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To Polly Davis Haynes, so deeply loved and admired and respected by
all of us who had anything to do with Glenn Miller and his Orchestra,
this book is dedicated with abiding affection and appreciation.
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FOREWORD

As the years go by, I'm increasingly grateful that I was a tiny gprge
part of the era of the great swing bands. This was the golden age #*%*
of popular music for me. Not that I contributed anything. I was a
listener, a follower, and had been since the days of Isham Jones,
Paul Whiteman, Ray Miller and so many others—the days that
really preceded the golden age and set the stage for the swing
bands to come on with a great surge: Goodman, Herman, the
Dorseys, Casa [.oma, Artie Shaw, with Glenn Mililer in the van.

They were all great, but I have to think the Glenn Miller band
was the greatest. Unlike so many of the others, Glenn was not a
virtuoso instrumental soloist. And so instead of his horn he did it
with great personnel and innovative harmonic experiments
producing a sound that was his, and his alone.

I don’t suppose there was a single listener in the United States,
unless he was tin-cared and tone-deaf, who didn't love and
appreciate the music of the Miller band.

You know, it always seemed to me that the musicians and the
leaders in those days were a breed apart. Their dialogue was
unique, and they spoke in an argot that was unintelligible to the
uninitiated, and peculiarly indigenous to the cult.

I really believe the greater part of them were not so much
concerned with how much money they earned, or what measure
of fame they achieved—although that was a consideration—as it
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they were with the approval, appreciation and esteem of their
peers.

They decried and derided any music that was corny or
unimaginative. “‘Commercial” they called it.

They eschewed the route of ‘“‘note for note,” and “play it as it
reads.” They believed that every piece of popular music was fully
susceptible to development and enhancement.

Glenn employed a harmonization that was new and vastly
different. If I even attempted a description of what he did, I
would be immediately adrift. I think it was the way he voiced his
instruments—it was just beautiful. And when you heard the
sound, it was recognizable and memorable. It was just Glenn
Miller.

And Glenn, as a person, was just as memorable. He was a very
good personal friend, from the early days on, ever since he
performed on some of the records that I made with the Dorsey
Brothers Orchestra during the early stages of my career. During
World War 11, we were united for the last time—when I sang in
London with his great AAF Orchestra.

About the best thing I can remember about Glenn, personally,
was his innate taste and class. He loved good things—musically
and in his personal life.

Although he came from Colorado, I believe his taste in clothes
and life-style was definitely Ivy League. A most attractive man,
and, of course, tremendously gifted.

I have no doubt, had he lived, he would have been a
tremendous force in the popular music in the years to come—not
that he wasn't already.

It is so unfortunate that he isn’t still with us here today. But we
do have George Simon’s book, which tells, as only a man who
knew him well can tell, of the man himself. It should be the
definitive work on Glenn Miller and his times.

—Bing Crosby




INTRODUCTION

I met Glenn Miller for the first time a couple of years before he ¥
organized what was to become the most popular band the world *>**
has ever heard. My initial reaction—that he was an honest,
sensitive, strong-willed, straight-ahead sort of guy—turned out to
be correct. I also figured him for a pretty uncomplex gent. |
couldn’t have been more wrong.

We soon became friends, and remained friends throughout his
career. At its height, he even asked me to write his biography, an
invitation I didn’t accept at the time, even though I liked and
admired Glenn very much. As I look back, I realize there may
have even been an element of worship in my admiration. Later, I
also learned to resent him.

As 1 got to know him better, I began to recognize that he was
not only dynamic and dogmatic but also difficult to understand.
His world of all blacks and all whites, but few grays, was encased
in an exasperatingly brittle and hard shell. Though always
deeply dedicated to the public’s understanding and appreciation
of his music, he allowed only a few privileged friends the
opportunity to understand and appreciate the man who had
created it.

For some years | remained one of those privileged few. I was
convinced then that I knew quite well just what sort of 2 man he
really was. But that was before I began my research on this book.
Now, benefitted by mary, many months of digging and inter- ix
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viewing, plus thirty years of hindsight, I realize that the Glenn
Miller I thought I knew so well was only a part of a very much
more complex man whom I now wish I could get to know all over
again. And I've learned something else too: No man truly is what
just one man thinks he is.

In my research I interviewed about half a hundred people—
his musicians, singers, arrangers, managers and relatives—some
close friends of his and mine who had played important roles in
his life and career. All agrced that he had made a major
contribution to the popular music of his day and that his band,
created and magnificently administered by Glenn himself, had
emerged as an important style-setter. But there was nothing
remotely approaching such unanimity when it came to evalu-
ating Glenn as a person.

Sure, most agreed he was a taskmaster. He was reserved,
stubborn, wise and honest. He developed a razor-sharp sense of
commercialism. And he wielded it constantly.

But while some faulted him for his emphasis on commercial-
ism, others admired him for his dedication of purpose.

While some deplored an intensity that often spilled over into
intolerance, others applauded his cool efficiency and devotion to
discipline.

And while some were convinced that he was nothing but a
cold fish, the few who knew him well discovered that he could
turn into a warm bear.

In my various interviews, I found that those who had picrced
that tough emotional hide (maybe I should say *‘those whom he
allowed to pierce that tough emotional hide™") reacted most
tolerantly to both his good and bad points. For, it seems to me,
they were able to put him into broader perspective and to
cvaluate him and his motives and accomplishments—and they
were many, indeed!—as fricnds who cared as much about him as
they did about what he was doing and how he affected their lives.
And as the pages that follow reveal, he and his music most
certainly did affect very seriously the lives, the careers and the
emotions of so many people in so many different ways and in so
many different places.
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To all those people who, through sharing their observations
and feelings with me, helped to establish this broad delineation of
Glenn, I offer my deepest thanks. And I thank them, too, for
supplying me with so much factual data about the people and
situations affecting not only Glenn but also the many others who
played such important roles in making his the most popular of all
the orchestras of the big-band era. For this book concerns not
merely Glenn but also each of those people, or as the billing
always read, “Glenn Miller and his Orchestra.”

And so I thank Polly Davis Haynes, that wonderfully warm
lady who was Glenn’s trusted office manager, his wife’s dearest
friend, and herself married to his personal manager, and who
helped me so much in gathering material for this book,
constantly encouraging me and even helping in its editing.

And 1 also thank another of Glenn’s cherished compatriots,
David Mackay, his close friend and lawyer and now executor of
his estate, who tendered me all sorts of cooperation, including
complete access to Glenn’s personal files, and whose thoughtful-
ness and faith in me and my project were so valuable and
appreciated.

Of course there were the band members—many of them from
both his civilian and AAF outfits—who supplied me with words
and in many instances with photos: Jimmy Abato, Trigger
Alpert, Stanley Aronson, Tex Beneke, Rolly Bundock, Johnny
Desmond, Ray Eberle, Bill Finegan, Chuck Goldstein, Jerry
Gray, Bobby Hackett, Marion Hutton, Frank Ippolito (espe-
cially for those photos he took), Jerry Jerome, Al Klink, Carmen
Mastren, Billy May, Ray McKinley, Mickey McMickle, Johnny
O’Leary, Jimmy Priddy, Bernie Privin, Moe Purtill, Willie
Schwartz, Paul Tanner, Zeke Zarchy.

Then there were those who had worked with Glenn even
before he had his own band: the Grand Groaner, Bing Crosby,
who has enriched this book with his warm and personalized
foreword, plus Smith Ballew, Will Bradley, Benny Goodman,
Skeets Herfurt, Roc Hillman, Harry James, Julius Kingdom,
Ted Mack, Jimmy McPartland, Gil Rodin, Milt Yaner and the
late Gene Krupa and Red Nichols. And those non-musicians
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later associated with him: Larry Bruff, Bullets Durgom, Cecil
Madden, Mike Nidorf, Howie Richmond, Tom Sheils, Joe
Shribman, George Voutsas and the late Don Haynes.

Also, I am indebted to those Glenn Miller enthusiasts who
cooperated so magnificently, especially Al Timpson with his
seemingly endless supply of photos, documents and good cheer;
wl:d Polic, another splendid source of pictures and encourage-
‘ment; Warren Reid, who also forwardgd a great deal of historical
"data; and John Flowchwhosc book, ‘li\;oonhghl Serenade (Arlington
House), fortified me wnth so many names, dates and places, and
who graciously loaned 'me many photos from his collection. And
on the subject of photos, thanks also to Bob Asen and Milt
Lichtenstein for opening their Metranome files to me, and to
Chuck Suber of Down Beat for his contributions. More thanks to
radio station WTIC’s Arnold Dean and WHO’s Ford Roberts,
who forwarded tapes of interviews with Miller band members,
and WALK'’s Jack Ellsworth, who sent some photos. And, of
course, to Douglas LeVicki and Roland Taylor of the Glenn
Miller Society, who directed and escorted me so graciously
during my research in England, and Fred Woodruff, the society’s
Los Angeles-based representative.

For editorial assistance and encouragement, the bow of bows
to my eternally empathetic editor, Nicholas Ellison. Thanks also
to my noble agents, Marcia Higgins and Don Gold, and to Amy
Litt, who caught all my grammatical goofs. And my continuing
appreciation to my good friend and literary godfather, Neil
McCaflrey, responsible for my two previous books, The Big Bands
(Macmillan) and Simon Says: The Sights and Sounds of the Swing Era
(Arlington House), who kept encouraging me all through the
writing of this book. And, of course, all sorts of appreciation and
newfound admiration to my dear wife, Beverly, who, in addition
to her womanly and other warm qualities, turned out to be one
helluva interpretive typist.

Finally I should like to extend my deep appreciation to
Glenn’s relatives—to his sister, Mrs. Irene Miller Wolfe, who told
me much about Glenn’s early family life and who sent me some
rare photos; and to his two children, Steve and Jonnie, with
whom I recently spent some delightful hours in their home
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territory of California. My conversations with them proved to be
especially touching. Neither remembered their father— Jonnie
had never even seen him—but both were terribly eager to hear
all I could tell them about him. How ironic, I thought, that all
the others I had interviewed had tried to tell me all that they knew
about Glenn. And- now here were the two living people who
should have been closest to him and who should have known him
best, asking me, “What was he like?”

It was the same question that countless strangers through the
years have always been putting to me: “What Was Glenn Miller
Really Like?" Before I began writing this book, I would answer
with flippant certainty. But now that I have become so immersed
in so many aspects of his life, as seen through the eyes and ears
and minds and hearts of so many who were so close to him, |
realize that not until now am I beginning to comprehend what
Glenn Miller was really like, what really made him do all the
many things—some predictable, others totally not so—that made
him such a unique individual: every bit as unique and as
beautiful and as volatile and complex as his music itself.

Hopefully, with the help of all those who have contributed to
this book, you, too, can decide for yourself, dear reader, what
Glenn Miller was really like.

—GEeORGE T. SIMON
January 1974
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Chapter 1

Late one cold and wet evening in an attic room of an old house 2>
in Bedford, England, fifty miles north of London, Major Glenn ol
Miller was visiting with two of his bandsmen, arranger Jerry
Gray and bassist Trigger Alpert. They had been talking about
the old days, about Glenn’s civilian band, in which these two
sergeants had played such important roles. And they were
talking about the new days—the “now” days, in which they were
playing for the Allied troops in England, and the “to-come”
days, when the band would fly over to the Continent and
entertain the troops there and then return to America, where
Glepn would settle on his West Coast ranch and the band would
| work hard for six months out of the year and relax for the other
six and everybody would make plenty of money and be very
happy.

“Glenn liked to drop up to visit us,” recalls Alpert, who had
always been one of Miller’s favorites and for whom Glenn once
had “traded” ten soldiers in order to get his civilian bassist back
with him. “Maybe it was because he felt at home with us.
Anyway, there was none of that G.I. crap. I remember one time
when he and David Niven—I think he was a colonel-—came by.
He'd heard that Jerry had cooked an Italian dinner from some
gtuff his mother had sent over from the States and he asked, ‘How
come you didn't invite me?’ He said it sort of half-kidding, but 1 5

”
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had a feeling he really kind of meant it. He was a pretty
homesick guy over there.”

Gray also remembers that night very well—when a restless
Miller dropped by and asked Jerry if he’'d like to fly over with
him to Paris on the next day to get everything ready for the rest
of the band. *'I can still see him, sitting there on the floor, and me
lying on the bed. 1 had a cold and I felt lousy, and so I said, ‘No,
Glenn, 1 think I'll go later with the rest of the boys.’ Soon after
that he got up and left. I can remember him walking down the
stairs from the little attic room—and that’s the last I ever saw of
him.”

Major Miller returned later that evening to the Mount Royal
Hotel in London, where he was billeted, and where he often met
with his executive officer, Lieutenant Don Haynes, a handsome
man who looked like a movie star of the thirties, and who had
been Glenn’s personal manager during their civilian careers.
They, too, talked about the future—more specifically about the
immediate plans for moving the sixty-two-soldier aggregation to
Paris and about who was going to do what. Originally, Haynes
had been slated to fly to Paris ahead of the group to find
accommodations for the men. But Glenn had been growing so
impatient, what with army red tape constantly postponing the
move, that he finally told Haynes that he himself would fly over
and make the arrangements and Don could come over with the
band a few days later.

Wednesday, December 13, 1944, was the day Glenn was
supposed to fly to Paris. But the weather was atrocious: rainy,
foggy and cold. The shuttle plane, which Glenn would have
taken, was grounded. So Glenn waited impatiently around the
hotel, and Haynes drove off to Bedford to help the band prepare
for its move,

The weather on Thursday, December 14, was just as bad.
Glenn remained grounded in London. Nobody was flying. In
Bedford, Haynes had lunch with an easygoing, devil-may-carc-
type fellow-officer, Colonel Norman Baesell, who invited Don to
fly with him to Paris, where he was reportedly going. among
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other reasons, to refill a batch of empty champagne bottles.
Haynes told Baescll about the change in plans: that Glenn, not
he, was to go. So they phoned Glenn, who welcomed the
opportunity, and Haynes drove into London, picked him up. and
drove him back to Bedford, where they kept on waiting and
waiting far the weather to clear,

On the next. day, Friday, December 15, 1944, the weather was
still miscrable. Again no planes were taking off, and Glenn was
growing increasingly restless. He dropped by the band's barracks
and talked with his good friend, First Sergeant Reuben *“Zceke™
Zarchy, another civilian-band alumnus. Suddenly word came
through that the trip was on, even though it was still raining and
the fog hadn't lifted. “It was typical English weather.” reports
Zarchy. “They had a saying over there: ‘We had a lovely
summer this year. Fell on a Wednesday, [ believe.” ™

Zeke remembers walking Glenn, Colonel Baesell and Haynes
in the dreary drizzle out to the jeep that was to take them to the
plane. “Glenn called out, ‘Sce you over there, Zeke!' and he
drove off into the mist.” _

The plane was a single-engine, nine-seater C-64 Norseman. lts
pilot, Flight Officer Johnny Morgan, had completed his missions
and was considered to be an exceptionally able flver. He had
made the same flight many times. There were no German planes
in the arca and no enemy guns within two hundred miles. What's
more, no radio communication was permitted on that day
because the Battle of the Bulge was about to begin.

But there was one troublesome factor. The plane had no
de-icing equipment. The weather remained not merely wet but
also foggy and cold, with temperatures near freezing. Under
these conditions, the lightly equipped plane could not fly above
the weather, where it was too cold, nor could it tly in the weather,
where the pilot couldn’t see. Therefore, if it were to fly at all on
this miserable afternoon, it would be forced to fly belowr the
weather, close to the English Channel's choppy surtace. And this
plane was not designed to float!

As Glenn entered the small craft, Haynes called to him, “See
you in Paris tomorrow. Happy landing and good luck.”
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“Thanks, Haynsie, we may need it,” Miller called back. Then
he looked around the plane. “Hey,” he yelled to Baesell, “where
the hell are the parachutes?”

“What’s the matter, Miller?” retorted the gung-ho, extro-
verted colonel to the obviously apprehensive major. “Do you
want to live forever?”

Those may have been the last words that Major Glenn Miller
ever heard.




Chapter 2

The first words I ever heard Glenn Miller utter were:

“Annie’s cousin Fanny is a sweetie of mine,

She sits and waits at home for me all the time.

You may know some girls named Annie that are divine,
But you've never seen a fanny half as pretty as mine.”

The place: Nuttings-on-the-Charles, a ballroom in Waltham,
Massachusetts. The time: May 1934. The occasion: a one-
nighter by the newly organized Dorsey Brothers Orchestra.

Several of us in my thoroughly mediocre Harvard dance band
had been thrilled that night by the Dorseys’ thoroughly magni-
ficent outfit. Its musicianship was scary, it was so good. It swung
as no other band I had ever heard in person. Tommy on
trombone and Jimmy on sax and clarinet and Ray McKinley on
drums, especially, knocked me clean out. The musicians played
with tremendous assurance and professionalism, plus an enthusi-
asm that permeated even novelties like Glenn's own song,
“Annie’s Cousin Fanny,” climaxed by this serious, schoolteacher-
ish-looking trombone player, with the glasses and the big square
Jaw and the head that somehow seemed too big even for a
six-foot-tall body, lumbering down front and, in a nasal,
midwestern twang, half talking and half singing those lines about
his F(flanny, followed by an awkward burlesque dancer’s bump,
a laugh from the dancers who had gathered around the

w5
e



bandstand, and then Glenn Miller’s embarrassed return to his
seat in the trombone section.

About a year later I heard two more surprising words come out
of that same unsmiling and proper-looking face. They were
“Wilbur Schwitchenberg.”

This time the setting was much more glamorous: just outside
the ultra-swank Rainbow Room, high atop Rockefeller Center in
New York, where Glenn was playing trombone and arranging
for Ray Noble’s band. I'd gone up there, no longer a Harvard
undergraduate more interested in his band getting a good beat
than in getting an “A” in his ill-chosen field of economics, but
now a young dance-band critic, writing for Metronome, the
country’s top popular music magazine, at $25 a month.

The “Wilbur Schwitchenberg” had glumped out when I'd
asked Glenn who his favorite trombonist was. I'd expected to
hear something like “Tommy Dorsey” or “Jack Teagarden” or
“Jack Jenney” or some other trombone great about whom I'd
heard. But no, out came this unfamiliar portion of alphabet soup
with the explanation that Schwitchenberg, who sat next to Glenn
in the Noble band, “can do more things better than any
trombone player I've ever heard.” Later, as Wilbur became
better known, many musicians began to agree with Glenn. Later,
too, many musicians found it easier to pronounce and spell his
name—after he had changed it to Will Bradley and begun
leading one of the best of the swing bands.

The Noble band was the second to which I'd given a straight




The Dorsey Brathers Band: (back row) pianist Bobby Van Eps, bassist Delmar
Kaplan, Tommy Dorsey, vocalist Kay Weber, Jimmy Dorsey, Glenn Miller,
saxist Jack Stacey; (front row) trumpeter George Thow, guitarist Roc Hillman,
trembonist Don Matteson, saxephonist Skeets Herfurt, drummer Ray
McKinley.

“A” rating. It had been organized by Glenn for Ray, an
Englishman who had been having troubles with the American
Federation of Musicians and who welcomed Miller’s assistance.
The first “A” had gone to Benny Goodman’s brand-new band
after I'd heard it during its first steady job, a two-weeker at the
Roosevelt Grill, where Guy Lombardo usually held forth. In that
review I'd made a point of how well the band suited the room,
not knowing that on opening night the hotel manager had given
it its two weeks’ closing notice because he felt his customers
wouldn’t accept all those loud, brazen, swinging sounds!




Glenn with Ray Noble (center) and Will Bradley (Wilbur Schwitchenberg).

Apparently 1 was slightly ahead of the times, because it did
take a few more months for Swing and Benny Goodman to catch
on with the public. Nearby, at the Glen Island Casino in New
Rochelle, the Dorseys with their swing band were also trying to
attract the kids. But they were having their troubles, too. About
the same time that Miller was saying “Wilbur Schwitchenberg,”
Tommy was yelling “You can take your band and shove it!” at
brother Jimmy, as he strode off the bandstand and out of their
band.

And the Originals—Duke Ellington, Fletcher Henderson and
Jimmie Lunceford—who had created the styles on which others
would cash in, were having their troubles because the white
world wasn't ready to accept them and let them play the choice
spots and receive the same sort of money that the successful sweet
bands, like Paul Whiteman, Guy Lombardo and Hal Kemp,
were getting.

Then in August it suddenly happened. Nobody has ever been
able to explain exactly how and why it did. A Depression-weary
world? Kids looking for new kicks? Who really knows. But, for
some reason, the dancers at the Palomar Ballroom in Hollywood
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latched on to the Goodman band as soon as it blew its first notes
there. And soon their enthusiasm, plus that of the band’s music,
inundated homes across the land that tuned in those Goodman
broadcasts. A few months later, Tommy Dorsey came up with
another band. Artie Shaw and Bunny Berigan and others who,
like Goodman and Dorsey and Miller, had been working in
radio studios started theirs. And for the next few years, the Swing
Race was on.

The black bands began to be recognized: Duke, Fletcher,
Jimmie, and up in Harlem's Savoy Ballroom, little Chick Webb
with his slim, seventeen-year-old singing discovery, Ella Fitzger-
ald; and out of Kansas City, Count Basie and his light, supple
Swing band. Big bands of all kinds—Paul Whiteman, Guy
Lombardo, Glen Gray, Hal Kemp, Kay Kyser, Bob Crosby,
Charlie Barnet, Larry Clinton, and many more—began to
compete in the emerging big-band sweepstakes, which soon
developed into epidemic proportions. Some of the sounds were
glorious and lasted for years. Others stank to high heaven and
faded away.

Month by month the competition grew. And so did the
opportunities. Hotels, ballrooms, and soon theaters opened their
doors to the swing bands and their growing hordes of followers,
and to the already existing sweet bands that got caught up in the
big-band boom. Colleges vied for the best bands for their proms.
The radio networks—CBS, Mutual, and NBC’s two networks,
the Red and the Blue—fought for the rights to broadcast from
spots where the bands were playing. And, recognizing their
appeal, the cigarette companies—Camel, Chesterfield, Lucky
Strike, Old Gold, Philip Morris and Raleigh—competed to sign
the top bands for their commercial radio shows, while the three
big record companies of the era—Columbia, Decca and Victor—
tried to ink the best to long-time contracts.

