ’hm‘ed rhn

u-lenceu far mes, dvpendlng on complete and comprehensive homsstud oo
vou look nl it)) 349 sloo course in social dancing. Special lor

Speeul—wntn many ollun-uhons

\ only— )

How To ORDER- Fill out the convenlent coupon, check the titles of the books you want and mall the order,
if you send payment with order, we pay all delivery charges—If C. O. D., plus few cents

postage.

« 411 hanks full tib tifull inted d hard bound., If,
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE: ()} (00 .0u0 "ot eompietely satlisfica, return ‘Dooks” ana wet muuey” Vack
at once,

KNICKERBOCKER PUB. CO.. 120 Greenwich St.. Dept. A-21. New York 6, N. Y.
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NEED

A BOOK FOR EVERY TASTE AND

IT'SPWWMEAHT
R

An easy and practical
book of instructions for
making your own hat to
fit your type and taste
and challenging in dash
ang style the creations
of the most exclusive
milliners at only an in-
signifirant rost, Written
by = famous stylist and
designer and finely Illus-
trated with many of ber
exquisite originals,

FUNFORBOYS

The Complete Book of Games—Hobbies—

por
by W. A. BROOKS
e for the firet time in one book are sl the sostful,
enmnx activitien. aports, habhies. games. mugic art,
okes, pusclex, Stunts. tricks. mouey-making Idess. oralts-
hysieal ete., whleh are part of

v boy!
“FUN FOR BOYS' contains complete soctions o;

A "L‘H
Piag-Pong (3) How tw Train Your Dog (4) How _to Buil
Things (5) Bputling Planes (8) Art ol Bozing (7) Art of
Wrestling (8) \'ntnloquhm (9) Building Model Planes
am Mnk of Cartconing (11) Mnu Making Pl-m
I e Bl H ;‘on?l"ll‘ o & O dn‘ ‘GP’ IG)
i u Hajds r utdoor amse
Mnxu: Trkl y Lc tories  Never befod
wonder{ul k nuch » nmnrluble vnlm ‘onld ‘ou
only Gc each for uny single couue
g“h-l is ull it conts, ‘wiren yuu huy the rom.
plete book. 286 paxes—hundreds of illus-
trations—hard .cover

Practical Lessons In )

HYPNOTISM

By Dr. Wm. Wesley Cook

T e-ch-. you the best method of hylmnn: nrutm lv. is writien

in pluin and all 1ty lute facts aad ite
are :cuul Thu s page book

mmnlzu and eacyclupedic in its contents, 'hlch heludn the
following ehspters: History of Hyynolmn uslifications of a
Hypaotist— What Kind of a Subjeot—Fav. le and Unfavor-
able Influenees—Precautions to Be Observ ——l—n\v to Hypnolll.
—1egrees of Hypnosiz--Clairvoyunce—Sell-Hypootism snd
\ulo—Su"uthn»—TM Hypnotist’s Recret—Hypnotism and
ypnotiem in snd So t
K.l:l'dc-ion;_-ll’mtmﬂynnouﬁm’ A--nnl.;.. s Subjeet—Mind-

ing, Telepat| iscellany —etc. ypootism
in today acknowledzod to be an exact science. There SPECIAL
is no restriction upon the acquisition of nu. knoll» oo
edge. [ts blessings und powers bolont 1o all who Z
desire tbem and are willing to secure them.

WHY BE SHY?

BY DR. L. E. BISCH

The first step is to make the reader Aind
out just how shy he or she is. This is done
through a carcfully planned test of 50 Ques.
tions w dclermlne the mader'n Shyness Quo-
dimnt, hen,  with tho determined, the
reader dluovcn how to cnn uer. uhynosl -t
home: in buxiness and in social life;
hanish over-consciousncss of sex; the -ure

venl shyness it cmm
retain one's new foun self-confl.
dence.  In addition to helnu helMul it is
enfoyable reading. It with hu.

mor and sympathy. And ahove
all, it deals with the most fns-
cinating of all subjects—your: 1 5
nelf! SPECIAI.