It was big business. By August 1939, Variety, the weekly journal
of show business, pointed to dance bands as “one of the most
profitable, active and bullish branches of the amusement indus-
try . . . 2$90,000,000-t0-$100,000,000-a-year business.” It noted
that bands were employing 30,000 to 40,000 musicians and
auxiliary entertainers a year, plus another 8,000 connected with




UPPER LEFT: Jimmy and Tommy uppER RIGHT: Duke Ellington.
Dorsey.

LOWER LEFT: Benny Goodman. LOWER RIGHT: Paul Whiteman.




uppeR LEFT: Harry James and uPPER RIGHT: Gene Krupa.
Frank Sinatra.

BeLow: Kay Kyser.
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the commercial aspects of booking, managing, promoting and
transporting the bands.

Though some of the middle-aged public turned out for their
older favorites like Guy Lombardo, Paul Whiteman and Ben
Bernie, it was the zealous support of the younger generation that
established the overall trend and individual popularities among
the newer, swingier outfits. Everywhere the bands played, the
kids followed. In ballrooms and hotel rooms they’d line up
dozens deep in front of bandstands, sometimes dancing but
mostly listening and cheering and yelling when their favorites
would let loose with a swinging solo. The same sort of responses
greeted musicians in theaters, in front of which the kids would
line up for hours to make sure of getting choice seats.

Those kids soon developed hero-worshipping relationships
with the leaders, the musicians and the sidemen. Like football
and baseball fans, they knew who played for whom: that Gene
Krupa was Goodman’s drummer, Bunny Berigan was Tommy
Dorsey’s trumpeter, Johnny Hodges was Ellington’s alto saxist,
Tony Pastor was Shaw’s singing saxist, and on and on, often right
down to sidemen who never even soloed but whose names they
knew as if they’d been printed on scorecards.

Of all those fans, I was the luckiest, because, first as an eager
young reporter and eventually as an enthusiastic, slightly older
editor-in-chief, 1 could and did live with the music and its
musicians, day and night, loving and cherishing every hour and
every minute of that life—and what’s more, being paid for it!

During those years I naturally grew close to many of the
people who were creating those marvelous sounds. To me they
were a fascinating set of individuals: the moody, hard-to-know,
introspective, yet sometimes immensely warm Benny Goodman;
the volatile, excitable, mercurial, wild and witty Tommy Dorsey,
and his brother Jimmy, less wild but equally witty and more
relaxed and too often self-deprecating. Then there were the
extremely intense, very bright, garrulous and self-centered Artie
Shaw, and the charming, urbane, self-assured, often fantasizing
Duke Ellington. Count Basie and Woody Herman in many ways
were alike: relaxed, receptive and exceptionally considerate of
those around them. Guy Lombardo and Sammy Kaye weren’t
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dissimilar cither; both were dollar-conscious, businesslike, precise
and, when it came to swing critics, very thin-skinned. And then
there were the eager, direct Gene Krupa; the enthusiastic,
baseball-loving Harry James; the wonderfully foggy and always
friendly Claude Thornhill, an almost painfully honest man; Stan
Kenton, probing, nervous, driving and intensely dedicated to his
music and his musicians; and Charlic Barnet, that handsome,
independent, balling character who seemed to have more fun
than anybody.

And there were the singers too: shy Ella Fitzgerald, ethercal
Peggy lee, cocky Frank Sinatra, sclf-conscious Dick Haymes,
tomboy Doris Day, warmhearted Bob Eberly. And there were so
many more—sidemen and arrangers, as well as leaders and
singers—who, becausc of my unique position in their ficld, | was
able to know and often to respect and admire.

But the man I thought I knew best and respected and admired
the most in those days was Glenn Miller. I spent a great deal of
time with him when he was organizing his band and during its
early, struggling period, and I was able to observe at close range
how directly and firmly and honestly he acted and reacted
toward people and situations, and how consistently he adhered to
a strict code of ethics that he applied as much to himself as he did
to others.

He seemed, more than any other band leader I'd ever known,
to know exactly what he wanted and how to go about getting it.
In a totally uneonceited way, he exuded self-confidence. He
talked softly, firmly and forcefully. He would listen patiently to
those he respected, but he was cxceedingly strong-willed and
sometimes exasperatingly stubborn. Like the exceptional execu-
tive that he was, he would make decisions quickly and surely,
and he would stick by them. In his professional dealings, and
even in some of his personal relationships, he would almost
always treat businessmen, musicians and fans in the same
way—opolitely, but curtly and dispassionately.

He was not a tolerant man. There were few grays in his lifc;
there were almost all blacks or whites. But he was willing to
stand up for and take full responsibilities for his quick decisions,
and he was, it always seemed to me, painstakingly honest.
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In many ways, he was the Vince Lombardi of the band
leaders-—cool, calculating, self-assured and immenscly successful.
In its comparatively short history, his band broke all sorts of
attendance records in theaters, hotel rooms and ballrooms. It
captured just about every major popularity poll. Its dozens of hit
recordings included the first one-million scller since the mid-
twentics. It was starred in two eminently successful movies and
held onto the same coast-to-coast radio commercial from the
beginning of its popularity until Jate in 1942, when it dishanded
so that Glenn could organize an cven greater orchestra in the
armed services. In just a few ycars he had emerged as the most
popular band leader of his age and perhaps of all ages. As Dave
Garroway once noted, his theme song, “Moonlight Screnade,”
became America’s sccond national anthem.

As hc grew more and more successful, those closest to him
noticed an apparent shift in emphasis of values. Once scemingly
totally dedicated to music, he later began to waver and to expend
as much cnergy on running his band’s business as on making its
music. This change hit me forcibly when, at the height of his
carcer, he asked me if 1'd like to write his success story. Still as
idcalistic as he once had been, 1 immediately thought how great
it would be to tell the world about this man who wouldn’t
compromisc his music and who insisted upon living up to his
artistic and moral standards. But that wasn't his approach at all.
He had some sort of title alrcady in mind—something like My
Band Made Me 8756,750 Richer! or some such figure. We never did
get together then.

Pcerhaps, had 1 known then what 1 have since learned about
Glenn Miller, about the hardships in his carly life, about his
puritanical upbringing and its super-emphasis upon success, |
might have rcacted more sympathetically. And 1 was to lcarn
later that even though he secemed to exude confidence, he was a
man who harbored some scrious doubts about himself, doubts
that gnawed at him throughout his life.

David Mackay, his long-time business associate and lcader, in
a recent discussion of Glenn’s supposed inner security, noted that
“Glenn was a man who had to prove himsclf, a man who didn’t
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know how long his faine and fortune would last, and who was
going 1o get it while the getting was good.”

And Benny Goodman, a close friend for many, many years,
after extolling Glenn’s honesty and courage and straight-for-
wardness, began wondering about “his supposed self-confidence.
When you get right down to it and analyzing it, what did he
really have to make himself sure of himself? He was a pedestrian
trombone player and he knew it. He was never that sure of
himself. As long as I knew him, from back in the days in the
twentics when we were with the Ben Pollack band, Glenn was
always concerncd about what he was going to be. And you know
one thing? I was just as surprised by Glenn’s success as he was!”




Chapter 3

2> “l couldn’t stand the name Alton. I can still hear my mother
ot calling for mc across the field: ‘Al-ton’—it was never ‘Awlton,’
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but ‘Al-ton,’ with a real short a. ‘Alton!’ she would call, ‘Alton,
come on home!’ I just hated the sound of that name. That's why
I've always used ‘Glenn’ instcad.”

That’s how Alton Glenn Miller, born on March 1, 1904, at
601 South 16th Street in Clarinda, a very small town tucked in
the southwest corner of lowa, would explain why the country’s
number one band was not Alton Miller’s. Apparently young
Alton’s parents were conscrvatives, because they named their
second son (a girl and another boy were to follow) in honor of
Alton B. Parker, who lost to Teddy Roosevelt in the 1go4
election.

Probably Glenn’s mother picked ‘“‘Alton”; she made most of
the family decisions. Her husband, Lewis Elmer Miller, was a
kind but ineffectual man. He worked hard, though ncver very
successfully, as a carpenter, as a school janitor, as a railroad-
bridge foreman, and even as a homesteader. According to his
daughter, Irene, “There was something in his personality that
kept him from putting it all togethcr. Glenn considered Dad a
brilliant man who could have donc very well if he could just have
believed in himself more. Instead he always felt that someone
had it in for him, or that someonc else was out to get his job.”
And so it usually remained for small, energetic, proud, stubborn
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Mattie Lou Miller (née Cavender), who looked very much like a
Grant Wood painting, to run the show at home.

When Glenn was five years old, the family moved to Tryon,
Nebraska (a recent census listed the total population as 198), and
lived in a sod hut. Papa Miller worked in nearby North Platte,
and, according to a letter from an old neighbor, Mrs. Harry Yost,
“Mrs. Miller, Glenn and Deane, well-mannered little boys, held
down the claim. Mrs. Miller saw to it that a school was organized
and, no other teacher being available, taught it herself for a year
or two.” Apparently Mattie Lou Miller worked very hard and
long hours, because one day she arrived at her neighbor’s home,
after having picked “cowchips off the range where our cattle had
settled . . . took off her dusty gloves and bonnet, looked at her
roughened hands and the sand burrs in her shirt and shoes, and
wailed, ‘Oh, I'm ruined—simply ruined!" ”

According to Glenn’s older brother, the late Dr. Deane Miller,
who later became a successful dentist, the family cased its
lonesome existence with music. In their little sod hut Mattie Lou
would play the organ, and in their wagon the kids would sing
songs as they drove across the prairie. In their little school, which
Mattie Lou had organized and which she called “Happy
Hollow,” the Miller children concentrated on elementary sub.
jects and also had a heavy exposure to religious instruction, witl
emphasis upon personal ethics.

Thosc were five rough ycars, during which the family wi
almost wiped out by a vicious prairie fire. But cveryone pitche
in—Glenn milked a neighbor's cow for a dollar a week—and the
Millers managed to hang on until they could lay claim to the
homestead, which they finally sold. Their next home: a small
house in North Platte. There Elmer Miller (like Glenn, he
prcfcrrcd his middle name) worked for a while on the bridges of
the Union Pacific Railroad, saving enough moncy to buy Deane
a cornet and Glenn a mandolin. That must have been quite a
musical combo: Deane blowing his cornet, Glenn picking his
mandolin and Ma Miller pumping the organ, possibly with John
Herbert Miller ¢he later was known as Herbert—naturally),
born in 1913, wailing away in his crib! But it was a musical start.

In 1915 the family moved to Grant City, Missouri. Inter-



aBovEe: Glenn's birthplace at 6ot South 16 Street, Clarinda, lowa.

LOWER RIGHT: Glenn with a young mule at the Miller sod hut in Tryon,
Nebraska.
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UPPER LEFT: Mr. and Mrs. Lewis Elmer Miller.

BeLow: The Miller home on Prospect Street in Fort Morgan, Colorado.
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viewed years later by Hambla Bauer of the New York World-Tele-
gram, Ma Miller recalled that Glenn used to sing in the choir.
“But he didn't seem to show much talent when he was young.
We gave him a mandolin and one day he came home with an old
battered horn. He'd traded it off for the mandolin.

“1 didn’t know he wanted a horn, though I expected all boys
like horns. Glenn never said so, but he never said much anyway.

“Glenn used to work on the beet drys and at lunch hour he'd
go yonder down the railroad tracks and play that horn. He just
played on that horn all the time. It got to where Pop and 1 used
to wonder if he’d ever amount to anything.”

Eventually Glenn got a chance to play “up” the railroad
tracks a bit, where others could hear him, Brother Deane, a good
trumpeter, had graduated to playing in the town band. Little
Glenn would tag along, and he showed such promise and
enthusiasm that Jack Mossberger, the band leader, let him into
the band and even gave him a shiny new trombone and told him
he could pay him back by shining shoes in his store,

Mrs. Ruth Beavers, who, as Ruth Jones, knew Glenn in Grant
City, recalls that “he worked before and after school—doing
furnace work, sweeping stores, etc. He even had a trap line and
came to school one morning smelling of a civet and so the teacher
sent him home to change clothes.” According to Mrs. Beavers,
Glenn was alternately “a bit moody and always telling things
that happened and laughing. He loved basketball, and he was
popular with all the youngsters.”

Glenn also loved baseball and football. His first ambition,
according to his replies to his press agent’s 1938 questionnaire,
was “to become a professional baseball player.”, His childhood
heroes, however, were Horatio Alger and Teddy Roosevelt. By
the time he reached high school, he reporied, “I excelled in
football, but fear of injury to my mouth kept me out of college
competition.” By then he had becorne entirely devoted to playing
the trombone. “I remember,” he wrote, “when I was very young,
following a man with a trombone under his arm until he went
into a night club and thinking my ambitions would be realized if
1 were good enough to work in that club.”

By 1918 the Millers had moved farther west to Fort Morgan,
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Colorado, where Glenn went to high school and worked as a soda
jerk and in a sugar factory. The family moved from rented home
to rented home—from 508 West Street to 322 Prospect Street to
825 l.ake Strect. What sort of homes were these? Years later, in
1941, Mattic Lou Miller sold that house on Lake Street, which
Glenn eventually had bought for her, for the magnificent sum of
$1,800!

Glenn played end on the high school football team, and
reportedly made the state’s all-star team. He also played the role
of “Cruge Blainwood, Mrs. Blainwood's only son,” in his high
school’s production of a play called Miss Somebody Else. There is
no indication that Glenn overplayed his dramatic role, but,
according to brother Herb, he did play so hard in a football
game against Sterling High, during which he caught eleven
passes, that when he came home he fell flat on his face. He slept
for an hour before he got up.

Glenn also played trombone, with very little recognition, in
the high school band. Edward Hallstern, who collected the rent
at the Millers’ Lake Street home, reports that Glenn was not an
outstanding musician, “and no one ever dreamed that he would
become nationally famous.”

Glenn’s high school grades were unimpressive: almost all
“C’s,” except for an “A” and some “B's” in math and a failing
grade in first-year Latin. He was graduated on May 20, 1921,
but by this time he had become so immersed in music that he
skipped the ceremonies and traveled out to Laramie, Wyoming,
for a band job that failed 10 materialize. Meanwhile, at home,
Mattie Lou Miller accepted her son’s diploma from his high
school principal, who commented, “Maybe you're the one who
should get it anyway; you probably worked harder on it than he
did!”

There's no doubt that Mattic Lou Miller did work hard, not
just in the fields and not just as a teacher in a one-room school,
but as the inspirational head of a family in which she tried hard
1o establish an exceptionally high code of morality and a really
deep-seated and lasting mutual love. And she also expected her
children to work hard. The importance of success prevailed in
the Miller household. According to Herb Miller, the children
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were impressed with such slogans as “If you’re gonna be good, be
doggone good. Don’t be a half-way guy!”

Years later, sister Irene, now married to Professor Welby
Wolfe of the University of Colorado, confirmed that “the
relationship among us was just great. It always was better, 1
think, than we ever realized then.

“1 remember the Christmas of 1927 when Glenn surprised us
and just walked into the house unannounced. Mother was
washing the clothes over a washboard on the back porch and she
had a kettle of hot water on the kitchen stove. ‘My God, Mother,’
he said, ‘is THis the way you wash clothes?’ And the very next day
he went into town and bought her a new Maytag washer.”

‘Throughout the years Glenn always remained very close to his
mother, always making certain that she was never in need of
money or attention. As soon as his band became successful, he
brought her east to New York, and from ringside tables at the
Glen Island Casino and again at the Hotel Pennsylvania showed
her off proudly to all his friends.

Certainly she was a major influence on his life. Her stoical,
puritanical ways (she had been head of a W.C.T.U. chapter that
railed against the “'sins” of alcohol) were reflected in his constant,
sometimes unreasonable demands for perfection in himself and in
others, and in the emotional inhibitions that seldom let him show
his true feelings.

In a letter to me, Ircne noted that she and Glenn were “very
much alike. We both form quick judgments, are stubborn, and
have terribly high standards of perfection, besides being, I'm
sure, a little hard to live with.”

His unemotionalism was typified by his response to a letter she
had written to him in the summer of 1941, right at the height of
_ his career. They hadn’t seen one another in a long time, and
Irene, full of enthusiasm, wrote that she’d like to join him on the
road. His response contained nothing about being glad to see her
after all those years. It was simply a cold, curt telegram that
read: “Meet me in Lincoln.” There was no date, no time of
arrival, no place to meet.

Irene figured he would stay at the Cornhusker Hotel, and so
she checked in there. “Early Monday morning the phone rang,
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asove: Papa Miller with sons
Glenn, Deane and Herbert.

UPPER RIGHT: Fastest vest in the
West.

riouT: Glenn (left) and Deane
hold brother Herb.



urPER LEFT: Herb and Glenn hold
the rake; Papa holds Herb.

ABoVE: The baggiest pants in the
West.

LEFT: The Prodigal Son returns to
Papa.
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and here was Glenn. He suggested that 1 come down and we
would have a chat before he went 10 bed. Needless 1o say, it was
onc of my greatest thrills! That whole week, 1 followed him
around the golf course and dogged his every step. 1 was treated
like a queen. It was a time I will never forget.” Glenn opened up
completely. He just couldn’t do enough for his kid sister. The
cold, cold fish had a warm, warm heart.

(During her week's visit with her brother, Irenc recently wrote
me, Glenn had half-jokingly asked, “How come you didn’t name
your kid after me?” “Because,” Irenc had replied, “1 didn’t want
you to think 1 wanted any favors.” ‘T'o which Glenn shot back,
“What makes you think I've got any to give?” Later, afier Glenn
had been lost, Irene and Welby named their second son Glenn
Miller Wolfe. By then it was too latc for favors.)

Even more involved with Glenn was brother Herb, a pro-
fessional trumpeter, a music teacher and later a band leader.
Herb had none of Glenn’s talents, though he did manage to look
a lot like him. Glenn often tried to help his kid brother. He gave
him a job in the band as road manager, but Herb, perhaps
becausc he was too much in awe of his brother, didn’t work out
well. Later Glenn got him a job in Charlie Spivak’s trumpet
section. But Herb couldn’t play well enough, and so Charlie let
him go. Then Glenn helped Herb start his own band, but that
never got very far either. Eventually Herb, a very gentle,
down-to-earth, retiring guy, recognized his own musical short-
comings. In a warm, appreciative letter to his famous brother, he
admitted, “I'll never be much as a trumpet player so have
decided to call it quits. . . . I'm just one of those ‘arm chair’
trumpeters (sound fair at home and worse in public).” He then
followed with something even more perceptive. “I certainly
appreciate the big help you've given me. It only serves to idolize
you more in my mind (which may be one thing that’s wrong with
me). . . . Thanks again for all you've done. I hope that I can do
something some day that will make you as proud of me as | am
proud of you.”

But Herb did share two personality traits with the brother he
idolized. He was stubborn. And he was persistent. As late as 1972
he was again trying to hit the big time with his own band. And,
unfortunately, again not making it.




Chapter 4

Glenn graduated from high school in May 1921, but it wasn’t #2g>
until twenty months later that he matriculated at the University #*%5

of Colorado. In between, he traveled to Laramie, Wyoming, for
that job that didn't materialize, and finally wound up with his
first full-time professional engagement as trombonist in the band
of Boyd Senter, an eccentric-sounding saxophonist and clarinetist
about whom musicians have still not turned in a final verdict:
Was he or wasn’t he kidding?

When Glenn finally did enter college, he spent a great deal of
his time with a band led by Holly Moyer, a fellow-student, and
somewhat less time attending classes. He completed only three of
sixteen semesters, amassing a total of only 36 out of the 186
credits required to graduate. Again his highest marks were in
math; an 83 in trigonometry was his best grade. His lowest were
in modern European history and freshman gym, in which he
received 40’s, and in music—in a first-year harmony course,
which he flunked with a paltry 50!

Still, he kept playing his trombone. And he even began
dabbling in arranging. The Moyer band was a big campus
favorite. Most of its closely knit members belonged to the Sigma
Nu fraternity. As late as 1969 five of them got together for a
reunion at the University. Only Miller and cornetist Joe Baros
were missing. Pianist-leader Moyer was working for a Denver
advertising agency. Drummer Julius “Judy” Kingdom, who
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The Holly Moyer Orchestra in Gordon Kerr's Music Store in Boulder: (left to
right) Judy Kingdom, Bill Fairchild, Emil (Bill) Christensen, Jack Bunch,
Deane Miller, Holly Moyer, Glenn Miller.

remained close to Miller for many years after college, had
become a senior bank vice-president in Boulder. Banjoist Bill
Christensen was a retired stockbroker, a millionaire. Saxists Bill
Fairchild and Jack Bunch had settled down as furniture-store
owner and real-estate salesman, respectively.

Bunch, who roomed with Miller and later became a successful
Hollywood musician, recalls that the band “didn’t like the music
as written and we developed a lot of our stuff from listening to
phonograph records. One of our favorites was the Cotton
Pickers.” Ironically, one of that much-recorded group’s trom-
bone players, Vincent Grande, was to stand up as Glenn’s best
man when he was to marry another University of Colorado
student a few years later.

The band completed a couple of tours, mostly through
Wyoming, once under Moyer and once under its manager,
Wally Becker. Early in September 1923 Glenn took a solo trip
that could have landed him a job with the outstanding band in
the southwest, a band that to this day lives on as one of the
legendary outfits of the twenties.

This was Jimmy Joy’s band, composed of collegians at the
University of Texas. Actually, there was no one in the band by
that name. The leader was Jimmy Maloney, and he liked a
newspaper cartoon called *Joys and Glooms,” so he decided to
change his name to “Joy.” Simple as all that. The band had a
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ABOVE: A fifty in harmony!

LerT: Glenn at the University
of Colorado in 1923.







OPPOSITE PAGE, ABOVE: The Moyer Band in front of the J. C. Penney Golden
Rule Store in Sheridan, Wyoming.

OPPOSITE PAGE, BELOW: Boyd Senter, sax in hand, with his orchestra.

ABOVE: The Tommy Watkins Band in Juarez, Mexico.

motto, painted across the front of the bass drum: “If You Can’t
Dance, Get on and Run!”

The singer and banjo player in the band, Smith Ballew, was a
strikingly handsome man who, during the late twenties and early
thirties, became a successful singer and band leader. His girl
friend had mentioned to Gretchen Williams, a friend of hers at
the University of Colorado, that trombonist Jack Brown planned
to leave the Joy band. Gretchen knew Glenn and arranged for
him to drive her car to Austin. “lI met him when he arrived,”
Ballew recalls, “and liked him immediately.”

Glenn flunked the audition. But Ballew’s sympathetic excuse
makes sense: “We were playing mostly by ear. Each man had
memorized his parts. Practically none were written down. Glenn
didn’t know what we were doing, naturally. It really wasn’t fair.
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Anyway. Jack Brown soon changed his mind and came back, so
we wouldn’t have used Glenn anyway.™

So young Miller returned to Boulder, ostensibly to resume his
studies. It may have been lack of money, it may have been lack
of interest, or it may have been both. At any rate, after failing
three out of five courses in the fall of 1923, Glenn dropped out of
college and began to concentrate completely on his carcer as a
professional musician.

He stayed on with the Moyer band, and then toured with "T'om
Watkins and his eleven-picce orchestra, traveling as far south as
Mexico. Eventually he landed in Los Angeles, where he went to
work with Max Fisher’s band at the Forum Theatre on West
Pico Boulevard. A schmaltzy, uninspiring outfit, it emphasized
melody but very little musical creativity. It also played for acts
on the stage. Glenn, who had become a good reader, played his
parts well. It was at the Forum that he got the break that was to
change his entire musical carcer—and his entire life, as well.
Years later, Glenn, when filling out a questionnaire, listed as
“the break of fortune that shaped my career: the interest that
Ben Pollack showed in me when he hired me to play and arrange
for his band.”

Pollack’s band, one of the first to play outstanding big-band
jazz, was appcaring in Los Angcles at the Venice Ballroom. Its
leader was an ambitious, driving, dynamic drummer. It boasted
a batch of swinging arrangements, writtcn by onc of its
saxophonists, Fud Livingston. And it was filled with young,
jazz-oricnted musicians, most of them, like Pollack, out of
Chicago, where they had been mesmerized and influenced by
Louis Armstrong, Bix Beiderbecke and the other jazz greats who
were playing therc during the twentics. Though Pollack’s
musicians probably didn’t realize it then, their group was to go
down in jazz and big-band historics as onc of the most influcntial
and idolized bands of its day.

The band had another saxophonist named Gil Rodin, a close
friend of Pollack’s, who helped him run the band, who later
became president of the Bob Crosby band and subscquently a
television producer and recording cxccutive.
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Recently Rodin reminisced in his office in posh Universal
City, California: “While we were at the Venice Ballroom, Ben
received a wire from Chicago that his brother had died. We got
permission from the ballroom to return there, and on the train
Ben told me how much his folks wanted him to stay in Chicago
now that his brother was gone. | was a little homesick, too, and I
also wanted to stay home. We thought maybe we'd bring the
band back, but we weren’t sure that all the guys wanted to
return. So we decided to look around for some good musicians in
Chicago, break them in on the Coast, and then bring the band
back intact.

“When we got home, Ben informed me that he had to sit at
home for seven days—for religious reasons—and it would be up
to me to look around for new musicians. Well, everybody was
talking about this little kid named Benny Goodman who was
playing with Art Kassel’s band at Midway Gardens. So 1 went
out there to hear him, and he knocked me right on my ear. He
used to come to work in short pants, but he kept a pair of long
pants in his locker so he'd fit in with the band. At intermission |
introduced myself and told him we'd like to have him come to
California and join the band. He said, ‘O-0-0-h, I'd love to come
to California.’ Later that night we went out to hear some jazz,
and the next day he invited me to come to his home and meet his
family.

“Well, while we were at his house, we talked about other
musicians, and he recommended a trumpeter named Harry
Greenberg and an alto saxist named l.enny Cohen, Pollack and 1
talked it over, and we decided maybe it would be better not to
make all the moves at onc time, because it might create friction,
and that it might be good to start the changes with Goodman
and then replace the others.”

The saxophonist Goodman was to replace was a young
Colorado musician namcd T'ed Maguiness who, at the time, had
as his roommate another young Colorado musician named Glenn
Miller. Today Maguiness, better known as Ted Mack, the head
man of television's famous Ted Mack’s Amateur Hour, recalls that *'1
didn’t want to leave California because 1 was in love with my
high school sweethcart who had also moved out there, 1 would
travel down to San Dicgo from Los Angeles to see her, and 1 used




386 / GLENN MILLER AND HIS ORCHESTRA

to gripe to Glenn that if 1 were going to keep on playing that
lousy horn, somebody ought to kick me. But Glenn felt dif-
ferently. He used to say to me quite proudly, ‘Well, Helen is
going to marry a trombone player.’

“Glenn was terribly serious about his music. He had a helluva
good sense of humor—I1 can still see that puckish grin—and he
was a real gentleman. But, when it came to his music, he never
took his eye off the ball. It was nothing for him to stay up half the
night teaching himself how to arrange out of Arthur Lange’s
instruction book.

“I remember he was playing with Georgie Stoll’s band and
while we were living together he had an attack of appendicitis.
We tried to cure it with lots of orange juice and gin, but it didn’t
work, and finally one night I rushed him to the hospital for an
operation. While Glenn was recuperating back in the apartment,
we would have some free-for-alls among the musicians who'd
come in and try to make Glenn laugh just so his scar would
hurt,”

Mack’s departure from the Pollack band didn’t hurt the group
too much, because young Goodman'’s playing was so fantastic. As
Mack pointed out: “I just wish I could have played well enough
so that it could have been considered an even replacement.”

Though Ted Mack self-admittedly was nowhere near the
world’s greatest saxophonist, Ross Dugat, the band’s trombonist,
was considered to be about the best West Coast man on his
instrument. But Dugat, like Mack, didn’t want to leave Califor-
nia for Chicago, and so Ted, who had great faith in Glenn’s
potential, told Pollack and Rodin about his roommate. As it
turned out, never did Ted Mack again—even on his hundreds of
Amateur Hour shows—uncover a more important artist.

Glenn had left Stoll and was playing with Max Fisher’s pit
band at the Forum Theatre. According to Rodin, “When Ben
got back, we went over to the theater to catch a matinee. But we
really couldn’t tell much what Glenn could do, because most of
what they played was dull, society-band-type stuff. We heard he
also arranged, but we had no way of telling which arrangements
were his.

“So after the show we went backstage to meet Glenn, and he




The Ben Pollack Band visits Lionel Barrymore (sixth from left) on the MGM
lot in Culver City: (left to right) Pollack, saxist Gil Rodin, banjoist Al Gifford,
actor Henry Wallthall, Benny Goodman, Barrymore, saxist Bilt Sturgess, actor
Owen Moore, tuba player Al Lasker, trombonist Al Harris, pianist Wayne
Allen, trumpeter Harry Greenberg, Glenn Miller.

really made no special impression on us—a nice, quiet; well-
mannered guy, but that was about all. We asked him to come
and sit in with our band, and he did. He didn’t impress us
tremendously, but then Ross Dugat had spoiled us. Anyway, we
asked him if he was interested in going to Chicago, and he said
very simply, ‘I don’t care where 1 play.’ He knew our band; he’d
been in several times to hear us, and I guess like any other
musician he must have been thrilled to be asked to join us.

“But he seemed to be more interested in arranging for the
band than playing. That was understandable, because he never
had had a chance to write for such good musicians before. We
asked him to bring a few of his arrangements to rehearsal, and
we liked them. He would copy riffs he heard on records—records
by the Wolverines and Ray Miller’s band—and then drop them
into his own arrangements. He joined the band then, and right
after that Benny Goodman came out and joined us, too, and after
that came Harry Greenberg, the trumpeter, and a new pianist
named Wayne Allen.” ‘

The Pollack band soon returned to Chicage with Al Harris,
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Greenberg and Miller comprising the brass section and Living-
ston, Rodin and young Goodman on saxes. In Chicago they
added Benny's older brother, Harry, on tuba, and a banjo
player, Lou Kessler, who doubled on violin. These two, plus
Allen and the driving Pollack on drums, made up the rhythm
section of what was to be one of the really great big-bands of the
era,

At first Miller roomed with Allen in the Bryn Mawr Apart-
ments at Sheridan and Bryn Mawr on Chicago’s North Side.

"Barney Glatt, the mapager of thc apartments, was a goed friend
“of ours,” Rodin remenibers, “and he §~ou|d let us rehearse there
for free. Glenn couldn’t work with the band for a while because
he had to wait to get his local union card. He could still rehearse
with us, though, and he’d write arrangements for us and for Paul
Ash.” '

Later Glenn and Benny Goodman roomed togcther in Chi-
cago, and, according to Benny, “we often dated together, too.
We'd go out to places like the Four Deuces and the Frolics Cafe.
Glenn liked to drink. Sometimes, when he became over-loaded,
he’d grow pugnacious—but never with me.”

Rodin remembers Glenn more as'“a social drinker. He was
very well liked by the guys. He liked to do what everyone else
did. He’d play golf and tennis, and we'd listen to records, and at
night, when we weren’t working, we'd go out and hear music. All
the guys would go to hear Louis and King Oliver, and Glenn
would too. But he also liked to hear Roger Wolfe Kahn's
Orchestra when it played at the Southmoor. He'd go there every
night for a week because he liked that big-band sound and he
wanted to see how they used their violins. That's why, when we
made our records, we used to add strings to the band, because
Glenn was trying to get that sound.”

For amusement, Glenn would also like to play practical jokes
of the hotfoot variety. Rodin recalls that “when Earl Baker, a
trumpet player in the band, got married, Glenn fixed the slats in
the bed so that when they got into bed it would collapse. But
Glenn was smart: Later, when he got married, he wouldn't let
anybody know about it, and he even went far away into
Westchester County at some hotel for his wedding night.”
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When the band opened at the Southmoor, it was, according to
Rodin, “a smash! All the musicians came in to hear us. Bix
|Beiderbecke, the legendary cornetist] and Tram [Frankie ‘I'rum-
bauer, one of the era’s great saxophonists] would come in from
Indiana to spend evenings with the band.

“Soon we got an offer to record for Victor. We made several
sides. One of them was ‘When 1 First Met Mary,” which Glenn
arranged. | remember we added two violins especially for that
date. Victor Young |later a famous songwriter and Bing Crosby’s
musical director] was one of them. We were trying to get that
‘Roger Wolfe Kahn’ sound that Glenn liked.

“Glenn would write more in the pop vein for us. His idea of
jazz was 10 let the soloist play with some riffs in the background.
But Glenn didn’t write much jazz for us—mostly the pretty
things. Fud Livingston did almost all our jazz arrangements. He
was great at writing that ensemble jazz stuff that was so popular
in those days.”

After the Southmoor, the band went into the Rendezvous Club
on the North Side. It was true gangland Chicago, reports Rodin.
*“The syndicate owned the place and they had their own barber
chair and their own barber, and when a guy got a shave or a
haircut, he'd be protected by their own guys with machine guns.
But they were very good to us musicians.”

Close relationships between gangsters and nightclubs
abounded during the Prohibition Era days and nights, if for no
other reason than that the gangsters were the guys making real
money then, and, as so many still do today, they loved to live
flamboyantly and to entertain friends, customers and politicians.
Many musicians, either directly or indirectly, were their employ-
ees, and, in true gangland fashion, the head men took good care
of their own.

Ray McKinley, who later was to become one of Glenn’s closest
friends and who would lead the Miller band after the war, credits
Chicago’s gangland for letting Miller hear him play drums for
the first time.

“The band I was with was playing in some club there—I can’t
remember which one—and one night there was some shooting
going on and I wound up in the hospital with a bullet in me. But
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those gangsters we were working for paid all my hospital bills
and after 1 got out they put me up at the Palmer House and
really treated me like a king.

“One night, while I was recovering, I went over to the
Southmoor to hear the Pollack band. I talked with some of the
guys, and later, when I went to hear the band again, they asked
me to sit in. I guess they liked what I did, because, when it was
over, Pollack took me aside and confided he was thinking of
packing up the drums and just leading the band. He said he'd
send for me when he was ready, but I guess he never gat
ready—not for me, anyway.”

However, some years later, Miller, still impressed by McKin-
ley’s drumming, did send for him. But that’s another story.

During the summer of 1927 the band returned to the West
Coast, playing jobs on the way out. When it got as far as Omaha,
Nebraska, Glenn became so ill that they had to call in a
substitute. The best trombonist in town, they were told, was a
guy who worked in the lunchroom of the local department store.
“Everything was going along OK,” according to Gil Rodin,
“until some people started requesting ‘He’s the Last Word,’
which we’d recorded for Victor. ‘I know it; Ill play it,’ the
trombone player said. ‘I got the record.” And you know what?
He’d heard it, all right. He'd even memorized Glenn’s trombone
solo from the record, and when it came time to play it, he played
it note for note. But guess what—he played it in the wrong key!
His phonograph must have been running fast, but he just kept
right on playing anyway—exactly as he had memorized it—a
tone higher than the rest of the band was playing. The guys
almost fell off the chairs from laughing so hard.”

When the band returned to Chicago, it played at the
Blackhawk Restaurant, which later became an important spot
for many name bands, like Coon-Sanders, Hal Kemp, Bob
Crosby, Red Norvo and others. Smith Ballew, who some years
before had tried to get Glenn a job with the Jimmy Joy band,
fondly recalls Miller’s kindness the night he walked into the
Blackhawk. By this time, Ballew had formed his own band, had
met with some success, then had gotten into a hassle with his
booking agency and found himself stranded in Chicago.




The Early Years / 43

“l couldn’t work because I had no Chicago union card and 1
had only a few bucks in my pocket. But I just had to hear that
Pollack band in person, and so I went to the Blackhawk, hoping
I could get by with just a sandwich and some coffee. I was barely
seated when a guy came to my table, stuck out his hand, and
gave me a big *hello.” It was Glenn Miller. He even picked up my
check—thank God.” Later Glenn introduced Ballew to Pollack,
who liked his singing, and “in a few days | was working with
Pollack at $125 a week, the most 1 had cver made at this time,
and living in the same hotel with Glenn.” Ballew eventually
became so popular, via the band’s broadcasts on station WGN,
that he was offered a big bonus by Ted FioRito to join his
band—which he did. “This time Glenn had really gone to bat for
me to get me a job.” Some years later, Ballew was to return the
favor.

As it had been everywhere in Chicago, the band was a big
smash at the Blackhawk. It recorded some more for Victor. It
added an exquisite jazz trumpeter, Jimmy McPartland, who
blew a Bix Beiderbecke-like horn and who in the seventies was
still showing many a younger trumpeter what good taste really is.
For a while another jazz great, Bud Freeman, who later was
starred in the bands of Tommy Dorsey and Benny Goodman,
brought his tenor sax into the band that was blazing new jazz
trails. With Goodman on clarinet, McPartland on trumpet, and
Freeman on sax, the band, spurred on by Pollack’s driving
drums, had a topflight jazz soloist on every horn—except
trombone. But that was going to change.
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the grapevine, the Pollack band’s farne spread to New York. And
so the guys were soon invited to come east to the Big Apple and
to open early in March 1928 at the Little Club on West
Forty-fourth Strect between Broadway and Eighth Avenue.
Rodin remembers, “It was on the north side of the street, under
some theater or other, and they used to charge a three-dollar
cover, a lot in those days. But the band was a smash. Every
Sunday night the place would be filled with musicians who'd
comc just to hear us. That used to burn up Lillian Roth, who was
the star of the show, and she and the band used to have a lot of
fights.”

Maybe it was because of the constant hassling with the
star—or maybe it was because of something else—but, despite
the band’s great notices, its engagement at the Little Club was
terminated early in May. And for a while thereafter the guys
really struggled.

There was even some talk about breaking away from Pollack
and perhaps having onc of the sidemen front the band. The two
most likely candidates scemed to be Glenn Miller and Benny
Goodman, and the guys in the band would have arguments as to
who would do a better job. Neither one of the nominecs,
however, was knocked out by the other's potential as a leader.
Goodman claimed that “Glenn was much too stiff to lead a
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band.” Glenn’s reaction was even less kind. “All Benny would
do,” he prophesied, “would be 1o stand there and pick his nose.”

But they remained good friends, nevertheless, and even
became roommates again at the Whitby Apartments on West
Forty-fifth Street. Benny recalls, “We spent many a tough day
together. We used to ‘borrow’ empty milk bottles from in front of
other apartments and turn them in so we could get enough
money to buy some hot dogs for lunch.

“You know, Glenn contributed a lot to the Pollack band. He
was basically an ideca man, and he certainly was a dedicated
musician.”

Jimmy McPartland also retains some fond memories, and
somc less fond, of Glenn during the Pollack days. “He was a very
decent man, but he wasn’t much of a trombone player. He acted
as the band’s musical director and he was a real taskmaster. |
remember he used to tell me to take home my parts and
woodshed them. ‘You'll be a better musician for it,” he used to
say. It used to get me sore as hell, but it turned out he was right.

“Glenn was terribly competitive. When he played tennis, he'd
hit every ball as hard as he could for a winner, but not many of
them went in. I soon caught on that if I just kept the ball in play,
I could beat him. 1 did, and he’d get sore as hell. But that was
Glenn. He always tried to be the best.”

Still, no matter how hard Glenn would drive himself, he could
not make himself into what he wanted most of all to be: a
first-rate jazz trombonist. He kept trying desperately 1o emulate
the playing of his idol, Miff Mole, but it seldom ever came out
that way.

Then one night came the big blow. Gil Rodin admits it was all
his fault: “A bunch of musicians invited me to a jam session at
the Louisiana Apartments. 1 remember 1 was living at the
Manger Hotel—that’s the T'aft now—and Pollack had the room
next to mine. That night at the Louisiana Apartments was the
first time I'd ever heard Jack Tcagarden. He was playing
without the bell portion of his horn, just blowing through his
slide into a glass and getting that ceriec sound—it was the
blues—and | was so knocked out, 1 couldn't see straight. And
then he sang, too, and that was just too much! With all due




Jack Teagarden,

respect to Glenn—and he and I were good friends—this was a
whole new world to me. When 1 got back to the hotel, I was so
excited about what I'd heard, that I woke up Pollack to tell him
about it. He said, yeah, he’d heard the name, and turned over
and went back to sleep.

“The next day I asked Jack to come down and sit in. I felt
funny about doing that because, as I said, Glenn and I were good
friends and I didn’t want to show him up. But I just-had to have
Jack in our band. In the back of my mind I must have figured
that maybe we could have two trombones, but that never
happened—at least not then.

“Well, you can guess what did happen. Jack knocked out
everybody, and, of course, that made Glenn feel pretty uncom-
fortable. We were scheduled to play in Atlantic City that
summer, but before we left, Glenn announced that he wasn’t
going because he’d had an offer from Paul Ash to do some
arranging and he thought he’d take it and stay in town. We all
knew, and I felt especially bad, what the real reason was. Glenn
must have felt strongly that ‘they really want that guy.’ And so
he made his exit gracefully.”

It must have been quite a blow to Glenn, who wanted so much
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to be recognized as a great jazz trombonist but who was always
coming up against guys who could outblow him. Little wonder
that when he was to front his own band some years later, he
would, at least for a while, play no trombone at all.

As a further ego-deflater, Glenn had been living in the Pollack
band under the shadow of Fud Livingston, whose swinging charts
had set the band’s style even before Glenn had joined it. And so,
most of the time, Glenn, instead of writing the kind of jazz
arrangements he really wanted to write, was kept busy arranging
corny ballads and trite novelty tunes that the band needed for
commercial reasons.

Nor could writing for a big, lush orchestra like Ash’s, which
played those pseudo-classical bits of nonsense in the pit of New
York’s Paramount Theatre, have been any more rewarding,
creatively. But financially—well, that was an entirely different
story. After leaving Pollack, Glenn was able for the first time in
his life to settle down somewhere and begin to save some money.
But, also for the first time in many years, he had no fellow-musi-
cians with whom he could share his evenings, nights and early
mornings. Roommate Goodman and the entire band had
departed, and Glenn was left with that feeling of loneliness that
eventually envelops so many rudderless bachelors.

And so Glenn began to think more and more of the girl he'd
left behind: of Helen Burger, that small, pretty, quiet, well-man-
nered coed he’d first met in one of their classes and then had
courted at the University of Colorado. Through the years he had
kept in touch with her—an occasional visit to Boulder, some
phone calls, some letters—with the understanding that some day
they would get married. But his music was always interfering,
and Helen’s disappointment and impatience were reflected by
the inscription on her picture on his dresser: “To Glenn, the
meanest man in the world!”

Eventually Helen began to give up hope, and her parents,
opposed to their only child marrying anyone as “unstable” as a
jazz musician, must have felt elated when she announced that
she was “practically engaged” to someone else.

As soon as Glenn got the news, he went into action. His
approach, as always, was practical, unemotional and straight to
the point. Convinced that he could now support the girl he loved,
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.geor of Boulder county.
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he sent her a terse wire, summoning her to New York for the
purpose of getting married.

Helen Burger arrived at the Forrest Hotel, and on October 6,
1928, with another trombonist, Vincent Grande, and somecone
named George Dewy as witnesses, Helen and Glenn were
married by clergyman Dudley S. Stark. Years later Mike Nidorf,
one of Glenn’s closest friends, echoed the sentiments of practi-
cally everyone who was ever close to the couple: ““The greatest
thing that ever happened to Glenn Miller was Helen Miller!™

The movie of Glenn’s life, The Glenn Miller Story, released in
1955, may have presented some inaccuracies and some exaggera-
tions, but nothing in it could have been more true to life than the
warmth and love and understanding that June Allyson and
Jimmy Stewart portrayed in their roles as Helen and Glenn
Miller. During almost two generations 1 have known many band
leaders and musicians and their wives and have scldom been
surprised by the tensions that have permeated thesec marriages
marriages that because of the occupational hazards involved,
have needed a great deal of understanding, patience and trust to
survive and flourish. Of all those marriages, the onc that
impresscd me as the most endearing and enduring was the onc
between Helen and Glenn Miller.

But much as I liked and admired Glenn, it was to Helen that 1
gave most credit for their happiness. In her own quict way she
was an imimensely strong person. She would remain discrectly in
the background, and yet, whenever Glenn had an important
decision to make, he would turn to her, and she would help him.
Polly Haynes, their closest friend and confidante, recently
described the subtle depth of their relationship: “I've never
known any couple that said so little and felt so much!”