s
WORLD’S GREAT
o it
ETECTIVE STORIES
Edited by Will Cuppy 9
Everything from ingenious puzzies to forth-
right horrors arv in this
chogen sclection of the outstanding detective
stories of ail t-me. Every famous con
"Iysll‘r{ tales, every brilliant sleuth in all his
glory I8 represented in the following collec.
tion:—~Introduction, Will Cuppy--The Man With
Cn{wpor inzers, Dorothy L. Sai ers—A Man
Calied S(!»atle. Dashiell Nnmmett—’l‘ e Adventure
of the Golden Pince-Nez, A. Conan Doyle—The
Man Who Was Missing,
The Yellow Diamonds,

Sailey—The Mys-
Detavus Roy Cohen—

Dickson—The Policeman’s Cape. David Frome—
The Stolen White Elephant, Mark

Twain. For many hours of grand oo
entertainment and horrendous )

thrills and chiils. SPECIAL
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QUIZ ANSWERS
(See page 58)

ONE: (a) Duke Ellington; (b) Artie
Shaw; (c) Kay Kyser; (d) Guy Lom-
bardo; (e) Vaughn Monroe.

TWO: (a) False (It means that the
trombones were playing together with the
piano and drums beating steady rhythm
against a clarinet phrase); (b) True;
(c) False (It means “Don’t try to tell me
that, I don’t believe it.”); (d) True; (e)
False (It means that they are “swinging
the music” together in excellent taste.)

THREE: (a) 'CELLO—means
“smooth,” “in the groove”; (b) MOVIE
—means same as above; (¢) DELAWARE
—No reflection on the state, it means
“unhep,” to not understand or appreciate
jazz or swing.

FOUR: (a) BLUE Barron; (b) COUNT
Basie; (c¢) EDDY Howard; (d) Dinah
SHORE; (e) WOODY Herman.

FIVE: (a) Washboard is correct but
drums will also be credited as right: (b)

‘Trumpet and trombone (both should be

given); (c) trumpet and trombone (either
may be given since Vaughn does not play
both often); (d) clarinet (fool you?); (e)
drums. .
SIX: (a) Woody Herman; (b) Jimmy
Dorsey; (c) Les Brown; (d) Artie Shaw;
(e) Charlie Spivak. (These were correct
as we went to press. They are subject to
change, of course, on a moment’s notice.)

Dean of Music

(Continued from page 39)

leading collegian. Tommy had always
been Dean’s idol. Since then he has also
been his friend.

Dean’s stint in the . Army naturally
brought about a lull in his career as mu-
sician. However, considering his back-
ground, one would think that when he
returned to civilian life, his plans for the
future might revolve about music. But
such was not the case. He thought of it,
yes .. . but he realized that popular music
is a crowded field, and that organizing a
band in war time is an almost impossible
task. So, with his business administration
book-learning behind him, he decided on
a job as manager of one of a chain of
Southern theaters.

Just in time to save him from becoming
a business man, Tommy Dorsey tele-
phoned ‘Dean, asking him to get a new
Dorsey band together in New York. Dean
did the trick all right. He built up a super
band for T. D. But, after that job was
finished, he still had the problem of his
own future to settle.

Fa'e seems to have a soft spot in
her heart for Dean Hudson (as who
wouldn’t?). At any rate, he apparently
just wasn’t meant to be a theater man-
ager. He happened to be visiting friends
at a booking agency when a call came
through—an urgent request for a band to
play a prom at Duke University. Dean
jumped up and said, “Tell him Dean Hud-
son and his band can come.” :

He got the job. The rub was that he
didn’t have a band. That was no obstacle
for him, though. A man who could build
a band for Tommy Dorsey could surely
get one together for himself. The loan of
Tommy’s address book helped him collect
members. That took a couple of days. He
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had five days left, a meager $25.00 bank
account, and his own one-room apartment
for a rehearsal spot . . . but, he got to
Duke right on schedule, and easily justi-
fied what might seem to have been a rash
undertaking.

Once the group was organized, he
couldn’t stop making music. And that’s
why he’s still leading an orchestra (con-
sisting of five saxophones, four trombones,
four trumpets, piano, bass, and drum) to
the accompaniment of a deluge of fan let-
ters. With his theme, “Moon Over Miami,”
he swings into many a broadcast over
CBS and Mutual. He records for Colum-
bia, Musicraft, and Ace. It’s all work,
but more fun for Dean than chasing small
boys out of the back door of a neighbor-
hood movie house.

While we were talking, a soldier across
the room caught Dean’s eye.