One of Helen’s greatest abilities was recognizing Glenn’s
various and varying moods and knowing how to deal with them
without ever deflating his ego. She was a master of tact and
diplomacy, and espccially good at explaining Glenn and his
actions to others—but without ever demeaning her husband.

Whereas Glenn was cold and uncmotional, Helen was warm
and extremely considerate of other people’s feelings. Years later
Bill Fincgan, the Miller band arranger whom Glenn admired so




Newly-weds make such funny faces!
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much (though he had difficulty telling him so), was to credit
Helen for “making life bearable for me. She was the one who let
me know how Glenn really felt. I'd write something 1 was
especially proud of and Glenn would pay me the supreme
complimeit with a matiei-tfsfact remark like “That's a good
thing, Finegan.' But then, the next day, Helen would call me
aslde and say, ‘Billy, Glenn came home last night and he was
beside himself. He was so excited about what you had written.
He thought it was just so beautiful!’ That was really a great
marriage!”

Helen and Glenn were never able to have children of their
own—her serious operation in the late thirties took care of that.
So for years they lavished their affections on a little Boston bull
terrier named Pops. The best thing Pops did, in the estimation of
Finegan, who was obviously less emotionally involved, was to
snort and break wind. “And then Helen and Glenn would say,
‘Oh, Pops!’ in great embarrassment.”

But despite his series of emissions that lasted through twelve
years of his life, Helen and Glenn loved that little dog. Mike
Nidorf remembers when he died. “Glenn actually cried and
carried on. He really showed his emotions that time. He wouldn't
even think about working, he was so upset.”

Just recently, while gathering materials for this biography. I
came across a small cardboard box in one of the bottom file
drawers in a storage room containing many of Glenn's business
papers. The box, turning yellowish, had obviously been there for
a long time, tucked away among old bank statements and payroll
records. A string was tied around it, and on top of the box
appeared just two words in Glenn's own handwriting: “‘Pops’
Ashes.”

For that one moment it scemed to me that Tommy Dorsey was
not the only Sentimental Gentleman of Swing.




Top: Pops with Helen and Glenn.

porrom: Pops with Helen and Glenn and Mrs. Burger, Helen’s mother.
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“I always felt,” said Benny Goodman, “that when Glenn went #»g>

with Paul Ash, he was just marking time.”

Benny was right. Glenn’s love remained jazz, and he found
little that thrilled him in that huge, stiff, ostentatious orchestra in
the pit of the Paramount.

He and Helen took an apartment at 30-60 Twenty-ninth
Street in Astoria, just across the Fifty-ninth Street bridge that
links Queens and Manhattan boroughs. From there it was a
simple subway ride to the recording studios and the theater
district where Glenn was to make a living for the next three years
as a free-lance trombonist and arranger.

Early in 1929 Glenn cut a dozen sides with a group led by
Tominy and Jiminy Dorsey. Some of these featured an up-and-
coming singer who loved to hang around jazz musicians. His
name: Bing Crosby. Glenn’s old friend Smith Ballew, who was to
make hundreds of recordings during the next few years, also
popped up on several more of those Dorsey Brothers sides.

Throughout almost all of 1929 Glenn too often was paired on
records with a better trombonist who made him feel inferior, so
that those doubts he had about his jazz-playing prowess kept
growing. Tommy Dorsey, of course, was one. The other was Jack
Teagarden, who blew with Glenn on many of the records by the
era's best white jazz group, Red Nichols and His Five Pennies.

The play on words was obvious—nickels and pennies. Accu-
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rate? Hardly. When I first met Glenn in 1935, I questioned him
about those recording sessions. “Five pennies?” 1 asked. “Well,
yes, | guess so,” Glenn replied. “But they usually had another
five or so hidden behind the curtains.”

Even with Teagarden present, Glenn, who wrote many of the
arrangements, did manage to get in a few hot licks here and
there. Jazz critic George Frazier, who seldom wrote anything
good about Glenn’s playing, once recently paid him a huge

,.compllment Referring to Glenn’s obbligato behind Teagarden’s
i{vocal on the Pennies’ fecord of “Sall}, Won't You Come Back,”
Frazier wrote, “It is a$ good as anything that Louis Armstrong
ever played behind Bessie Smith.” ¢ _

On one of its dates the group recorded two sides: “I May Be
Wrong,” which years later was to become the theme song for all
stage shows in Harlem’s Apollo Theatre, and “The New
Yorkers.” Both came from an ill-fated Broadway production
called John Murray’s Almanac of 1929, for which Glenn had been
hired but for which he 'was never paid. In a handwritten reply to
a request from the Internal Revenue Service for an explanation
of deductions he took op his 1929 income-tax return, Glenn listed
the show as owing him $493. He also listed as “bad debts” band
leaders Freddy Rich, Tommy Dorsey and Ben Pollack! “I have
made every effort to collect this amount and to no avail,” he
wrote. “It is obvious that individual'lawsuits would cost more
than the bills are worth.” Even then, he was exhibiting keen
business acumen.

The vocalist on that Nichols date was a former St. Louis jockey
named Red McKenzie, an especially warm singer who phrased
like the jazz musicians with whom he hung out and by whom he
was accepted as a jazz brother. In addition to singing, McKenzie
also hummed through tissue paper wrapped around a comb,
giving out a sound like a rasping, muted trumpet.

Red was also quite a recording entrepreneur, who used to put
together sessions of jazz musicians whom he admired and with
whom he’d play his musical comb and sometimes sing. Appar-
ently he liked what he heard of Glenn on that Nichols date
because, in November 1929, when he assembled an especially
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impressive jazz band in Victor’'s New York recording studios, he
invited Glenn as the only trombonist.

The two sides have since gone down in jazz history as two of
the music’s classics. Not only were “Hello Lola™ and “One
Hour” magnificent musical items, but they also represented one
of the major breakthroughs in blacks and whites playing
together, Selected for this session, in addition to Miller, were
clarinetist Pec Wee Russell, guitarist Eddie Condon and drum-
mer Gene Krupa, who had just come to New York from Chicago,
plus that great tenor saxist, Coleman Hawkins, who was then
playing in Fletcher Henderson's band. Several years later, when
1 was interviewing Glenn for a Hall of Fame article in Afetronome,
I asked him to choose what he thought was the best playing he'd
ever done on records. Without a moment’s hesitation he replied,
“T'hose two sides 1 did with the Mound City Blue Blowers, ‘One
Hour' and ‘Hello Lola.””

During 1930 Glenn divided most of his playing time between
the recording studios and the pits of New York's T'imes Square
and Alvin theaters. Red Nichols was his boss in all three places.
He was a better-than-average cornet player, who played gentle,
loping melodic lines. But his real talent was organizing groups
and finding thein jobs. Glenn was never especially fond of
Nichols, and the fecling was reciprocal. During an interview in
the early 1960’s Red told me that “there was no questioning
Glenn’s ability. He was a very ‘thoughty’ guy. And he was also a
very sly one—for Glenn Miller.” But Nichols admitted that
“George Gershwin gave him [Glenn] recognition for the ride-outs
in the original score of Girl Crazp,” which included such big
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Gershwin hits as *1 Got Rhythm” and “Embraceable You.”

Girl Crazy was one of the two shows that year for which Nichols
had asserbled the pit band. The other was Strike Up the Band,
The all-star jazz casts in those pits included Nichols and Glenn
and Benny Goodman, among others, as well as young Krupa,
who forever credited Miller for having pulled him through. *1
couldn’t read anything then. But Glenn sat right in front of me
and he would cue me in for everything. He was so great to me!”
Goodman also still remembers how Glenn helped Gene: “Hildy
Elkins was the conductor in Girl Crazy. And it was amazing how
well Gene followed him—thanks to Glenn, of course.”

Glenn continued 1o make records with the Five (plus) Pennies.
In addition to up-tempoed, semi-dixicland numbers, the group
also waxed some ballads, including a lovely lazy version of ““Tea
for Two,” arranged by Glenn and featuring Adrian Rollini’s
languorous low-register sax playing the lead line. It was a unique
reed voicing, several octaves lower than, but not dissimilar to, the
Miller reed style that a decade later would characterize his own
band.

Thanks 1o Nichols, Glenn and Helen were able to live
comfortably in their Astoria apartment throughout 1929 and
1930. Glenn's income-tax return for 1930 lists Nichols as his sole
employer, his gross income at $6,239.50, deductions at $1,195.06,
and total tax paid, $17.38.

Again he hecard from Internal Revenue asking for more
information about his deductions. His reply revealed that he was
on salary from Nichols at $125 a weck during the runs of the
shows, even though union scale was only $80 per week, which
showed how much Red needed him. During the year he turned
in fifty-one arrangements. Coopying charges (making individual
parts from the original score sheet), which Glenn paid, averaged
$10.50 per score: about onc-sixth, and cven less, of similar
charges forty years later. He had his tuxedo pressed once a week
for 75¢ and cleaned once a month for $1.50. Obviously, Glenn
slurped his spaghetti very carcfully.

During 1931 he continued to record with Nichols. He also cut
a total of eighteen sides for Goodman, including the now-famous
rendition of “‘Basin Street Blues” by the Charleston Chasers, one




LerFT: (Left to right) Glenn, Helen, and
Bobby and Red Nichols ride a horse at
New Jersey’s Palisades Amusement Park
in May 1930.

BELOW: Glenn lends his support to the
Washington Monument in a piclure taken
by Helen,
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of Benny's numerous recording units. (Various jazz men, using
various names, would assemble various jazz groups for various
record companies.) In addition to the arrangement, Glenn also
contributed an original verse that began “Won't You Come
Along with Mc. Down the Mississippi,” which has sincc become
as famous as the song itself. The side focused on Jack ‘'ecagar-
den’s trombone and voice, and, more than any other recording,
helped to establish him as a major jazz star.

Goodman also kept Glenn busy with other work. *Things were
going good for me then. 1 was making as much as $80 a day in
the Paramount Studios out on lLong lIsland and 1 used 10
rccommend Glenn all the time. He was such a dedicated
musician and always so thorough.”

Glenn worked for radio studio conductors like Victor Young,
Carl Fenton, and, on the Camel radio show, Jacques Renard.
And he also played for a while under the baton of onc John
McManus, who conducted the *“Ben Goodman Recording Or-
chestra™ for a Broadway musical called Free for All during its
fiftcen performances in the Manhattan Theatre, which later
became CBS’s Ed Sullivan Playhousc.

Oscar Hammerstein directed the show and wrote some of the
music, and Jack Haley was onc of its stars. “lt was about
psychoanalysis,” remembers Goodman. He also remembers that
the closing notices went up “right after the reviews came out. We
renamed the show Freeze and Mell.”

By 1932 the Depression had become a way of life. The nation
still hadn’t recovered from the 1929 Wall Strect crash, and
Franklin Delano Roosevelt was still to come along and lead the
country out of its emotional and financial doldrums.

Especially hard hit was the rccording ficld. No longer were all
those calls coming in: a nine aA.M. date at Brunswick, a two p.M.
date at Victor, a six p.M. date for Mclotone Records. Radio, too,
was yanking at the purse strings, so that the New York scene for
a free-lance musician was no longer a happy one. Irving Berlin’s
lyrics of “All Alonc (at the telephone)” became many a
musician’s ‘theme song.

Glenn, like many others, was beginning to feel the pinch, and
so, when Smith Ballew came along and suggested to him that
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they form a band and return to the road, Glenn accepted the
invitation.

Ballew had been leading his own band for many years. He had
just changed offices, and his new bookers, the Music Corporation
of America (MCA), had sct his band for the Palais Royale, a
posh nightclub in Valley Stream, lLong Island, where it would
split the summer scason with none other than Guy Lombardo's
band. Realizing that this was his biggest chance yet to show the
world how good he was, Ballew decided he'd better organize a
truly topflight band in place of the run-of-the-mill hotel-type
outfit he had been fronting. So he called Glenn. “I asked him if
he would play trombone, arrange and rehearse the band for
two-fifty a weck plus a fifty-fifty split of everything over a
thousand dollars a week that I might make. Glenn agreed, and
the first musician he contacted was Ray McKinley. I had known
him as a kid in Fort Worth back in 1925, and I had even
admired him then.”

The Depression had cut down employment and the size of
dance bands. “It made poor people out of everybody,” recently
observed McKinley, who had descended to playing with Dave
Bernie’s (Ben Bernic’s brother) six-piece outfit. And so, when
Glenn called him, he jumped at the chance to join something
bigger and better, especially since Ballew's new band included
inspiring musicians like Glenn on trombone, Bunny Berigan on
trumpet, Delmar Kaplan on bass and Fulton “Fidgey” McGrath
on piano.

“Ballew was a nice, pleasant guy,” McKinley recalls, “but he
knew nothing about leading and he didn't pretend to. He was
extremcly handsome. He looked like one of those old Arrow
Collar ads. He had perfect symmetry. Somebody once called him
a singing Gary Cooper. But he had too casygoing a personality to
make a successful leader.

“Glenn, on the other hand, had a lot of energy, and, of course,
he knew exactly what he was doing all the time. Glenn was really
the main reason I wanted to join the band. I was very much
flattered—I guess he hadn’t forgotten that night when 1 sat in
with the Pollack band out in Chicago.

“I know Glenn was supposed to have arranged for the band, but




Smith Ballew with Frances Langford in Palm Springs, a 1936 Walter Wanger
production.

I don’t remember him bringing in many arrangements that he
had actually written. I have a feeling the budget didn’t permit it.
What he did instead would be to take a printed stock arrange-
ment and make cuts in it for a particular broadcast, and on the
next night he’d take the same stock and make a different cut and
it would sound like a different arrangement of the same tune.
Then sometimes he’d write a short introduction or something,
just to give it a little style of its own. But I don’t remember his
ever coming in with a completely original arrangement.”

What McKin]ey does remember very vividly is that “the band
always seemed to be breaking up after each hotel job and then
we'd reorganize again when the next job came along. Sometimes
we'd have long layoffs between jobs.”

The first layoff occurred in August 1932. Ballew had wangled
the band a job, with Miller conducting, for a Broadway show
called Chamberlain Brown’s Scrap Book, described as “a potpourri of
vaudeville with a non-star cast.” Ballew says, “It included
everything from comedy to opera and we even got an assistant
musical director of the Metropolitan Opera Company to work
with Glenn. But our first week’s check bounced and the
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producers said to deposit it again, that it must have been a
mistake. But it bounced the second time, 100, and 1 contacted the
manager of the theater, who told me the rent hadn’t been paid.”
T'he show closed after ten performances, but Ballew was stuck for
the musicians’ salaries. “All the guys refused to accept a nickel
from me—all except the string players.™

In November the band got a job at the Lowrey Hotel in St
Paul. Jimmy McPartland had replaced Berigan, and Chummy
MacGregor, with whom Glenn was to strike up a lifetime
friendship, had come in on piano for McGrath.

As he had in his Pollack days, Glenn assumed the taskmaster's
role. He insisted the band rehearse every morning before its
luncheon sessions, and he soon whipped it into a first-rate-sound-
ing dance orchestra. But, according to Ballew, that wasn’t
enough to satisfy the hotel manager. “After our first four weeks
he said he would only renew us if we added more novelties with
things like funny hats, the way Ted Weems' band was doing. 1
discussed this with Glenn and he was as dubious as | was, but we
decided to try it since it would add four weeks to our contract.
When we told the band about this, they rose en masse. ‘We are
musicians,’ they said. And so we went ahead and worked on the
novelties withou! funny hats.”

The expericnce was, as Ballew noted, “an education for Glenn,
when he realized what a big contribution those novelties made to
the overall popularity of our band. And he never forgot it.

“Red Nichols and His Five Pennies—all fifteen of them—re-
placed us and we returned to New York.” Came another layoff,
followed by a series of engagements, most interspersed with even
more layoffs. There was the William Penn Hotel in Pitisburgh,
where the band was augmented by The Foursome, who had been
in Girl Crazy when Glenn was in the pit. Next came the Hotel
Lexington in New York; then the Club Forest in New Orleans,
where the band featured what Ballew described as “a simply
sensational arrangement by Glenn of ‘Stormy Weather," which
Harold Arlen had just written and for which he gave me one of
the first lead sheets. We were so successful that our four weeks'
engagement was extended to six months.”

But by late 1933 the road for the Ballew band was running
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only downhill. And all those layoffs didn’t help build morale,
cither. McKinley vividly recalls onc New Year’s Eve at the
Muehlcbach Hotel in Kansas City. “All kinds of things had been
happening. Chummy had been in the lock-up with d.t.’s. And
Glenn got juiced—it was the only time I saw him like that. He
could be a bad drunk, too. Nobody knows exactly how it started,
but I understand Glenn had leaned over and grabbed J. D.
Wadc’s legs |Wade was the lcad trumpeter] or maybe it was
higher up. Anyway, they got into a real fight, right on the
bandstand, and they were rolling on the floor and Frank
Simeone, the little sax player, was trying to separate them and he
was taking more blows than anyone.” According to Ballew,
“nobody noticed the battle,” a pithy commentary on the state of
Kansas City’s New Year’s Eve celebrants.

Glenn didn’t play with the band on its last major engagement,
at the Cosmopolitan Hotel in Denver, close to where Glenn’s
family was living. By then, late 1933, the band had deteriorated,
and, according to McKinley, “Glenn didn’t want his friends to
see him in such a poor setting—the band was beneath his dignity
or something. Anyway, he stayed on as manager. He'd rehearse
the band for shows, and, of course, he’d show up on payday. He
had begun to act more like a tough business executive and less
like a musician. He was getting more headstrong than ever, and
less easy to get along with.”

Ballew agrees. “‘He was a taskmaster, often to the resentment
of men in the band. He was stifl. He had no social amenities and
he preferred to remain in the background. He was definitely an
introvert. He was hard to know. He never bared his soul to
anyone at any time that 1 know of.” Now retired in Fort Worth,
Texas, following a successful career as a Hollywood cowboy
movie star, Ballew concludes, “1 felt I knew him then, but now 1
have my doubts.”




‘Chapter 7

For Glenn Miller, 1934 was the year of the Dorsey Brothers s3>
band. During some of those various 1933 layoffs with Smith ¥>%>*

Ballew, Glenn had recorded with Tommy and Jimmy’s pick-up
outfit, composed of New York’s more swinging studio musicians,
often backing singer Mildred Bailey with Miller arrangements.

Then, during the beginning of 1934, the band waxed some
instrumental sides on its own, some issued under the Dorseys’
name and some under the names of the group’s sidemen.

From time to time Tommy and Jimmy had been threatening
to form a permanent band that would go out on the road and
work regularly. But according to Roc Hillman, who wound up as
the band’s new guitarist, it took Glenn to prod them into action.

Hillman was one of several musicians whom Glenn uncovered
during Ballew’s last stand in Denver. “We were playing with Vic
Schilling’s band at the Broadhurst Hotel, and Glenn told a
drummer-friend of mine that Harry Goodman would be leaving
the band and they’d be needing a new bass player. So this friend
told me to go over and play for Glenn. I did, and he and Ray
McKinley liked me and I got the job on bass. But I also played
guitar, and as things turned out, that's where I wound up.

“Later I took Glenn and Ray back to hear our band and they
also hired Skeets Herfurt, who played sax, Don Matteson, who
played trombone, and Kay Weber, our girl singer. Skeets and
Don and I sang as a trio, so that helped.

63
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“Schilling let us go right away—he was very nice about
jt—because Glenn told us the band had a job at the Roman
Pools in Florida and some of their other guys weren't going. So
we started back east, but on the way back we heard the place in
Florida had gone bankrupt. So we went on to New York instead.

“Glenn was just great to all four of us. He felt responsible and
he did everything he could to make life easy for us. On the
second night we were there, he took us up to meet Benny
Goodman in his hotel room. Then a few nights later he had
Tommy Dorsey come up to our room in the Manhattan Towers
Hotel, and he had me play my tune, ‘Long May We lLove,’ for
Tommy. Tommy liked it and he recorded it. Glenn also took us
to the Onyx Club to hear the Six Spirits of Rhythm, and he
introduced us to Artie Shaw there.”

The Ballew band managed to get a one-week gig at the Hotel
Lexington, but Donald Novis, who sang a lot like Ballew, was the
featured act, so the booking didn’t do the band any good. In fact,
the band didn’t work at all after that, according to Ray
McKinley. “Then one day Glenn phoned me and said that
Tommy and Jimmy were getting their band together and he was
going with them, and so were the kids from Denver, and would 1
like to go. 1 said, ‘Sure.’

“The band had a different sound. That was Glenn'’s idea. Bing
Crosby was the big thing then, and Glenn decided to pitch down
to his register. So, instead of the usual couple of trumpets and just
one trombone, we featured three trombones, Tommy and Glenn
and Don, and just one trumpet. Bunny Berigan was there at first.
The saxes had a different sound—two tenors and one alto instead
of the usual two altos and one tenor; that gave them a lower
pitch, too. Skeets and a fellow named Jack Stacey were the tenors
and Jimmy played alto and also clarinet. In the rhythm section
we had Kaplan on bass, Bobby Van Eps on piano, Roc on
guitar, and me. Kay Weber was the girl singer and later on Bob
Crosby became the boy singer.

“The band used to rehearse in that little rehearsal room up in
the office of Rockwell-O’Kecfe [who booked them] in Radio
City. Sure enough, the second rchearsal ran truc to form—the
Dorseys were screcaming at cach other. | remember Jimmy yelled,
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'l suppose you think that means you're the boss,” and Tommy
yelled right back, *You know damn well I'm the boss, because
can talk louder than you!" ™

‘T'he band started off with a series of one-nighters in New
England during the spring of 1934. Onc of them turned out 10 be
the date at Nuttings-on-the-Charles where | hifst heard the band
and first heard about Glenn Miller—~the date on which he ran
completely untrue to form by trying 10 sing those ridiculous lyries
about *Annic’s Cousin Fanny.”

The band recorded that tune and fifty-cight others for Decca
Records during 1934, a year in which Glenn's income dipped 1o
a dismal $3,209.78, his lowest in many years. But, though the pay
wasn’t great, the experience and the exposure were. Working as
musical dircctor and arranger for such a group of outstanding
musicians brought him to the attention of many pcople in the
music field, and led him next year into another exciting
assignment.

The band settled down during the summer of 1934 in the
Sands Point Casino on Long Island, where it had a radio wire.
Berigan would show up only half of the time, and so, despite his
brilliance, the brothers decided they'd be better off without him
and replaced him with a Harvard graduate named George
Thow.

Many of the band’s most exciting numbers, according to
McKinley, were “strictly head arrangements. We'd make them
up as we went along—you know-—somebody would come up
with a rill; and somebody would add something else, and soon
wce'd have an arrangement all wrapped up.

“Glenn did write a few things for us. 1 remember one thing
called ‘Dese, Dem and Dose’ that he wrote and we recorded. He
used 10 carry a little organ around with him to work on, but 1
don’t think he did more than four arrangements during the
entire summer at Sands Point. Evidently he was a pretty slow
arranger—at least in those days. He was all business, No work
was too hard for him. But he was also a little standoflish with the
guys in the band.”

A job as musical director for the battling Dorseys was bound to
take its 10ll. ‘The brothers were constantly squabbling, and the



The Dorsey Brothers Band poses for the calisthenics leader and its press agent
beside the swimming pool of the Sands Point Casino on Long Island. Tommy
and Jimmy flank Kay Weber in the front row. Don Matteson, Delmar Kaplan,
Roc Hillman and Bobby Van Eps are in the second row. George Thow, Jack
Stacey, Glenn, Skeets Herfurt and Ray McKinley bring up the rear.

subject was almost always music. Glenn would be caught in the
middle, and finally, after an engagement at the Palais Royale on
Broadway, he decided he'd had it and handed in his notice.
His decision wasn't purely negative—he knew precisely where
he was going. Over in England, Ray Noble had been making
some exceptionally fine recordings, and over here in America the
public was beginning to buy them. The Dorseys’ booking agency,
Rockwell-O’Keefe, was looking for new bands so they could
compete with the larger Music Corporation of America. They
had wanted to bring Noble'’s band over intact, but when they
discovered (1) that the American musicians’ union wouldn’t
stand for it, and (2) Noble didn’t have his own band anyway—he
had merely assembled top musicians from various English bands
for his recordings—they decided it might be a smart idea to get
somebody to organize a band of American musicians for him.
And, recognizing the fine jobs Glenn had turned in, first for
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The Ray Noble Orchestra on the Rainbow Room bandstand: (front row) singer
Al Bowlly, Fritz Prospero, Nick Pisani, Danny I)'Andrea, George Van Eps,
Claude Thornhill; (second row) Glenn, Will Bradley, Charlie Spivak, Peewee
Erwin, Jimmy Cannon, Johnny Mince, Milt Yaner, Bud Freeman; (back row)
Bill Harty and Delmar Kaplan. Bradley, Spivak and Thornhill also became
successful band leaders after they left Noble.

Smith Ballew and then for the Dorseys, they contacted him and
he agreed.

And what a band Glenn organized! Charlie Spivak and
Peewee Erwin played trumpets; Glenn and Wilbur Schwitchen-
berg, who later changed his name to Will Bradley, were on
trombones; the reeds featured Bud Freeman and Johnny Mince,
who later was to star as clarinetist in Tommy Darsey’s band; and
the rhythm section consisted of Claude Thornhill on piano, the
brilliant George Van Eps on guitar, Kaplan on bass, and
Noble’s manager, Bill Harty, a not very swinging drummer, who
had arrived with Ray from England. As Bradley once remarked,
“The rhythm section didn’t sound as bad as Harty was capable
of playing.”

Everything pointed to this becoming one of the great all-
around bands of all time. And, for a while, it proved to be just
that. Noble, suave and sophisticated, arranged ballads with great
musical taste and tenderness. But his English band’s jazz efforts
had often bordered on the comical. Now, with the jazz-wise




68 / GLENN MILLER AND HIS ORCHESTRA

Miller to take over that department, the band appeared 10 have
all musical bases well covered.

For a while Glenn had his way-—--complctely. Because of union
troubles, Ray was not permitted 10 work for several months. So
he went out 10 Hollywood 1o write songs for a movic, The Big
Broadeast of 1936. 'That gave Glenn the chance to rehearse the
band and mold it 1o his tastes. ‘That was fine, 0o, with many of
the jazz-oriented musicians he had assembled for a leader whose
bag was sweet stuff.

When Ray returned from the West Coast, he took over,
concentrating on ballads. Both he and Glenn were sticklers for
musical details, so the band spent an inordinate amount of time
just rehearsing, for which the men were paid-—"the first time in
history,” according to Ireeman, ‘“that that ever happened.”
Merely for rehearsing for nine weeks, Miller got $8o4, a preuy
hefty sum in those days. And he made more money recording on
the side. In March he waxed ten tunes with a group of Ben
Pollack alumni, who were soon to elect Bob Crosby as their new
leader. Glenn composed one of the songs, “When Icky Morgan
Plays the Organ, Look Out!"—dcdicated 10 his good friend Dick
Morgan, who had played guitar in Pollack’s band. Ever hear of
the record? Hardly anyonc clse did, either. Proof: Glenn's
royalty check as composer came to $5.38! And he also collected
six cents for the sale of three picces of sheet music!

Then, on April 25, 1935, Glenn Miller recorded for the first
time under his own name. Utilizing six horns, a rhythm section
and a string quartet, he waxed two sides for Columbia Records,
“Moonlight on the Ganges” and “A Blues Serenade,” that
featured his old boss Smith Ballew, plus an instrumental of “In a
Little Spanish Town.” For a finale he dispensed with the strings
and rccorded an out-and-out jazz variation on “Pagan Love
Song,” which he titled “Solo Hop.” It featured some great
trumpeting by Bunny Berigan, the tenor sax of Eddic Miller and
the clarinet of Johnny Mince. But on ncither of the two jazz sides
was there a single note of solo trombone. Was it modesty, or did
Glenn have such little respect for himself as a jazz musician? No
one will ever know. His sccond try at making money as a
composer through records about equaled the success of his first.
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According to his first royalty statement, Glenn’s record of *“Solo
Hop™ sold less than eight hundred copies!

Meanwhile, the Noble band had continued its rehearsals. Late
in April it played its first dances, and early in May it began
recording for Victor. On the first date, in addition to a couple of
ballads, it waxed two of Glenn's jazz arrangements: “Way Down
Yonder in New Orleans,” complete with the repeated rhythmic
riffs Glenn always liked to feature, and a racing rendition of
“Chinatown, My Chinatown.”

Throughout Glenn’s stay with the band, its music remained
distinctly divided between Noble's pretty ballads and Miller's
semi-dixicland jazz attempts. It was almost as if there were two
different bands, Noble’s and Miller’s. In musical tastes and
backgrounds Glenn and Ray may have seemed far apart, and yet
they found a common mecting ground in their fetishistic
dedication to details and precision and in their constant aware-
ness and appreciation of the importance of a commiercial
approach.

They were alike in other ways, t0o. Both were very strong-
willed. Both were very articulate, though rather reticent about
talking. Each believed very strongly in his particular approach to
music. and neither one was especially good at compromiise. For a
while their approaches and their personalities meshed nicely. But
only for a while.

The first year was a good one. The band packed the swank
Rainbow Room. atop the RCA Building in Radio City, “sixty-
five stories nearer the stars,” as the announcers used to say on
those remote broadcasts. ‘The guys enjoyed the job, even though
they had a three a.m. closing, seven nights a week. But the good
pay made it all quite bearable. In 1935, working almost
exclusively for Noble, Glenn grossed $7.573.70, up to then an
all-time high for him.

But, in addition to the money, the guys enjoyed themselves.
They had pride in the band as a whole and in several of its jazz
soloists, especially Bud Freeman, whose wildly inventive solos
created all sorts of excitement. According to Bradley, “Glenn and
I would bet on whether Bud would come out of his augmented
spins. Glenn would say, “Two drinks he doesn't make it," and I'd
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say, “I'wo drinks he does.’ I used to win a lot of drinks that way.”

Claude Thornhill emerged as the band’s “character.” One
night, when business had been slow, the manager of the room
told the band at two a.M. that they could go home—there weren’t
any customers left. So down to the sixty-fourth floor they went to
change from their tuxes into their street clothes. Most of them
were about to leave when Bill Harty, the band manager, came
rushing in and announced that some of the Rockefellers—who
only owned the joint—had come in with a big party, and they
wanted to dance. Disgusted, the guys changed back into their
work clothes and trudged back into the room, all except
Thornhill, who seemed to have disappeared. But that didn’t
matter too much, because Noble also played the piano. And so
they started to play again. Can you picture that sight, and the
reactions of the Rockefellers, when, in the middle of the first
number, into the swank Rainbow Room walked Claude Thorn-
hill, impeccably dressed, except for one variation: He'd pur-
posely neglected to put on his pants!

Long before 1 joined Metronome, when I was still in college, 1
had been enthralled by Ray Noble’s English records, and so,
almost as soon as I had joined the magazine in 1935, I used to
gravitate toward the new Noble band. I didn't have enough
money to go into the Rainbow Room as a paying customer, but I
did discover that between sets the guys in the band would come
out of a side door and sit in a lounge close by. So I would hang
around there and talk with them, doing some interviews but
gencrally just discussing music.

One of the nicest gents I ever met was Al Bowlly, Noble's
South African singer, whose warm and tender phrasing was a
true reflection of his personality. As I began to become accepted
by the guys, their dressing room on the sixty-fourth floor became
in-bounds for me. One of my fondest memories is of Bowlly
taking me aside and telling me he’d like to sing me a song that
Glenn had just written. Actually, only the melody was Glenn's;
the lyrics were by Eddie Heyman, best known as the lyricist of
“Body and Soul.”

Al was a very sentimental guy who had no trouble showing his
emotions, and I thought he was actually going to cry as he sang.




Al Bowilly.

without any accompaniment, the new song he had just learned
and which obviously had affected him very much.

Later the song was given a new set of lyrics when it was retitled
“Moonlight Serenade,” but who remembers the words? Yet, ever
since I first heard them, I've been unable to forget the original
Fyrics of “Now I Lay Me Down to Weep,” as Al Bowlly crooned
them just for me that early morning in the band’s dressing room:

Weep for the moon, for the moon has no reason to glow now;
Weep for the rose, for the rose has no reason to grow now;
The river won’t flow now,

As I lay me down to weep.

You went away, and the break in my heart isn’t mending;
You went away, and I know there is no happy ending,
There’s no use pretending,

As | lay me down to weep.

When you were mine, the world was mine,
And fate constantly smiled.

Now in its place, I have to face

A pillow of tears, all through the years.

Though you are gone, I still pray that the sun shines above you;
Time marches on, yet I know that I always will love you;
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The first four bars of the original manuscript of what later became Glenn's
theme song, “Moonlight Serenade,” then titled “Now I Lay Me Down to
Weep."” This copy in Glenn's own hand was given to author Simon so he could
come up with new lyrics. He did, but his “Gone with the Dawn set wasn’t used
either!

I’ll keep dreaming of you,
As [ lay me down to weep.*

Gil Rodin recalls that one night Glenn came into the Hotel
New Yorker where the Bob Crosby band, composed of many
fellow Ben Pollack alumni, was playing. He said, “I've written a
song and made an arrangement of it.” The band ran it down,
but, according to Gil, “it was full of unison clarinets and flutes
and not in our style. I told him I thought it was a great melody
and asked him to arrange it for our band. But he said, ‘Let’s wait
until I get it published.’ ™ It never was published until it became
“Moonlight Serenade,” and was never recorded by any band—
even Noble’s—until Glenn’s own band did it four years later.

Of course, Noble could easily have recorded it, and chances
are he might have, if he and Glenn had become better friends.
But it didn’t pan out that way, as it so seldom does when two
creative and talented, but hard-nosed, individuals try working
together over an extended period of time.

Certainly Ray did nobly, financially speaking, for Glenn. He
gave him a base pay that rose as high as $175 a week and paid
him extra for recording dates and one-nighters and for working
on The Big Broadcast of 1936, so that Glenn's total weekly pay
ranged from a one-week low of $130 to a one-week high of $356.

* TRO © 1967, Essex Music, Inc. Used by permission.
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Considering the wage level, the price levels, and the 4 pereent
income 1ax then prevalent, Glenn made a lot of money out of his
Noble association.

But, despite the good moncy, Glenn was beginning o feel
restless in the band. I sensed this during several talks backstage at
the Rainbow Room. At first we discussed the past and he told me
about his days with Red Nichols, and 1 listened wide-cared as |
got the inside dirt on what it was really like within that great
group whose records | had played so oftien. And we talked about
the present, too, and about the Noble band and some of its
outstanding musicians, like Bud Freeman, Johnny Mince and
Peewee Erwin, all three of whom would soon join T'ommy
Dorsey; and lead saxist Milt Yaner, who would be going with
Jimmy Dorsey; and Thornhill and Will Bradley and Charlie
Spivak, who would later be leading their own bands.

And there were other musicians and other bands we'd talk
about. Glenn was a big Benny Goodman admirer, and we'd also
sharc our enthusiasm for Jimmie Lunceford, and, of course, for
Duke Ellington.

I always had the feeling—cven then— that Glenn wanted so
very much to be included among these elite of the jazz. world. He
was honest enough 1o recognize and admit his limits as a jazz
trombonist. But he as yet had no way of knowing how he would
lare competitively as a swing band leader, and the thought of
showing the world—and that included his fellow-musicians, of
course-~that he could be a stand-out, if not as a jazz soloist, then
as a leader in a field that included so many of the men he
admired, certainly must have entered his very shrewd and
analytical mind.

His candor, coupled with his close involvement with the sort of
music we both loved, and, of course, his receptiveness to my cager
overtures led me to believe that 1 was developing a really good
friecndship in my new and exciting world of jazz. And, as it
turned out, 1 was right.

In those days I was still living with my family in a brownstone
house on West Eighty-ninth Street ofl’ Central Park West, We
were a closely knit, slightly snobbish and somewhat intolerant
upper-middie-class Jewish clan, filling much of our five-story
house with music. On the second floor we had a living room with
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two phonographs. On the parlor floor we had a large music room
with two pianos and a Mason and Hamlin organ. ‘There my
oldest brother, Dick, would practice his piano concertos, or
Henry would play with his string quartets, or Alfred and a friend
would play show tunes on the two pianos,

Down in the basement I had my own type of music room, a
pad devoted to jazz, complete with my phonograph, record
collection, and sct of drums, on which T tried, with 1ol lack of
success, 10 emulate Gene Krupa, Chick Webb, Ray McKinley,
Ray Bauduc, and others, as 1 drummed to their records.
Sometimes I'd play cxtra loud and purposcly lcave a window
slightly open, just in case some band lcader might pass by and
discover my genius.

Naturally, I was considered the family lowbrow, and I guess |
was. Nobody clsc in the house had any appreciation whatsocever
of jazz. Dick, who in 1924, at the age of twenty-four, had founded
the publishing firm of Simon and Schuster, often brought home
to dinner some of his intellectual compatriots, ranging all the
way from authors like Will Durant to musicians like George
Gershwin, Henry was a professor of English at Columbia, and
he'd invite some of his fellow-intellectuals to the house,

Faced with such compctition, I hesitated bringing any “low-
brow jazz musicians” home to dinner. Few, if any, 1 figured,
would receive the far-too-important seal of family approval.

But then one night, for some reason or other—maybe it was
because he always secemed so bright and was always so polite—1
got up cnough courage to display Glenn to my family. And I was
overjoyed when 1 saw how he charmed them all. Not that his
conversation was cspecially scintillating or his humor especially
titillating. 1 think it was morc that they never expected a jazz
musician 1o be so down to carth, 1o talk so directly and so clearly,
and just to talk so much good, common sense. For me, it turned
out to be an cvening of beautiful, reflected glory I had brought
home a winner!

Later that "evening Glenn and 1 went downstalrs to the
basement to listen to our kind of records, and it was then that he
let me in on his big sccret: He was going to start his own band.




The author, hoping te be discovered!

He didn’t know yet exactly when or where or even what kind of a
band he was going to have. But it would be a musical one and it
would play some jazz, that was certain. He still had a lot of
planning to do and decisions to make, including the finding and
hiring of the musicians who would fit into his scheme of things.
And that was one of the reasons he was taking me into his
confidence. In my adventures as a Metronome reporter and critic, |
heard an enormous number of musicians. How about my letting
him know where some of the better prospects were located? He'd
appreciate that. Maybe I could, in fact, help him get his band
started.

Would I? .

Damn right, I would.
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Chapter 8

During 1936 the Noble band’s popularity began to ebb. In the g2g>
previous year it had latched on to well-paying jobs, including a *>%>

radio commercial. It had looked as if the following year would be
just as good, and so, before leaving for a vacation in England,
Noble and manager Bill Harty had assured the men that there
would be big things happening during the next season.

Well, the band went back into the Rainbow Room all right,
and the steady flow of recording sessions continued, but the radio
commercial didn’t materialize, and when, during the first theater
tour after the Rainbow Room engagement, the guys were asked
to take a cut in salary, several of them said *“No, thanks.” Most
vehement was Glenn, who never could tolerate broken promises
and who hadn't been getting along too well with Noble and
Harty anyway. It was he who led an angry walkout that
included many of the band’s top musicians, and from which the
band never recovered.

While marking time until he could get his own band started,
Glenn played radio dates, most of them with Freddy Rich’s
orchestra, and even worked for a while with Vincent lLopez’s
band. He also sat in on a recording date with the new band of his
old boss Ben Pollack, which sported an exciting and completely
unknown young trumpeter named Harry James, whom Benny
Goodman was soon to grab (I raved about him in Metronome and
called him “Henry James!”), and a marvelous clarinetist named

79
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Irving “Fazola” Prestopnik, whom Glenn would eventually hire.

Glenn and Helen were living very comfortably in their
apartment at 37-60 Eighty-eighth Street in Jackson Heights, and
Glenn could have settled, as many of his compatriots did, for the
life of a studio musician. That meant playing the “vanilla” sort
of music called for by the various sponsors—music that would
never offend anyone, or excite anyone, including the musicians
themselves. Some of his friends had been able to compromise;
they had learned how to stomach such a bland and, for a creative
musician, gigolo-like existence without throwing up. But for
others, Miller included, it proved to be almost too much of an
effort. A few, like Goodman, Shaw and the Dorseys, were now
leading their own bands. And many more had signed up as
sidemen in the new wave of swing bands. But Glenn had already
paid his dues as a traveling sideman. For him there was only one
way out. He would start his own band.

He talked it over with Helen. Obviously, it would mean a
change in their life-style. No more relaxed evenings at home. No
more regular paychecks. No more security.

Of course, it would be a gamble. But Glenn had made up his
mind, and there have been few minds harder to change than his.
He was sure he could make out. After all, he had, in one way or
another, acted as co-leader in the bands of Smith Ballew, the
Dorsey Brothers and Ray Noble. Certainly he’d gained enough
experience there—he had learned what to do and what not to do,
and, perhaps most important of all, how to handle musicians and
how to balance his creative daydreams with the commercial facts
of life. His credentials were impeccable.

I realized this as we discussed what kind of a band he was
going to have. He talked about Jimmie Lunceford and about his
showmanship. He emphasized that he wanted a good combina-
tion of Swing and ballads. For a while we talked about some of
the pretty arrangements he had written for Red Nichols, with the
low, mournful sax lead, but Glenn discarded the idea of this style
because he thought it might sound too melancholy.

And we'd talk about Glenn himself, and from these talks and
some we held later on, I learned more about the man, including
'ome of his likes and dislikes. His favorite author was Damon
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Runyon. His favorite book was the Bible. Spencer Tracy and
Olivia de Havilland were his favorite movie actor and actress.

His big loves were trout fishing, playing baseball, listening to
good music, sleep and money. His pet hates were bad swing
music, early-morning telephone calls (he liked to sleep from 4
A.M. until noon) and the phrase “good-bye now.” His favorite
quotation, he once stated, was not from the Bible, nor from
Runyon, but from Duke Ellington: “It Don’t Mean a Thing If It
Ain't Got That Swing!"

Of course, we'd talk a lot about what his band was going to be
like. I liked the way he played trombone, and I wondered how he
would feature himsclf. When he told me that he wasn't even
going to play trombone, I was shocked. But his explanation made
sense. “I can’t play as well as Tommy Dorsey, so why should 1
come out second best?”’ I hadn't realized how little he thought of
his own playing, or how much he needed to be the best. Had 1
idolized him less, I might have begun to suspect right then and
there that maybe this wasn’t such a superbly self-confident guy
after all.

Late in 1936 we started looking for musicians. Benny Good-
man had already given Glenn a good lead. While driving
through New Britain, Connecticut, he'd heard a band on a local
radio station that sounded somewhat like his own—maybe not as
slick or as accomplished but with a fine spirit and a very good
jazz clarinetist. Benny and his friend john Hammond investi-
gated and found that the leader was a local lad named Hal
Mclntyre, who also played the jazz clarinet and who had copied
some of the Goodman arrangements off records.

So one day Benny put in a call to Hal at his home. “Hello,” he
said, “this is Benny Goodman.” Mclntyre, who'd always been
kidded about his worship of Goodman, thought it was a gag and
said, “That’s great—well, this is Jesus Christ,” and hung up.
Finally Benny’s secretary put in another call and explained to
Hal that it really was Benny calling. Goodman then invited Hal
to come down to New York, and, so a couple of his friends claim,
Hal even played with the band for a few days. (“I'm not sure. |
don’t remember. He may have,” Benny recently recalled with his
most charming vagueness.) Mclntyre’s widow, June, then his girl
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friend, believes that Benny introduced them to Glenn at a
rehearsal, though ! always thought that Glenn had never met
Hal until one very cold, wintry night when we drove up to
Cromwell, Connecticut, to hear him play.

I remember we met him at his home and we liked him
immediately. He was warm and friendly and direct—typical of
the all-American type of boy with whom Glenn hoped to stock
his band. He had lined up some other local musicians, all
members of his own band, for an audition in the New Britain
radio studio. So we followed him over there, he leading the way
in an old model-A Ford convertible with the top thrown back on
that frightfully frigid night. We thought the guy was some sort of
a nut, But we were wrong. He just liked fresh air.