“Excuse me,” he said, "I see an old
friend,” and he left.

The spell was broken. Prince Charming
had come and gone too soon—and my
original, unspoken question was still un-
answered. So, blondes, your guess is as
good as mine. But, anyhow, before he
went, I-saw enough of him to know that
his eyes are blue; his hair, blonde and
curly; and that he bubbles over with
charm and good-fellowship.

Besides all of that, he swings a very
smooth baton!

Carl’s a Comin’

(Continued from page 31)

been able to stop off for a game of golf,
to ski in Winter, to hire a sail boat in
Summer. All these things he does well.
All these, and cooking too!

“My wife,” says Carl, “is a better cook
than I am, but. I still am a good cook!
Lobster,” he murmured, “cooked in wine
... lamb, meat sauce . . . steak for break-
fast with mashed potatoes and eggs lightly
fried or poached.” You can tell he'd like
to dash right back to his own Alameda
kitchen and to Mrs. Ravazza, who can
cook “even better.” Mrs. R. is a home
town girl, no professional, which is just
the way you’d know it would be with
Carl Ravazza.

Carl comes from a long line of simple,
happy people who knew the best ways
to enjoy life. In sunny California; like
sunny Italy, the Ravazza home, with
Carl’s grandmother at the head, resound-
ed to the folk songs of the old country.
Grandmother sang “Vieni Su” and it’s
been Carl’s lucky number. Everybody
sang. Carl and his sister, Marie, played
tunes together, she on her uke and he
on a tin whistle . . . later, on a violin.

He was nine when his violin lessons
started. After that, he learned to play
sax and guitar—but Carl still takes up
his fiddle with the band, just the way he
used to do with his first high school
orchestra.

Besides Carl’s fiddle, the high school
band had piano, bass, drums, tuba, three
saxes, banjo, trumpet and.trombone. No-
body read music—everybody played by
ear. They worked out harmonies as they
rehearsed, and it must have sounded good
for, ever since that time, Carl has been
with a band.

Carl also sang in high school choruses
and in a choir, but he never took a vocal
lesson until 1938, when he studied with
Bill Hayes in San Francisco, and got
operatic with Leo Silvera. Opera isn’t
on his schedule, though.

For a while, Carl thought he might

like to be an M.D. He studied pre-med
at St. Mary’s, spending summers at the
University of California. It was a good
background—pre-med—but what chance
did it have when Anson Weeks and, later,
fellow-collegian Tom Coakley took Carl
on? After St. Mary’s, Tom headed for
Law and willed his whole band right into
Carl’s capable hands. There he was, with
a career all set up for him!

Since those days, Carl Ravazza has
made a specialty of hotel long-stops—
swift and sweet tunes, old and new—and
young audiences. For vocals, he likes a
ballad best. “It Can Happen To You” is
his favorite song.

It can happen and it did happen to Carl
Ravazza!

Hollywood Bandstand

(Continued from page 41)

With so many bands flying now, air-
plane stories are going the rounds. . . .
BILL. CANTALUPO, TED FIO RITO’s
manager told me another when we
lunched at Lyman’s. . . . Ted and the
band were flying to a camp show, and one
of the boys accidentally pulled the rip
cord on a parachute, making it useless.
So what had to happen but all of a sud-
den the plane started to lose altitude, and
the band was ordered to put on para-
chutes. While they were frantically
searching for another chute, the plane got
down to 500 feet—when the pilot sud-
denly remembered he hadn't switched on
his auxiliary tank. . . . P.S. The band
didn’t jump, and I mean to the ground.

MUSICIANS GET THE BUSINESS
and like it. . . . MICKEY GILLETTE,
band leader on AL PEARCE'S show,
bought lots on Vine Street, where he’ll
build a sax school after the war, and
LYMAN GANDEE, pianist with KAY
KYSER, owns a grocery store in North
Hollywood. . . .

GOSSIP ABOUT GATES AND GALS.
. . . Comedian, gag writer and musician
JACK DOUGLAS combines all three
talents in a play he wrote, “Sidemen
Don’t Have Wings.”. . . an author, too,
is DICK HAYMES' mom, who wrote
“Make The Most of Your Voice.” She
knows whereof she speaks, for Dick is
her prize pupil. . . . And did you hear
that terrific broadcast a while back, when
THE HORN got with DICK, and HELEN
FORREST on their airshow to revive hit
record arrangements they made when
Helen and Dick worked for Harry? . ..