As it turned out, the only musician in the band whom Glenn
wanted right then and there was Hal himself, who I thought
played a pretty good jazz clarinet—an instrument on which he
was seldom heard thereafter. Hal tried to talk Glenn into hiring
some more of his guys, but, except for the bass player, who had to
leave early to make another gig, Glenn wasn’t interested. Later,
bassist Rolly Bundock reports, “He did send for me. He sent me a
telegram and asked me to join the band on just two days’ notice.”
Bundock, who stayed for three years and three months, recalls
that “Glenn was very warm to begin with. He was just
modulating from being a sideman.”

Meanwhile, back in late 1936, the search for musicians
continued. Part of my job at Metronome was to go around town
and review bands. In the November issue I had written about the
band of Harry Reser, who had become famous on radio as head
of his Cliquot Club Eskimos. He had lost his commercial radio
series and was now leading a new and rather swinging outfit
composed of some of New York’s younger musicians. They were
playing at the Arcadia Ballroom on Broadway at Fifty-third
Street. Two of the young sax players had impressed me
especially: George Siravo, the lead altoist, and Jerry Jerome, who
played the hot tenor. I took Glenn over to hear them and he
offered them both jobs. They accepted.

Some time later I took Glenn over to the Holland Hotel, far
west on Forty-second Street, to hear a clarinetist. He didn’t
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impress us too much, but the tenor man in the band did, and so
we stayed around to listen. We had ordered sandwiches and
coffee, after which our waiter disappeared, only to show up a bit
later as the master of ceremonies for some third-rate floor show.
Later he came back to our table and asked us what we'd like to
drink. When we told him more coffee, he told us that wouldn't
do—we’d have to order some booze if we expected to stay
around. When we told him we didn't want any, he conferred
with the head waiter, then returned and asked us to get out. And
so we lcft, after making sure that the tenor man, Johnny Harrell,
would show up the next day for rehearsal.

The episode amused Glenn. “That was the first time,” he told
me, “that I've ever been thrown out of a joint for not drinking.”

In the past, Glenn had had his drinking bouts, and they hadn’t
always been pleasant ones. Various people who have seen him in
his cups have proclaimed him ‘“a mean drunk” and “a monster
when he drinks,” and one person described him as “a drunk right
out of central casting. He used foul language.”

David Mackay, for years his attorney, reports that once, in the
early days of his marriage, Glenn went out on a toot that lasted a
couple of days. It cost him more than he had on him, and, to pay
off, he had withdrawn a bundle from a checking account which
he and Helen shared. This infuriated Helen, who apparently had
had to put up with such a routine before, and so she decided to
go on a binge of her own. According to Mackay, “She went to
the bank and drew out all the rest of the money from the
account. And then she went into Manhattan and bought all the
clothes she’d always wanted to buy. It taught Glenn a lesson.”

Glenn, whose father apparently had also lost some bouts to the
bottle, was acutely aware of his own problem and what it might
lead to. He had told me that as long as he would remain a leader
he intended to stay strictly on the wagon; that he couldn’t afford
to take any chances, because, he intimated, after a few drinks he
could easily turn into a pretty rough and unattractive character.
I must say that until he went.into the army, I never saw him
touch a drop, though various band members have reported that
every once in a while when the band was traveling by train,
Glenn would bust loose with a few—sometimes even more—and
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depending upon his mood, he might have a great time with a few
fricnds. More often, though, he'd be apt to lash out angrily at
somcbody or some situation that had been bugging him.

In the carly part of 1937 the band rchearsed regularly in the
Haven Studio on West Fifty-fourth Strect between Sixth and
Seventh avenucs, approximatcly on the same spot that the Half
Note, onc of the city's leading jazz clubs, now stands. It was a
dingy walkup floor-through of what might once have been a
swank town house. lts décor was strictly god-awful-oriental. Mr.
Haven was a gentle, very particular elderly man who always
reminded me of a retired actor or scenic designer who'd never
quitc made it. In fact, the whole atmosphere reminded me of a
Clubhouse for Retired Veterans of the Gay World.

It was up there that we used to trudge to rehearse. By this time
I had become thoroughly immersed in the band’s career. 1 had
attended most of the rehcarsals, sometimes as an observer, at
other times as the band’s drummer. For quite a while Glenn and
I could find no drummer who satisfied us, and since I had played
drums sort of professionally and knew the arrangements and was
available anyway, Glenn would ask me to play along.

For me, it was a beautiful education. 1 have, during my many
years in the music field, attended many rehearsals and have
noticed how various leaders work. But I can’t remember ever
watching anyone who knew so exactly what he wanted and who
knew so well how to get it. Though a perfectionist, Glenn mixed
his demands with patience. He must have been acutely aware
that these young musicians needed more help than the veterans
with whom he had been playing, and he gave it to them
unstintingly. Sometimes some of his friends, top musicians like
trumpeter Charlic Spivak and saxist Toots Mondcllo, would
drop by and sit in to help out. But generally Glenn was all on his
own with these comparative youngsters. He kept helping them in
every way that he possibly could. I can remember, for cxample,
when the saxes were having difficulty with a certain passage, and
Glenn, instead of trying to describe in words the kind of phrasing
he was looking for, would step right into the midst of the scction
with his trombone and say, *Listen, fellows, follow me. T'll show




ROASTS AND TOASTS
By G. T. S.

THE COUNTRY'S NEWEST  Last month there was a little news item in this
c G BAND?! magazine to the effect that Glenn Miller was or-

e ganizing his own band. That itein inspired this
wrii¥ to search the rehearsal halls for the Miller embryo. 1Hle found it, and
what he heard was even more inspiring than the short article that nupnred the
search. In the first place there are some arrangenients in that new Miller library
that arc (to coin a counterfeit phrase) really out of this world. And Miller,
besides great talents as an arranger, possesses other attributes which should help
him nicely in what alrcady looks like a pretty easy climb to the top for him.
He's a thorough, as well as a thoroughly hep, musician; knows what he wants,
and, judging from the qualitics of his embryo, knows how to get what he wants.
And there are a couple of non-personal attributes which should inake the Mitler
stock soar, so far as the swing fan market goes: No. 1 is clarinet-man 1lal
Mclntyre whom Miller uncovered in the wilds >f Connectient; No. 2 is tenor-
man Johmy Harrell, a Texan, whom Glenn stumbled across in one of those
wcxrﬁqnd commnercial 42nd Street joints here in town : No. 3 is fine hot trumpeter

u Bose of New Orleans, Vollack, Dorsey, and Noble vintage, who's
dec: o cast his lot with the Merry Miller Men.  All of you swing mcn out
there can expect plenty. Your first chance to hear a sample should be six sides
of Decca records Glem is making the first of this month,  Listen!

Success Prediction # 1—from the March 1937 issue of Metronome magazine.

you how I want it played.” And he'd instruct the trumpets and
the trombones the same way.

While helping out Glenn, whom 1 began to admire more and
more each day, 1 continued to write for Aetronome. In the
February 1937 issue I announced that his band was in rehearsal,
and then next month I went out on a limb and predicted. after
“hearing it, that one of these days this would be the country's
number one band. It must have seemed like a ridiculous
prophecy to just about everybody, because just about nobody,
except those of us who had been attending rehearsals, had ever
heard the band. And most of the rest probably hadn't even heard
of its existence. But that's the way I felt—and, I thought, with
good reasons,

By March, Rockwell-O’Keefe, who was booking the band, had
worked out a deal for a single recording session with Decca. I was
in Chicago on a reviewing trip when I received a wirc from
Glenn announcing the date and wanting to know if I'd come
back to play it. Of course, I did. It was the first and only
commercial record session’| ever played.

And it was a session I'll never forget. I was so nervous that 1
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couldn’t control my hands, and they trembled so that I found it
almost impossible not to play triplets instead of single strokes.
And Glenn didn’t help, either. Faced with time limitations, he
drove his musicians—me, especially, it seemed—incredibly hard.
It was the custom on recording dates to make four sides.
However, in those days the union placed no limit on the number
of sides a band could record, provided they didn’t work for more
than three hours. So Glenn, the shrewd businessman that he was,
aimed for six sides in three hours—and he got them, too.

Most of us had become pretty familiar with the arrangements,
having played several of them at rehearsals. But to make sure
that he had some proven pros who could hold the young group
together, Glenn hired some of his studio friends for that date.
Spivak, New York’s best lead trumpeter, Mannie Klein, the
town’s best all-around trumpeter, and Sterling Bose, a good jazz
player, comprised the trumpet section, Howard Smith, who
played piano for Tommy Dorsey, and Dick McDonough, one of
the all-time guitar greats, performed in the rhythm section that
included young Ted Kotsoftis on bass and that young Metronome
writer on drums. Glenn was still refusing to play, so the
trombones consisted of newcomers Jesse Ralph and Harry
Rodgers. Carl Biesecker, a tenor man with a lovely tone, joined
Siravo, Jerome and Mclntyre in the sax section. Hal also
contributed an arrangement of “I’'m Sittin’ on Top of the
World,” the sixth side we did on the date, on which he played
jazz clarinet a la Goodman. The other arrangements were all
Glenn’s.

Of Glenn’s five scores, only one, “Peg o’ My Heart,” was
strictly instrumental. The others all featured vocals, an obvious
attempt to be commercial. The entire band sang on “Moonlight
Bay.” Trumpeter Bose sang “Anytime, Any Day, Anywhere,”
backed by a vocal trio, the Tune Twisters, one of whom, Jack
Lathrop, three years later joined the band as guitarist and
occasional vocalist. On the other two sides—"“How Am I to
Know,” a song associated with Smith Ballew, and *“Wistful and
Blue”—Glenn used a totally unknown singer named Doris Kerr.
Nobody could figure out quite how she rated the date until word
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got out that she was the daughter of an important NBC
executive. Glenn was attending to business even then.

Shortly after the recording session, he started attending to
business with me, too. | remember well the night he put it to me.
We were driving around, still looking for musicians, and he
turned and said, “Look, 1 think you'd better decide what you
want to do. Do you want to go with the band or do you want to
stick to writing for that magazine of yours?”

Naturally, I'd given some thought to leaving AMetronome and
secing whether I could make it as a jazz drummer. But, after
having heard the records, and also afier having relived the
emotional trauma of those torturous three hours during which
Glenn pressured me as I'd never been pressured before, 1'd begun
to realize that I'd be happier and hopefully more successful as a
writer.

And then there was one other important determinant: my
whole life-style. I'd been brought up in a comfortable home,
perhaps too well protected in my younger years, and. | must
admit now, probably scared to go out completely on my own,
away from all the sccurity I had always known, into a world
where I'd have to rough it.

By then I'd learned enough about the life of a traveling band
musician so that I couldn’t be snowed under by any delusions of
glamour. I knew how the average guy lived—hours and hours of
traveling by bus in cramped quarters, eating in crummy diners,
sleeping, not in one’s own comfortable bed, but in some cheap
hotel room, limited changes of clothes, getting soaked in the rain
and having no home to dry out in—and it didn’t intrigue me. |
was at least a semi-spoiled young man and, as I look back at me
now, also probably at least a semi-snob. What's more, there was
no drinking in our family, and the possibility of being trapped
among heavy drinkers, as some musicians were, I guess probably
frightened me. 1 was, as you can see, a rather slow maturer.
Maybe, had I grown up sooner, I might have left Metronome for
Miller. But I didn’t, and, quite frankly, I'm not sorry.

Six weeks after the record date, on May 7, the band played its
first engagement, a one-nighter in the Terrace Room of the
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Hotel New Yorker as a substitute for Gus Arnheim’s band, which
in those days sported a young piano player named Stan Kenton.
I was there that night, but not as drummer, having already made
the decision to stick to writing. Glenn had hired Eak Kenyon on
drums, and Chummy MacGregor had come in on piano. The
rhythm section didn’t impress me at all (professional jealousy,
perhaps?), but the rest of the band did. And the entire band so
impressed Ralph Hitz, president of the hotel chain, that he
arranged with his friend Seymour Weiss, head of the famed
Roosevelt Hotel in New Orleans, for the band to open there in
mid-June.

For the New Yorker engagement, the band received union
scale, which amounted to a total of $397.50, of which $48 went to
Glenn. That spring it cut four more sides, this time for Brunswick
and all instrumentals: “I Got Rhythm,” which Glenn had played
hundreds of times in the pit of Girl Crazy; “Time on My Hands”;
“Sleepy Time Gal”; and a Miller original called “Community
Swing.” The personnel had changed considerably, with only the
saxes lining up as they had on the first record date. Spivak sat in
again to bolster the trumpets. Bose, who played with the band
when he was able to, was apparently drying out somewhere, and
so he didn’t make the date. Tweet Peterson and Ralph Capelli
were the other two trumpeters. Jesse Ralph was still on
trombone, flanked this time by Bud Smith, lately of the Noble
band. The rhythm section was completely different: MacGregor
was on piano, Bill Peyser played guitar, Rolly Bundock played
bass, and Kenyon was the drummer. The records turned out to
be just fair, not as good as the Decca batch, as Glenn agreed.

Then, for its first steady engagement, the band played for two
weeks at the Raymor Ballroom in Boston. The lineup was
basically the same. Vi Mele, a musical singer who was also a
good pianist, had joined as the girl vocalist, and Jimmy
Troutman, an exceptionally good all-around player, had taken
over the lead trumpet chair.

The Raymor, on Huntington Avenue, close to Symphony
Hall, was to become the band’s resting place. Once probably
considered elegant, it had aged into a typical mid-city ballroom.
Heavily draped and dimly lit, it offered about as much glamour




Boston, June 1937.

Kathleen Lane, best of all Miller singers.
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as a men’s locker room. But it had a loyal clientele and a very
gentle and understanding manager in Hughie Galvin, who liked
Glenn and the band, and who took them back after they
returned from their first road trip.

The band’s personnel remained intact for a while. Bose
behaved and returned with his booting horn. Kathleen Lane, a
gorgeously proportioned girl who, for my dough, sang better than
any girl singer Glenn ever had, replaced Vi Mele. The band
played a few one-nighters, including one at the Playland Casino
in Rye, New York, and another at the Chagrin Valley Hunt
Club in Gates Mill, Ohio. For each of these it received the
munificent sum of two hundred dollars!

The band opened at the Roosevelt in New Orleans on June 17.
The hours were rough: 6:30 P.M. to 2:00 A.M. on weekdays and to
3:00 A.M. on Saturdays, plus afternoon sessions from 2:30 to 5:30
on Saturdays and Sundays. The men received scale of $73.30 a
week, which wasn’t bad for those days. But, after deducting their
salaries, commissions, and union and social security payments
from the total of $1,250 he was receiving weekly for the band,
Glenn wound up with a grand total of $5.75 per week for himself.
Out of this came his living expenses and money for arrangements
and various other incidentals.

But, even though he was operating at a loss, Glenn was
benefitting from the engagement. If nothing else, it boosted his
morale. The band was a huge success, breaking all records for
longevity at the hotel. In fact, Glenn’s confidence apparently had
received such a boost that he finally decided to take his trombone
out of its case and blow it in front of his band—for all the world
to hear—and to hell with Tommy Dorsey! He admitted in an
interview that he was “susceptible to stage fright, a drying of the
mouth, shaking of the knees, and blankness of the mind.” But he
went on to say, “I have practically overcome it by developing
confidence in myself and my band. Deep abdominal breathing is
helpful, too.”

His optimism was further reflected in a letter which Helen
wrote to me—pinch-hitting, as she explained—on August 8,
1937, shortly before the band closed at the Roosevelt:
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Dear George,

Glenn is always saying that he wished you knew this or that
and still the monkey just never seems to find time to even eat
properly let alone sit down and write, so I will try to tell you of
a few of the things he has mentioned.

In the first place, he got a great kick out of your telegram
from Boston. When his gang [the Pollack alumni, by then the
Bob Crosby band] get together, he surcly gets lonesome to see
them and he did wish that he could have been with you and Gil
|Rodin}. ‘Then there was your last letter you wrote about the
Brunswick releases. It was funny about that. He had been
fussing about those records and saying exactly the same things
you said in your letter. Most of the boys felt the same too,
although once in a while you find a few that like the last batch.
Glenn is so in hopes that the next ones will turn out much
better.

About his men. He says to you very confidentially that the
drum and cornet situation is his best worry. This seems to ruin
his disposition no end. The boy from Denver that took Jimmy
Troutman’s place has been a terrific disappointment in every
way and will have to go just as soon as Glenn can find a
replacement. The guitar was of no particular use so Glenn is
going to try five saxes. The boy they call Faz from Arnheim’s
band is joining here as soon as his two weeks notice is up and
Glenn is going to try five in the sax section and no guitar, for a
while anyway. The band has improved so much everyone says
and Glenn surely wishes you could hear it. He has no complaint
at the way things have gone for us here. Five weeks was the
record length any band ever stayed and when we finish here,
which is August 25, the boys will have been here ten weeks.
That’s something, isn’t it?> We go directly to Dallas from here
and open the Adolphus Hotel on Friday noon, August 27th.
Glenn only hopes he may have a little good luck there with the
band, inasmuch as that is his first chance at a Hitz Hotel. Well,
it won't take long to see, will it, George?

The boys in the band have all been swell and have worked so
hard. They are really the grandest bunch you could ever wish
for.

Before I mail this to you, I will see if Glenn can’t just scribble
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ABoVE: The Roosevelt marquee.
LoweR LEFT: Glenn helps Kathleen Lane onto the Roosevelt bandstand.

LOWER RIGHT: Sterling Bose doing the “Touli Touli” dance.




ABOVE: (Left to right) trombonist Bud Smith, saxist Jerry Jerome, Glenn, bassist
Rollie Bundock, trumpeter Tweet Peterson, guitarist Bill Peyser.

Lower LEFT: The Swinging Mr. Miller.

LoweR riGgHT: Hal Mclntyre in the newly opened New Orleans Sugar Bowl.
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Not

a note too. I probably have forgotten to tell you the most
important things, but since 1 am pinch-hitting you will forgive
me I know.

Best regards to you, George,
Helen and Glenn

[In Glenn’s handwriting] Simon, Simon, you louse, I thot you
were coming down for your vacation. Hows to make Dallas?

everyone showed as much enthusiasm for the band.

Though the customers were obviously pleased, not all the critics
liked it. Several years later Glenn received a letter of apology
from one who was to emerge as a leader in the United States
House of Representatives. Regarding the Roosevelt engagement,
F. Edward Hebert wrote Glenn on March 6, 1942:

Dear Glenn:

It’s a long time since I penned a piece for the New Orleans
States the night you opened in the Blue Room of The Roosevelt
and said that your band had too much brass in it. Remember?

Times have changed plenty since then. Today you are the
Nation’s No. 1 band leader. And Me?

From newspaper columnist and critic (?) I am just another
Congressman. One of 435-—count ’em.

I'm glad I was wrong in what I wrote when I reviewed your
opening and I want you to know that like many of my
colleagues who only so recently changed their minds when the
subject of *“pensions” was brought up—I agree you are tops!

Kindest personal regards,
F. Edw. Hebert

From all indications, the band hated to leave New Orleans,
where many of the guys were having a ball. Glenn had arranged
for them to receive membership in the New Orleans Athletic

Club,

which meant that those who wanted to use the athletic

facilities could do so, while those who were more interested in
bending a few elbows could work out at the bar.

|
|
-




The Band That Failed / 95

On the subject of bars, the owner of a string of them came into
the Blue Room one night, was introduced to Glenn, and gave
him a copy of a song he had written. Presumably aware of the
owner’s contacts and influence, Glenn proceeded to make an
arrangement of his song for the band to play, and, sure enough,
the neophyte songwriter brought in hordes of friends regularly—
just to hear his song.

Glenn was learning fast,




Chapter 9

2> That first Glenn Miller band never again had it so good as it did
during its first important engagement, a happy wedding for the
band and its public. After New Orleans the honeymoon was
over, and life was never the same.

Shortly before the band had closed at the Roosevelt, Irving
“Fazola” Prestopnik, the clarinet player whom Helen had
mentioned in her letter and whom Glenn had first heard on that
1936 Ben Pollack recording session, joined, and the week after
the band opened at the Adolphus, Bob Price replaced Ralph
Capelli on lead trumpet. Musically, both proved to be great
additions. Fazola, who really wasn’t much of a saxophonist, was
featured on clarinet, and it was his presence that indirectly led to
the clarinet-with-saxes sound that was to set the band’s style.
Price blew a powerful horn, and in time he gave the brass section
a solidity it had never enjoyed since the days when Charlie
Spivak had been sitting in.

But both Fazola, a round-faced, round- bellled portion of lard,
and Price, only slightly more sylph-like, were potent boozers, and
the effect they were to have on some of the other guys in the
band, who looked up to them, and eventually upon the band’s
morale, was devastating.

The engagement at the Adolphus, like that at the Roosevelt,

96 was a seven-day-a-week affair with luncheon sessions included.




Fazola.

Again Glenn received only union scale, which meant another
financial loss for him, But this time there was no compensating
encouragement from hotel manager and patrons. Glenn's old pal
Benny Goodman saw the picture.

One evening the King of Swing, whose band was also working
in Dallas, dropped into the gloomy setting. “Glenn seemed very
discouraged and I kept telling him not to quit, to keep at it and
just stay in there. I told him, ‘One morning you'll wake up and
you’ll suddenly say, “Hey, the band sounds great!”’

“I knew how he felt, because I had had some experiences like
that when my band was playing at Billy Rose’s Music Hall.
Things were so rough for us then, that I couldn’t ever be sure
which musicians would be there on any given night!”

Glenn had some interesting comments to make about Benny
and Fazola, about whom he could grow pretty emotional—for
Glenn. “I sincerely believe,” he wrote to me, “that Faz is the only
clarinet player with a chance these days. Shaw, Mince and all of
them play like Benny and they will not live long enough to cut
him. Faz, like OI' Man River, jes’ keeps rollin’ along and he
doesn’t want to know from anyone. I doubt if he has ever heard
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more than just a few Goodman records and up until Dallas he
never met or heard Benny personally. Benny listened very closely
when Faz was playing.

“While on Benny, he was his usual swell self to us in Dallas,
and that band, George, is without doubt the greatest thing in the
history of jazz. I thought they were good at the Pennsylvania, but
they have improved one hundred percent since then. That cornet
section is the Marvel of the Age, and Krupa is more of a genius
than ever to me. He drums with his head which is a real rarity.”

Drummers were still very much on Glenn’s mind these days.
Kenyon proved to be a nice, gentle soul, but he played like one,
too. So during the Dallas stay Glenn took on a new drummer, a
youngster named Buddy Schutz, whom I had been raving about
and who later wound up as a mainstay in Jimmy Dorsey’s band.
But this time Glenn and I disagreed drastically.

The Hotel Nicollet engagement in Minneapolis that followed
Dallas offered no more encouragement. The schedule was a
backbreaker: from 12:30 to 2:00 every afternoon, and then from
7:00 t0 9:00 P.M. and 10:00 P.M. to 1:30 A.M. every night. For this
the band was paid a total of $1,300 per week. But Glenn’s weekly
expenses, not including arrangements, living expenses and other
incidentals—in other words, just salaries and commissions—
came to $1,319.02. So, before he even started living, he was out
$19.02 per week.

Again, it might have been worth it if the band had scored a
hit, as it had in New Orleans. This contract also called for a four
weeks’ engagement with options. But this time no options were
exercised.

On October 12, 1937, Glenn contacted me from the Nicollet. I
had written to him in Dallas, suggesting that Zeke Zarchy, who
had left the Bob Crosby band, might be a good bet to stabilize
the still-loundering trumpet section. Dopey me had failed to
realize that, because of his financial condition, Glenn couldn’t
afford major leaguers. “Don’t faint—take it cool—relax a minute
and we’ll start,” his letter began. “l phoned Gil [Rodin] as you
suggested and he told me that he paid Zeke a figure I cannot
possibly match, so I gave the matter up. We have two pretty fair
cornet players now [Note: Glenn would often refer to trumpet
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players as cornet players, probably because of his close associa-
tion with Red Nichols and Jimmy McPartland, both of whom
played cornet rather than trumpet.}, Peterson and a fellow by the
name of Bob Price. I belicve in time that he will work out fine.
Also a third guy by the name of Ardel Garretson that may
develop into something—we'll sec.

“The front line of the band would gladden the heart of
anyone. The saxes are beautiful and for my dough there is only
onc Faz,

“We are getting a new drummer (thank God) in a couple of
weeks, Doc Kearney [Note: also known as Carney| of Detroit,
about two hundred and fifty pounds of solid rhythm, I hope. The
boy we have is pretty bad and MacGregor says outside of being a
bad drummer he has a quarter-beat rest between each tooth
which doesn’t enhance the romantic assets of the band. . . .

“George, 1 wish that I could see you and thank you for the
interest you have taken in us. You surely have been a wonderful
help and I hope you will continue to be on the lookout for men
that might improve our combo.”

Then the Miller financial frustration crept in. The Crosby
band, through its president, Gil Rodin, had fallen upon a
benefactor named Celeste LeBrosi, an extremely wealthy lady,
who followed the band wherever it played. “Think you could
try,” Glenn continued, “and get Mrs. LeBrosi, or whatever her
name is, to detour a little to the North, and maybe we can slip a
knife in Rodin’s back and steal one of his fans.

“I don’t know just where we are going from here—I guess no
one else does either. We are hoping for some sort of a radio set-up
that will let more than three people hear us at one time. If this
drummer only works out, there will be nothing to stop us from
now on, barring mishaps, of course. . . .

“This is about all for now, George. I am practically exhausted
from all this, so it looks like a nap and so to work. . . . Your
friend, Glenn.”

Doc Carney did give the band a solidity it had lacked at all
previous times, including that first Decca record date. He also
gave the band a distinction that very few knew about and that it
was never to achieve again. As Jerry Jerome, the band’s tenor
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saxist who was very close to Glenn, recently revealed: “Doc
Carney, whose real name was Cenardo, had reddish hair and
freckles, and he was Spanish-looking. He was part-Negro. But he
passed because nobodv ever pointed it out.” Without realizing it,
the Miller band had broken the color line, a distinction about
which nobody seemed aware or to care.

The band’s jazz improved, thanks to Doc’s strong beat,
Fazola’s gorgeous solos, Price’s biting lead horn, and, of course,
Glenn’s arranging tricks, like the repetition of riffs, the “ooh-
wah” sound, created by the brass waving metal derby hats in
front of the bells of their horns, and those sly diminuendos broken
by bursting, blasting brass barrages that built up to rousing
climaxes—tricks he was to keep for the rest of the band’s history.

Glenn liked to experiment with the sound of the reed section.
Sometimes on up-tempoed tunes, to create more excitement, he’d
have all five men playing high up on their clarinets. Then, to
create a warmer sound on ballads, he would voice the reeds
lower, using the tenor sax instead of the usual higher-pitched alto
sax as the lead horn.

Great as he was on clarinet, Fazola did present one problem,
He was not a very good saxophonist, and sometimes on ballads
he’d just be sitting there while the four other reed men blew their
saxes. One night, according to Rolly Bundock, Glenn had an
idea, Rather than having Faz do nothing, he suggested that he
double the tenor-sax lead on his clarinet. It sounded rather nice,
and Glenn used the voicing sparingly, if for no other reason than
to give Faz something to do. He even included it in a few bars of
his recorded arrangement of “Humoresque.” But he really didn’t
give it too much attention at the time, But lateron , . . !!

As the band began providing him with more kicks, Glenn
decided to join in the musical fun. He began to play more and
more solos and to get his lip back into shape. But, hard as he
tried, he could not rid himself of certain inhibitions. The specter
of Tommy Dorsey and his gorgeous tone and astounding
technique kept haunting him.

Had there been no TD before him, GM might have tried to
establish his trombone as his band’s distinguishing musical
trademark. All the other successful big bands had theirs: Tommy




and his trombone, Goodman and Shaw with their clarinets, Guy
Lombardo with his wheezing saxes, Kay Kyser with his College
of Musical Knowledge, Sammy Kaye with his Swing and Sway,
Shep Fields with his Rippling Rhythm. More and more, Glenn
became obsessed with the necessity of finding his own distinctive
and distinguishing sound. Obviously, neither his own trombone
nor his jazz arrangements supplied the answer.

Following the Minneapolis engagement, where the band's
music surpassed its reception, Miller and Company returned to
the Raymor in Boston for more lean pickings: a six-days-a-week
stint for $1,000 and two five-days-a-week runs for $770 each. In
November it recorded four more Brunswick sides, including
“Humoresque™ and one of Glenn’s originals called “Doin’ the
Jive,” which created no furor at all. Then in December, when
the band’s morale had hit an all-time low, it labored for five
hours but managed to record only two tunes, onc of which,




102 / GLENN MILLER AND HIS ORCHESTRA

“Sweet Stranger,” featured an exquisite Mildred Bailey-like
vocal by Kitty Lane, the best ever on any of Glenn’s civilian
band’s recordings. But just two sides in five hours—when any
band in normally good shape could complete at least four in
three hours!

Everything seemed to be going wrong, even little things.
Typical was the band’s first theater date. I remember that initial
show at the Adams in Newark. Glenn had prepared very
carefully. One of his big mood numbers was his arrangement of
“Danny Boy,” also known as “Londonderry Air.” To heighten
the effect, Glenn had decided to precede the number with a
completely dark stage. Then, as the brass section, gathered
around one mike, would start the tune, a tight pin-spotlight
would pick them up. And what happened on that first show? The
second the brass blew those opening notes, the pin spot came
on—directly on the five reeds, waiting with their horns at their
sides at another mike for their entrance sixteen bars later!

And then there were the bigger things that went wrong, too,
like one of the better boozers wrecking one of the two cars that
the band needed for transportation, while another smashed up
the truck.

But the most lasting blow of all was Helen, who hadn’t been
feeling well for weeks, being rushed to the hospital for a major
operation that would forevermore make it impossible for her and
Glenn to have children of their own.

As 1937 was drawing to a close, loneliness, frustration, and
discouragement, battling for first place in Glenn’s life, seemed to
be headed for a three-way tie.

Of course, if the band had been in good shape, Glenn might
not have felt so low. But it wasn’t. Various personnel changes,
caused by guys quitting or being fired, made it impossible for
Glenn to achieve the precision that meant so much to him. And
the weather grew so cold that some of the boozers began buying
extra fifths for warmth and to see them through the boring,
non-playing hours in what must have been some of New
England’s chilliest and most dismal towns.

Glenn wasn’t too unhappy when Garretson left, because his
replacement, Tommy DiCarlo, was a powerhouse trumpeter,




The Band That Failed / 103

though a “character.” But when Tony Viola replaced George
Siravo, one of the few remaining original musicians, the band lost
not only a good saxist but also a fine arranger and a warm,
enthusiastic person whom Glenn respected as a musician and as
a friend.

Glenn respected even more Siravo's sidekick from the Hatry
Reser band, Jerry Jerome, an especially bright person who had
completed three years of medical school before bowing to the
Depression. One of the few thoroughly responsible sidemen, he
had, as he put it, “become Glenn’s trusted lieutenant. One of my
assignments was to room with Fazola and Bob Price, both heavy
drinkers, to make sure they got on the bandstand on time. I
remember, they used to drink until four or five in the morning. It
was always a contest to see who could outlast whom.

“They looked for other kicks, too. One night Faz tried to get
high on marijuana. But he never smoked cigarettes and so he
didn’t know how to inhale. So Price and I put a wastebasket over
his head and packed towels around his neck so the air couldn't
get in, and then we gave him some marijuana to smoke. He
almost suffocated to death. But he got high.”

But booze still topped the kick list. And sometimes it became a
necessity. I remember one bitter-cold night we were on our way
to play in the Armory in Oneida, New York. I was sitting in the
back of the car between Price and Faz. We had no heaters, and
we were freezing, so Faz said, ‘let’s get some juice,’ and we
stopped and they picked up two fifths of Gordon’s gin and 1
bought a pair of baseball socks to keep my feet warm. But they
got so cold anyway that I finally decided that I needed some of
the gin to keep from freezing to death. At first I felt nothing, but
when I stepped out of the car, I fell lat on my face. And then
when we got into the Armory and all that heat suddenly hit me, |
just passed out cold. And / was the guy Glenn had sent to make
sure that Faz and Price would get there all right!”

Glenn’s love or appreciation of Fazola got him to break one of
his own strongest vows. According to Jerome, “It was Faz’s
birthday [December 10, 1937] and he decided to celebrate and
toss a party for the guys up in his hotel room at the Copley
Square. So he bought a few bottles, and we were going pretty
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good when Glenn walked in. Of course, Faz asked him to have a
drink. Now, as you know, Glenn hadn’t had a drink since the
band first got started, so he told Faz, ‘No, thanks.” But Faz began
to pout, so Glenn finally broke down and had a couple of quick
ones with the guys. I'm sure the only reason he gave in was to
make Faz feel good.”

Glenn himself must have felt really good a few days later—on
December 15, to be precise—when his band got its first
coast-to-coast radio broadcast via Boston’s WBZ and the NBC
network, an opportunity Glenn had been looking forward to for
many months. Nothing much happened as a result, but two days
later Glenn got another boost when Les Biegel, a trumpeter
whose playing he greatly admired, replaced Peterson to give the
band another vital jazz voice.

Biegel arrived just in time to play the band’s last night at the
Raymor. Then back to those icy roads again and more one-
nighters, including a fraternity dance at Bowdoin College way
up in Brunswick, Maine, for which Glenn received exactly $125
for the entire band—its all-time low.

The last week of 1937 began high and ended low. Doc Carney
had played well enough, but Glenn had been spoiled playing
with drummers like Krupa, McKinley, and Pollack. One of his
favorites among drummers he might possibly afford was Maurice
Purtill, who had been working with Tommy Dorsey while Davey
Tough, the band’s regular drummer, had been drying out in a
sanitarium. But Davey was returning, and Purtill would be at
liberty, Tommy told his good friend Glenn, who then decided to
replace Carney with Purtill. And so on Christmas night, at the
Brookline Country Club in Brookline, Pennsylvania, Purtill
made his debut with the Miller band. His playing fired up the
band, and it swung that night as it had never swung before,

Glenn was ecstatic. But his ecstasy lasted less than twenty-four
hours. Early the next day came a desperate $.0.S. from Dorsey.
Davey had fallen off the wagon again, Tommy had a lot of
important dates to play, including a commercial broadcast—
and, please, Glenn, old pal, would you rush Purtill back.

Glenn was heartbroken. The night before, the band, thanks to
Purtill, had swung as Glenn had always felt it could and should.
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It had finally happened, and it could happen again and again.
But Tommy was his friend, and his friend was in big trouble, and
that was that. So back went Purtill, and in his stead came the
veteran Vic Angle, experienced but totally uninspiring, whose
dixieland combo brand of drumming fit the Miller style like a
size-34 suit would have fit Fazola. The band’s music had finally
joined the band’s finances in Disasterville!

Successive dates in Reading, Pennsylvania; Auburn, New
York; Easton, Maryland; and, finally, on New Year's Eve of
1937, in York, Pennsylvania, seemed absolutely meaningless. For
Glenn, his once-promising career had deteriorated into a barrage
of backbreaking one-nighters through snow and over icy roads;
never sure about arriving at any of them; wondering which guys
would show up sober and which guys might not show up at all;
worried about a wife who had just undergone a major operation;
growing more and more frantic about where the next money was
coming from; faced with a future with no engagements that
might bring some semblances of recognition, all encompassed by
an ever-gnawing awareness that, musically and commercially,
his band was going absolutely nowhere.

And so, on New Year’s Eve, at the Valencia Ballroom in York,
Pennsylvania, Glenn Miller gave his men their final notice. They
played one more date, on January 2, at the Ritz Ballroom in
Bridgeport, Connecticut, and that was it. Glenn had worked
terribly hard, driving himself into a state of complete nervous
exhaustion and a feeling of almost uncontroilable desperation.
But all his expertise, experience, patience, musical knowledge,
and commercial sense still hadn’t been able to add up to
anything except failure.

He returned to New York, broke and depressed, not knowing
what he was going to do, where he was going to go, or if he’d ever
again lead a band.
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#>35® His musicians were sure the band was finished. His booking office
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insisted to the press that he was merely taking a vacation before
making some personnel changes. As for Glenn himself, he was
certain about nothing, except that he was dead broke.

In their Jackson Heights home, he and Helen talked long into
the strangely empty evenings. They realized that, as an arranger
and a sideman, Glenn could again make a comfortable, if
unexciting, living. But they had contributed so much, emotion-
ally and financially, to the band that they couldn’t reconcile
themselves to giving it up completely. Besides, Helen, like those
of us who had been close to Glenn, still felt strongly that he could
succeed. And, after a while, again so would he.

But planning and dreaming didn’t take care of immediate
business. So Glenn began calling up his old friends for work.

Benny Goodman suggested that Glenn write a couple of
arrangements for his band. Rolly Bundock, who was then doing
all of Glenn’s copying work (copying the notes from the scores to
the musicians’ individual parts), recalls that the suggestion didn’t
pan out too well. “Glenn wrote an arrangement for Benny of
Hoagy Carmichael’s tune ‘One Morning in May,’ but Benny
threw it out. He said it was too pretty and too much was going
on.”

Glenn’s musical relationship with another old friend, Tommy
Dorsey, proved to be more fruitful. For many years the two
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trombonists had been close, in a way that resembled brotherly
open warfare—in a way, come to think of it, not much different
from the way Tommy and Jimmy Dorsey related to one another.
Both Glenn and Tommy liked to run their shows, and both were
good at it. Both played trombone, though one was better than
the other. They had competed in the past for the same jobs, and
competition of almost any kind—sports, financial, or leading a
band—appealed to both. And vyet, bencath a superficially
friendly relationship, in which each called the other an en-
dearing “Harve,” lay the potential for a fierce personal rivalry
that, given the proper setting, was bound to erupt.

Glenn didn’t join Tommy as a regular member of his band. He
didn’t want that and ‘Tommy respected his position. But Tommy
was able to find a spot for him on his Raleigh cigarette radio
commercial. At least that paid the rent.

It was at the rehearsal of one of those Raleigh shows that 1
finally cornered Glenn. Since the breakup of the band he had
been giving me the frigidaire treatment. We'd see each other at
openings or some other places, but there was absolutely no
indication of any warmth. And when Glenn wanted to cut
someone, that someone would get cut! He'd give you that steely
stare through those rimless glasses, with no expression at all on
his face, and once he was sure you felt the freeze, he'd turn away
and ignore you completely.

I couldn’t, fer the life of me, understand why he had suddenly
zeroed in on me. We had remained friendly throughout the past
year, right up to the band’s bust-up, and he had called me after
he had come back to town. And then all of a sudden, for no
apparent reason whatsoever, I found myself in the Miller
deep-freeze.

To say that the treatment didn’t bother me would be a
damned lie. Of course it did. I was still young and sensitive and
immature. Feeling in awe of people, especially those who were
making more money than I was (I knew few who weren't), or
who had achieved other kinds of success, was not too difficult for
me. In those early years it was easy for me to look up to Glenn,
whom [ admired so much, as a father figure or at least as an
older-brother figure.
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So it took a lot of courage, after those rebufls, for me to take
the initiative, But I did, one afternoon at the Raleigh rehearsal, 1
asked him point-blank what the hell was on his mind and why
was he acting this way. He suggested | stick around until later,
when we could talk more. Then it came out, and 1 suddenly
discovered a part of Glenn Miller that I had never known before.

“Look,” he began, “l thought you were a friend of mine.”
When I told him I thought so, too, and that was precisely why 1
couldn’t understand his attitude, he came back with, “Well, if
you’re a friend of mine, what the hell’s the idea of getting Jerry
Jerome a job with another band?”’

Jerry, a warm, bright, and observant guy—*‘Remember,” he
reminded me years later, “how Glenn would always tap his
cigarette a couple of times before lighting it, and how his jaws
used to twitch whenever he was annoyed?”’—had been one of
Glenn’s favorites. But, I pointed out to Glenn, that didn’t mean
he owned him, especially since he no longer had a band for him
to belong to. I also reminded Glenn that I had uncovered Jerry
for him, that he was a friend of mine, too, and that after Glenn
had broken up the band, neither Jerry nor anybody else—me
included—had any assurance that he’d ever break it in again.
And so when another good friend, Red Norvo, had told me he
needed a tenor man, I told him about Jerry and Red hired him.
What, I wanted to know, was so horribly deceitful or disloyal
about that?

Begrudgingly Glenn admitted that maybe I wasn’t a traitor
after all, and that Jerry had a right to earn a living where and
when he could. But the incident showed me a part of Glenn’s
character I'd never known before: a petulant possessiveness
toward those whom he wanted to but couldn’t always control.
On the surface, our relationship returned to what it had been.
But deep down inside I began for the first time to question the
idolatry about him that I had, perhaps quite foolishly, created.
And so, in their own way, the freeze and the subsequent thaw
turned out to be profitable experiences for me. And they also
gave me the first clue that Glenn was planning to reorganize
after all.

The Jerome incident drew out another of Glenn’s traits: his
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stubbornness. He still wanted to get Jerry back in the band.
Years later Jerry told me that “a few months after Glenn had
disbanded, and Red’s band was in New York, Glenn called me
and asked me to meet him at the Rialto Bar on West Forty-ninth
Street near the Van Cortlandt Hotel. He said he wasn't a
Tommy Dorsey or a Jack Teagarden or a Kay Kyser—yet, but
he was very optimistic because he had come up with a new sound
that he thought was both musical and commercial. And you
know what he did? He offered me a three-way split if I would
come back. It would be Chummy [MacGregor], Glenn and me,
and each of us would put up a car and split the profits. And he
told me we’d have a drawing account, too.

“But I wasn’t interested, because I didn’t feel like returning to
that rigid, routine discipline. I was much too free-blowing a jazz
player, and I needed more freedom. But, after he did start his
band again, I'd go up to the Haven Studio and help him
rehearse the saxes.”

Jerome, who later became a successful producer of commercial
jingles, still wonders whether he made a mistake by not accepting
Glenn’s offer. But since MacGregor, who was even closer to
Glenn personally, never wound up with a piece of the action, it
looks as if Jerry made the right non-move.

The MacGregor-Miller relationship lasted for a long time,
though it wasn’t nearly as long or as two-sided as the movie The
Glenn Miller Story, for which Chummy was a consultant, would
lead you to believe. The film depicted them as close pals all
through Glenn’s career, even back to the pre-Pollack days, years
before they’d ever even met! And in the movie Chummy came
through as the strong character, while Glenn, thanks to Jimmy
Stewart’s persistence in acting like Jimmy Stewart, came across
as the wide-eyed but headstrong adolescent. It’s difficult to
decide which portrayal was more inaccurate.

In real life Chummy was super-dependent upon Glenn, who
liked him personally and admired him for his honesty, decency
and loyalty, and also because he was always good to his mother.
Only an average pianist, whose dragging of tempos used to drive
some of the others in the rhythm section up the wall (“We tried
our best to tune him out,” one of the quartet once told me),




Chummy and Glenn.

Chummy was devoted to the band and willing to do just about
anything his friend Glenn asked him to do, which made him a
valuable personal, if not musical, asset. During the early days he
did some of the music copying, kept the financial records and
drove one of the cars—all without any extra pay. He occasionally
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wrote his own arrangements, none of which thrilled his fellow-
musicians. Yet, in his own quiet way, he fulfilled many of Glenn’s
needs, and though the two of them would sometimes argue
vehemently, each managed to retain great personal respect for
the other.

Unfortunately, after Glenn died, Chummy, unlike others in
the band, seemed unable to function as a musician without the
help of his boss. So he gave up playing piano and turned to music
publishing, and for a time represented the Miller Estate on the
West Coast in a minor capacity. He remained close to Helen,
who trusted him personally, and sometimes sat for her two
adopted children, who became very fond of the man they used to
call “Grandpa Mac.” But then one night at the Miller home,
when he was feeling no pain, Chummy excoriated Glenn so
bitterly over a matter concerning just a few dollars that Helen
asked him to leave, and from then on their once warm friendship
lingered in the low forties. During the years before his death by
cancer in March 1973, Chummy MacGregor led a quiet and at
times distressingly lonely life.

Of all the musicians in the band, MacGregor and Hal
Mclntyre remained closest to Glenn over the longest period.
Whiile all the other band members would travel in the bus, either
Chummy or Hal would often wind up beside Glenn in the front
seat of his Cadillac. So close were they to Miller that some of the
less enchanted musicians liked to refer to the two of them, rather
unfairly, I thought, as ““the Gestapo.”