Two Lenas getting breaks in pix, with
LINA (she spells it with an “i”) ROMAY
set for dramatic role in M-G-M’s “Kissing
Bandit,” and LENA (she spells it with an
“e”) HORNE starring in “Sweet Georgia
Brown” for RKO. . ..

JOE GREENE, who wrote the story of
the gal whose tears flowed like that stuiff,
has teamed with FRANK DE VOL, for a
new one, ‘‘Travelin’ Man.”. . . GENE
KRUPA racked up a couple of odd rec-
ords at the Palladium, being the first
band leader to miss an opening (his plane
was forced down) and the first B. L. to
broadcast a commercial radio program
from the spot. . . . Speaking of the Pally,
residents of Boston, Philadelphia, Balti-
more, Washington, Chicago, Detroit, Buf-
falo, Cleveland, St. Louis and Milwaukee
will be interested to know that Palladium
president MAURICE COHEN visited
their cities, to discuss post-war plans for
building a nation-wide chain of Palla-
diums. . . .

And that’s coda for now from the
HOLLYWOOD BANDSTANDER.
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SMART ZIPPER LEATHER BILLFOLD AND PASS CASE A=
BUILT-IN CHANGE PURSE
Identification Key Tag

With Your Name, Address
City and State
Hond Engraved!
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Complete With
PASS CASE
COIN PURSE

Exteriors Of
These Billtolds

Are Made Of and
@ Such Beautiful CURRENCY
OPEN Leathers As SAODLE, COMPARTMENT
= MOROCCO and CALFSKIN!
VIEW Clear-View

CELLULOID
WINDOWS

) .
At Last! Here’s the Bilifold you've been Here without a doubt is the last word in a
waiting for since Pcarl Harbor. Here's the  real man's Billfold. A veritable storchouse for
Billfold most wanted by men everywhere— . lik ith hi
now for the first time offered at a price that's  Ccverything a man hkes to carry with fim ==
sensationally low for a Billfold of such un-  his currency, his change, his credit and mem-
mistakable fine quality. You've never known bership cards, his personal identification.

real Billfold sati-faction until you've used . . :
this *Zip-all-around” DeLuxe Pass Case Bill- Along with the all around.ZIppcr Billfold and
fold with its Built-in Change Purse and roomy Change Purse, we also include a hand cn-
Currency Compartment. When closed it's as graved Identification Key Tag as shown. You
neat and safe a Billfold as you've ever secen. get the 3 Big Values in one as described all
Shakcs it all yolu want and n;thl:ng c?(n falt for only $2.98. But hurry. SEND NO
out. Slips easily into your back poc et or MONEY ,]. t' h £Y thelband
coat and will not bulge out of shape. Yet . Just rush your order on claancy;
when yltlaut}“vant to get at ltth tthc Bil\f%lﬂ “Zips ;z?;‘o;Zb';éo‘;l::d;g""gortlai":r:ll‘ [r:gtapg(’:t:iat:
open a ¢ way” — so that everything you 98 . 0
"3 carry is in [ull plain view, ready for instant uqdcrstandmg .that |f' this isn't the greatest
" S use. No guess-work, No fumbling into tight  Billfold Bargain youwve ever secn, you can
v‘Ew Miped corners to get at valuables. ceturn in 10 days for full refund.

Hand Engraved Identificatin Key Tag

Included With Every Zipper Billfold! .
o 1 1LLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART, Dept. 4313 :

— 1 500 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 10, m. H

i I"lease rush me the ""All-arour 1" Zipper Pass Case Rillfnld with Rullt-in Change Turca and hand §

| ngraved Identification Koy Taz. On airrival T will pay postman only $2.7% plus 207, Krderal ‘lax 4 1

1 iew cents pustage and C.Q.N #harers. 1t is nnelepstond that if 1 am not p »sitively thrilled and dehighted 1

(I8 | in every way 1 can retum the billfold within 10 days for full relund.

ke 5707 Jearboerr YRl
’\"— a0 GLESS AMERICA

B

]

1

1

. q . g . |

We also send you this beautiful 3-color identification key I
1

1

'

MY FULL NAME . —— ——— e .
(PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY)

ADDRESS - ———— . ———

tag, hand engraved with your full name, address, city
and state, 1t'c the ideal key tag, Provides ample room
for all your keys with your permancnt identihcation fut
recovery in case of loss.

cITY A _ STATE
T ¢ shipping eharoes T am enclpsing 1t advance $2.0¢ plus 20' Feueral Bxdst laa (tatal §7.°9)
P*lease ship my Zipper 1} thold order all postage charges prebald.



“I just wanted to tell you how much 1
enjoy your Course for the piano.

“My hushand is overscas and at {imes 1
get so discouraged and biue. | feel T can't
stand it any longer. At such times music
really helps. 1 sit down at the Piano and
play and it muakes me feel much better

“We both love music and my hushand ix
thrilled to hear that I am learning to play.
He scems to think T am smart. He doesn't
realize yvour lessons are interesting and
easy as falling off a log.

“I have always wanted to play and now
a life-long dream s being  fulfilled
thanks to you!"”

(Signed) Mrs., PPhylli

B. Jon:

HERE IS HER INTERESTING LETTER

VYOUR MUSIC LESSONS ARE
CASVAS (UG O0FF 4 L6

says Mrs. Phyllis B. Jones, Blanding, Utah,

You, too, can learn your Favorite Instrument this easy as ABCway

...costs ONLY 7¢ A DAY

ES, everyone is surprised to find how

casy it is to learn music this sound.
practical U.S. School way. And once you
get started on thix amazing home-study
course you'll find it a great pastime.
real fun, too. 1Yor this modern method
does away with tiresome scales and ex-
ercizex . ., ends the need of a private
teacher . . . and cuts the time and cost
of learning to the bone.

Here’s why: Instead of spending long
hours of hunydrum practicing, vou learn
to play real tunes by note. right from

READ WHAT LAWRENCE WELK

Famous Band Leader, says:

® Lawrence Welk's achievements are

an inspiration to all students of
music. His rise to fame was rapid. He
has  played for leading theatres.

hotels, colleges. and radio networks.
And he's done it all without a private
teacher. Heres what he says: “I
studied the accordion with the U.N.
School and was surprised at how

simple it made learning music. I can recommend it to any-
one interested in learning music without a private teacher,

at low cost.”

SAVE 2c—STICK COUPON ON PENNY POSTCARD *

the start. And you can’t go wrong, FFor
the simple. casy-to-understand instruc-
tions and the big, clear dingrams that
come with this remarkable “Print and
Picture™ method, lyllk(‘ learning your
favorite instrumentf easy as A-B-C. *

You progress as rapidly as you like,
vou set the pacc. You start by playing
simple melodies by actual note. Gradu-
ally you take up mnore difficult tunos.
And sooner than you cever dared hape
vou're thrilled to find fhat you can pick
up yvour favorite pieces and play them
by note.

Here's more good news! You caa now
take up any instrument vou choose this

quick, no-teacher way for only 7c¢ a day.
That includes printed lessons and dia-
grams, valuable sheet musie, and our
Personal Advisory Service. No extras
of any kind!

If you really want o learn music . . .
to win new popularity . . . and get lots
more fun out of life . . . send for our
FREE TIllustrated Booklet and “Print
and Picture” Sample. You'll get the sur-
prise of your life to see how easy it is
to learn right at home in spare time.
Mail the coupon today. U. S. School of
Music, 1875 Brunswick Bldg., New York
10. N. Y.

AMERICA’S ©

HOME STUDY MUSIC SCHOOL

LDEST AND LARGEST

N eeieareceiiaiaiagieanaaanaas

' U. 5. School of Music, 1875 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y.
I anterested in musie v, particularhy n the instyirmuent checked helow. Mleas
end e sour tiee linstiated booklet, “How to Learn Music at Home, aml Free .
l rnt and Pieture Sample, l
Piano Piano Accordion Recd Organ  Trombonc Modern Elementary
Guitar Plain Accordion Tenor Banjo Flute Harmony
I Hawaiian Guitar Saxophone Ukulele Piccolo Practical Finger
Violin Trumpet. Cornet Clarinet Mandolin Control
' Ha You l
NAMC et . Instrument
(Please prent) I
' Address i, a0

... State....
parent most o s coupon,

alsoab o age,

-—-————_—--—--J