Mclntyre, who died in a tragic bedroom fire in the late fifties,
and Glenn spent much of their non-bandstand time together. On
the road they shared the same room, and during the band’s more
scuffling times they shared the job of driving the band’s truck. So
it was only natural for the guys to feel that Hal was “Glenn’s
boy,” and, even though he was generally well liked by everyone,
some of the guys couldn’t relax completely with him for fear that
anything they did or said might be reported to the discipline-con-
scious boss.

I always found Hal to be a very pleasant and direct guy. He
smiled a lot (Glenn called him “the Beaver”), but it was a
genuine, happy smile from a genuine, happy guy. He was a great




Lense-louse Mclntyre, plus an admiring
Willie Schwartz,

public relations man for the band because, in addition to his
good nature, he had a brilliant memory for names of employers
and patrons. Until he left to start his own outfit, with Glenn’s
blessings and backing, he remained Glenn’s major contact with
music publishers and was primarily responsible for programming
the various sustaining radio broadcasts that emanated from the
hotels and ballrooms where the band was playing.

So close was Hal’s relationship with Glenn that in the early
spring of 1938, when Glenn decided to form another edition of
his band (with financial aid from Helen’s folks, the Burgers, who
took out a second mortgage on their home), it was Mclntyre
whom he first contacted.

Hal spoke about the start of the second edition on a radio show
over station WAAT in May 1945: “After the first band broke up,
I took all the equipment up to our farm in Cromwell, Connecti-
cut, and got a job in a factory and played with my own band at
night. I used to call up Glenn every Sunday afternoon at one and
try to argue him into starting the band again. But he’d always
say ‘Nothing doing,” and that he had gone through $18,000 too
fast to want to go back into the band business.

“Well, one afternoon he was driving through Cromwell and he
called me from a diner. I went over to see him, and we talked for
a while and I brought up the subject of starting the band again.
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At first he said ‘No,” but I sort of detected a lessening of
resistance, and I kept working and working and working on him
until he finally said, ‘OK, we start rehearsals at the Haven
Studio next week.’”
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Chapter 11

The Haven Studio hadn’t changed much. There was still the g2
dimly lit combination waiting-room and parlor with the dilapi- %*%*

dated, overstuffed furniture and the kooky oriental décor, and
there was still the barren studio in back, with its old piano, its
rickety folding chairs and its two dusty windows.

The setting hadn’t changed, but the personnel of the Glenn
Miller band most certainly had. “One thing I definitely won't
have this time,” Glenn assured me, “is some of those prima
donnas.” What he meant, of course, was that he was going to
look for young, eager musicians, whom he could control and
who’d be more interested in living for the band than for personal
!(icks. S 5
" He'd -also definitely decided that he really wasn’t going
anywhere by trying to outswing the Goodmans and the Shaws
and the Dorseys. A basically sweet band with a unique,
identifiable sound but which still could play the Swing the kids
wanted would, he was convinced, stand a much better chance.

He never could remember precisely the moment when he
decided to emphasize his new reed-section sound. He had been
experimenting with it in his first band—but only a few bars at a
time. But during his self-imposed band-leading sabbatical, he
began to realize that perhaps this was the unique, easily
recognizable style that could set his band apart from all the rest.

It was a sound he had uncovered purely by accident during his
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Ray Noble days and had later revived briefly to give Fazola
something to do. “Peewee Erwin, now playing trumpet for
Tommy Dorsey, was with us in the Noble band,” Glenn once
told me during a Metronome interview, “At the time, Peewee had
a mania for playing high parts; he always asked me to give him
stuff written way up on his horn. Sometimes I'd write things for
him with the saxes playing underneath.

“There came a day when Peewee left and a trumpeter who
couldn’t hit those high notes replaced him. In desperation, we
assigned those B-flat trumpet parts to Johnny Mince, now also
with Tommy Dorsey, on B-flat clarinet and doubled the clarinet
lead with Danny D’Andrea [a violinist who doubled on reeds) an
octave lower on tenor sax. That’s how the clarinet-lead sound,
which people call ‘our style,’ started.”

The new style depended not only on Miller’s writing but also
on the way it was played. It required a very broad, seemingly
breathless way of phrasing, a sweeping legato style that no other
dance band was then using. It could turn out to be something
truly unique in a field that for many years hadn’t deviated much
from the routine musical voicings.

During the ‘‘vacation” some of Glenn’s favorites had taken
jobs with other band leaders. Jerome had gone with Norvo.
Fazola, whose clarinet Glenn also hated to lose, found a perfect
spot for himself in the dixieland-blues-playing band of Bob
Crosby. Kitty Lane first went with Isham Jones, then with
Bunny Berigan for a while before getting married and settling
down as a wife. Les Biegel returned to Minneapolis to front his
own small jazz band.

There were only four others whom Glenn wanted to keep. His
old friend MacGregor was back on piano—he had a lifetime
hold on that chair. Rolly Bundock, the dependable bassist, was
also invited to return. And so were the two important section
leaders: first trumpeter Bob Price, who played so well that Glenn
was willing to overlook his boozing, and first saxist Mclntyre.

In addition to Mclntyre, the new sax section included Sol
Kane and Bernie “Josh” Billings, who didn’t stay with the band
very long, and Willie Schwartz and Gordon “Tex” Beneke, who
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were to remain with it throughout the rest of Miller’s civilian
career as two of its most important voices.

The new brass section was more temporary. Price was flanked
by a very exciting Philadelphia jazz trumpeter namecd Johnny
Austin, a former drummer, who unfortunately was a better
soloist than a section man, and by Gasparre Rebito, a quiet
journeyman section player. For trombone, Glenn turned to two
younger brothers of already established big-band musicians: Bob
“Brad” Jenney, whose brother, Jack, played the sexiest-sounding
trombone of all time, and Al Mastren, whose brother, Carmen,
was Tommy Dorsey’s guitarist for years, and who, himself,
wound up five years later in Glenn’s AAF band.

The only new musician in the rhythm section with MacGregor
and Bundock was Bob Spangler, a friend of Austin’s, who played
driving, though sometimes plodding, drums. Glenn also extended
the junior fraternal pattern into the singers, taking on Bob
Eberly’s younger brother, Ray, who had never worked with a
band before, as his first boy vocalist. The girl, pretty and
vivacious Gail Reese, who sang adequately, was more shopworn,
She had worked for Charlie Barnet and Bunny Berigan.

My role in assembling these men was less significant than it
had been with the first group. Perhaps, because of the Jerome
incident, my enthusiasm for working with Glenn had abated a
bit, though 1 did continue to support the band regularly in
Metronome and eventually I recommended some other musicians
whom he did hire.

Besides, there were so many other exciting things in the
big-band world during the beginning of 1938 for me to focus on:
Benny Goodman’s famed Carnegie Hall concert; Count Basie
besting Chick Webb in one of the great Battles of the Bands;
Gene Krupa breaking away from Goodman and debuting with
his own band; Goodman and Tommy Dorsey swapping slews of
musicians a la big-league baseball teams, and the beginning of a
whole bunch of Metronome columns by Harry James, Tommy
Dorsey, Jimmy Dorsey, Gene Krupa, and others, on most of
which I assumed the role of a ghost.

- I did discover one new musician for Glenn, a young saxist and
clarinetist working with Julie Wintz's band at the Top Hat




Young Willie Schwartz.

nightclub across the Hudson River in Union City, New Jersey.
The band wasn’t much, but Willie Schwartz was. I had raved
about his saxophone playing, but Glenn's unusually keen
commercial ear detected in his clarinet the semblance of the
sound he wanted to lead his new reed style. It turned out to be a
masterful bit of recruiting, because Willie’s tone and way of
playing provided a fullness and richness so distinctive that none
of the later Miller imitators could ever accurately reproduce the
Miller reed sound.

Schwartz, now an extremely successful musician in Holly-
wood’s studios, recently explained to me how he mastered his
unique approach to playing the clarinet. “It’s different from both
the legitimate and the jazz techniques. It’s louder and stronger,
and it requires an entirely different way of thinking about
playing the horn. You have to think of it more like a lead
saxophone, and it took me a long time to develop that approach.
It wasn’t until I'd been doing it for about six months that I
realized that I was playing entirely differently than I had been
taught. It turned out to be a different instrument for me.

“Glenn first heard me when the Wintz band was at Roseland
—that was after you'd reviewed us at the Top Hat, and I
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remember 1 was thrilled 10 death when a big-name studio
musician asked me 10 join his band.”

Like most of the members of that new group, Schwartz became
completely dedicated to Miller. “He was a father figure to me.
He had already been where [ wanted 10 be. 1 felt our future was
in his hands. 1 remember how hard he worked with us. The
blend of the saxes wasn’t good at all for quite a long time, maybe
for five or six months, but he would keep encouraging us. I
always respected Glenn. He treated us—all of us in the band—as
a team. Every bit of success we had he was responsible for.

“Just being a member of that band gave you such confidence. 1
remember later when we were at the Cafe Rouge and that
feeling of ‘being somebody’ as I walked across the floor up to the
bandstand. Six months earlier I would have walked around the
perimeter of a ballroom to get to the stand.

“Glenn never changed. He was always the same. As the band
became more successful, he relaxed more. He began to have
much more confidence in us and often he would not be there at
the start of an evening. For a long time it remained exciting for
me, maybe because I was young and exuberant.

“The only drag was that the band didn’t really swing. Glenn
always had trouble with the rhythm section. He'd keep exhorting
the guys. ‘Let’s get a beat going,” he'd say. And then, after
hearing Basie, he’d ask. ‘Why can't we play like that?' and he
would chew us out for not being exuberant. I remember he would
get on us for not watching Purtill during his drum solos. ‘Waich
the drummer,’ he'd say, and then he’d remind us, ‘Pcople want
to be entertained.” He expected us to be entertainers as well as
musicians.

“The band certainly was commercial. I'd call it the Lawrence
Welk of its day. It had the same dedication to precision and
showmanship. It was like a well-oiled machine. But towards the
end it became a bore.”

The most commercial cylinder in that machine was a musi-
cian-singer who joined up just a few days after Willie did.
Schwartz remembers the entrance well: “I can still see Tex
walking in that day with his sax wrapped in a towel!”
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Gordon “Tex” Bencke had been recommended to Glenn by
his old fricnd Gene Krupa, who'd heard about him through one
of his own tenor saxists, Sam Donahue, but who had no room for
him in his own new band.

“Glenn called me in Detroit. I was playing with Ben Young’s
band,” reports Beneke, who now lives in St. Louis but still tours
all over the country with semi-pickup bands, some of which play
the Miller music fairly well and some of which play it fairly
badly. “When I asked him what the job paid, he told me all the
guys were making the same—fifty bucks a week. But 1 insisted
that I get two dollars and fifty cents a week more than anybody
else and finally Glenn agreed.

“1 drove for twenty-four hours through the snow to make that
first rehearsal. When I got there 1 was going to ask Glenn to let
me get some sleep, but he said, ‘No, get out your sax.” So I went
downstairs to my 1936 Plymouth and got the horn and started
playing. 1 remember I was playing Jerry Jerome’s book, and
everything was fine until we got into the vocal part of the
arrangement. Jerry had been singing some part of it—I think the
tune was ‘Doin’ the Jive’—and Glenn would sing ‘Hi, there,
Buck, what'cha say?’ But when it came to me, he sang, ‘Hi,
there, Tex, what’cha say? That's when the whole business of
calling me Tex began.”

Beneke turned out to be one of Glenn’s favorites—if not the
favorite in the band. A very easygoing, likeable guy, he
maintained a low-key, unperturbable charm which he wafted
toward everyone. As for his playing, his ballad solos turned out to
be lovely bits of innovations, but his up-tempoed jazz attempts
were much less impressive, sometimes even approaching corn.
Most of the musicians, both in and out of the band, felt that Al
Klink, who later on played the other tenor sax in the section,
could easily outblow Tex as a swinging jazz musician. But here
again Glenn’s commercial sense and stubbornness prevailed. He
considered Tex not merely a musician but also a commercial
personality, and so he never missed a chance to feature him. And
so while Klink smoldered in the background, Glenn kept
thrusting Tex into the spotlight.




Glenn glances at
“favorite” Tex Beneke.

Tex always appreciated and admired Glenn, Back when the
band was going through its most scuffling days, Gene Krupa
offered Beneke a job at better pay. The Miller future looked
bleak, but Tex refused the bait—he had that much faith in
Glenn. And that faith has never wavered. Just recently he told
me: “Glenn would have done so much that we would never have
had such a lull in music. He would have continued to hold the
kids in his hand. He knew where the bread would be.”

Glenn always appreciated Tex—except perhaps early one
morning when the band assembled in Victor’s recording studio
for a 9 A.M. session. “We were playing at Meadowbrook over in
New Jersey at the time and all the guys were supposed to bring
their music along to the date. But I forgot mine, and Glenn had
to call off the entire session just because of me.” Other bandsmen
have reported that Glenn didn’t talk to Tex for two whole weeks.

“Glenn would also get mad at me sometimes because I just
couldn’t learn lyrics. I still can’t. But I can learn anything on the
sax if I hear it just once.

“Glenn was strict. Everybody knows that. He was tough on
musicians, all right. He used to insist on proper haircuts, proper




A nine-year-old Texas saxist
with his very first horn.

shines, both feet on the floor, and the same amount of white
showing in every man’s breast-pocket handkerchief. And he also
used to insist upon proper enunciation. We had to sing ‘Don’t Sit
Under the Apple Tree,’ not ‘Don’t Sit Under the Yapple Tree.’

“I loved the man. He taught me so much about playing my
own sax. And I knew he liked me. I could tell by the way he’d
stare at me while I was playing a solo. He'd look at me and I'd
look right back at him. It didn’t bother me the way it bothered
some of the others. I know Johnny Best used to say, ‘When he
gives me the fish eye, I can’t blow.” But it wasn’t that way with
me at all.”

Glenn made Tex into a star, mostly by featuring him as a
vocalist, often with the Modernaires and sometimes with Marion
Hutton, on such tunes as “Don’t Sit Under the Apple Tree,”
“I’'ve Got a Gal in Kalamazoo,” and “Chattanooga Choo Choo.”
But Tex, always friendly, warm, relaxed, and extremely consid-
erate of other people’s feelings, never acted like a star. According
to drummer Maurice Purtill, “Tex’s big ambition was to go back




Tex blows high; Al Klink knaws why.

to Texas, eat some chili, and play some blues. He didn’t mix with
too many of the guys.”

Tex was an inveterate tinker and he spent much of his time
operating a ham radio. He and his wife, Marguerite, who was
constantly pushing his career harder than he seemed to want to
have it pushed, stayed together much of the time.

Al Klink, Beneke’s supposed rival on the other tenor sax chair,
recalls that “Tex, or Cuz, as some of us called him, and 1 had
many common interests, like model airplanes and little one-cyl-
inder engines which we used to run in the dressing room on
theater dates. There’d be grease all over the place and people
would get carbon monoxide headaches from the fumes and
sometimes they would even filter into the theater. Glenn would
stop us if the noise interfered with the movie they were showing,
but I don’t recall that he ever stopped us because of the smell.

“I will say this about Tex: There is not a finer gentleman on
earth than Tex Beneke. All the guys in the band, and even Tex,
would say, ‘Klink, you ought to play more solos.” The arrangers
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would write things for me, but Glenn would cut them out.”
During a recent interview Tex stated unequivocally, “Klink
should have been featured more.”

One thing that Beneke may not know until he reads this:
Marion Hutton, during a 1971 interview, told me, “I was madly
in love with Tex, but I could never show it. I hated it when we
gave up driving the cars because I always rode with Glenn and
Tex.”

And Tex might even feel a bit embarrassed when he reads
what Johnny O’Leary, the band’s road manager, now retired,
had to say late in 1972: “Tex Beneke has always been wonderful
to me. Once he invited me out to St. Louis to visit him in his
home, with all expenses paid. And every Christmas I get a card
from him and there is always a fifty-dollar check in it.”

In addition to his musical contributions, Beneke added
warmth and wholesomeness to the band. To some, he may also
have added romance, though by far the most romantic voice in
the band belonged to another youngster who joined when
Schwartz and Beneke did. This was Ray Eberle.

I remember Ray when he came with the band. He was a
small, lighter, less impressive version of his older brother,
Bob—Jimmy Dorsey’s singer, who, along with Tommy Dorsey’s
Jack Leonard and Casa Loma’s Kenny Sargent, were then the
most popular of all boy band-vocalists. I remember how Bob, in
his own quiet way, exuded confidence and how Ray, in his own
quiet way, exuded trepidation.

For me there never was nor would be any argument as to who
was the better singer, and my preference for Bob was shared by
just about everybody 1 knew—except Glenn. Here again his
loyalty and his stubbornness superseded his music appreciation,
and even though he had liked Bob’s singing when both were in
the Dorsey Brothers orchestra, he kept on insisting to me that
Ray was a better vocalist “because he doesn’t sing so far behind
the beat, the way Bob does.”

Ray claims his similarity in looks to Bob made Glenn
conscious of him in the first place. “One night I was visiting Bob
when he was singing with Jimmy Dorsey’s band at the New




The Eberle Brothers: (left to right) Walter, who never sang with a name band;
Bob, who sang with Jimmy Dorsey’s, and Ray, who sang with Glenn’s. (Bob
later changed the spelling of the family name to' “Eberly.”)

Yorker Hotel. As | walked past Glenn’s table, I could see him do
a double-take. So he asked Billy Burton, the band’s manager,
who I was, and when Billy told him, Glenn invited me over to
the table. The next thing I knew he offered me a job.

“The next day I went over to the Haven Studio to rehearsal,
and I was terribly scared. I had never sung with a band before.
But Glenn was very patient with me. He was like an older
brother, only he wouldn’t call me by my right name. He used to
call me Jim, and when I asked him why, he said, ‘because you
look more like a Jim than a Ray to me.’ He even had ‘To Jim’
inscribed on a wrist watch he once gave me for Christmas.”

I always felt that Glenn had Ray’s keys pitched so high that he
couldn’t help sounding strained and thin. Sometimes, when
Glenn let him relax into his lower register, Ray’s voice would
sound richer and less tense. But those times were too infrequent
for me. Therefore, I seldom praised any of his vocals, and
naturally he resented my constant criticisms. Eventually a strain
developed between us, so I never got to know him as well as I did
others in the band.

Recently, when I expounded my theory to Ray, he didn’t quite
agree with me—par for our course. Something else bothered him
more, he said. “‘Some of those tempos were just too fast.” At least
we agreed on something!
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Ray, Tex, Willic and all the rest rehearsed with the new group
for several weeks, and Glenn’s optimism kept mounting as the
band began to sound better and better and as he realized that he
now had himsclf a far less bottle-conscious, clcaner-cut crew that
would give the all-American appearance which he considered so
important.

But the optimism suffered a sudden setback when he learned
where his new group would be opening—back again at the same
old depressive Raymor Ballroom in Boston.




Chapter 12

“Note, for example, his unique style of scoring for one clarinet g2z
and four saxes, and then some of the moving background figures #>%>

he writes for the brass to play into hats, and you’ll get a pretty
good idea of the swell, set style upon which he and his men are
working.”

The quote comes from a June 1938 review 1 wrote for
Metronome, after the band had opened on April 16 at the Raymor,
with Artie Shaw at Roseland-State and Chick Webb at Levaggi's
its major competition. There, for the first time, it began to
feature that new reed sound that was to set it apart from all the
others in the Big-Band Sweepstakes. But everything else was by
no means set. The personnel had already undergone one change:
Stan Aronson, a very likeable and very good musician from
Connecticut, replaced Josh Billings on tenor sax. And more
changes were to come.

Aronson, now a member of the Hartford Symphony and the
University of Hartford faculty, credits bassist Rolly Bundock,
with whom he had played in Connecticut, with getting him into
the band. “l was playing at Child’s Restaurant at 1o5th Street
and Broadway and making thirty-five bucks a week, plus two
meals. That was good pay in those days, so when Rolly talked to
me about joining the band 1 wasn’t too interested. But when 1
went down to the Haven Studio and heard that gorgeous reed
sound, I was hooked.”
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Stan remembers Miller with fondness. “He saved my life when
I was in the army. He really went to bat for me and got me out of
an infantry unit and into the orchestra of Winged Victory. He
didn’t have to do that. But you know with Glenn; if he liked
somebody, he'd go all out for him.”

Like others, Aronson was impressed with Glenn’s emphasis
upon discipline. Ditto with his candor. “The night before we
opcned at the Raymor, he called a meeting of the band and he
told us, ‘Look, I know some of you have heard stories about how
much trouble 1 used to give some of the leaders in town, Well, 1
want you to know that I'm not going to stand for anything like
that in my band. Anybody gets out of line, and out he goes!” And
he meant it, too. When Sol Kane started griping about not
getting enough jazz clarinet solos, that was the beginning of the
end for him. And later, when Bob Price’s drinking began to
interfere with his playing, he was on the way out, too.”

The new, younger musicians may have given the band more of
an all-American-boy look, and the new reed-voicing may have
provoked more of a romantic sound, but for the band the job still
remained the same old Raymor grind. And Glenn’s own
problems continued. His financial condition remained horren-
dous. Just how hard he pinched pennies was reflected in the daily
expense sheets on which he listed every single cash payment that
could possibly be charged to running a band: a five-cent
telephone call; ten cents for a daily flower, presumably for his
buttonhole; ten cents for coffee; ten cents for stamps; fifteen cents
for cigarettes (remember those days?); fifty cents for having his
tuxedo pressed. Beneke reports that Glenn paid off the guys
separately in cash in the bathroom at the Copley Square Hotel so
that nobody could see what the others were making. Thus Tex’s
$2.50 bonus remained a secret.

The Raymor grind began to take its toll. The griping
increased. Willie Schwartz reports that Sol Kane was growing so
dissatisfied that when he heard that Red Norvo was in town, he
decided to phone him to see if he had an opening in the band. He
called Red’s room, and when a voice answered, Sol identified
himself, explained how unhappy he was with Glenn, and asked if
Red could use him. Unfortunately, he'd neglected to find out
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whom he was talking to, and he certainly never expected that
Glenn would be in Red’s room and would pick up the phone
while Red was in the shower! Shortly thereafter Bill Stegmeyer,
an experienced saxist who also arranged, replaced Kane.

Rolly Bundock, as part-time arranger and copyist, saw more of
Glenn in those days than most of the musicians did. “I used to go
up to his room to talk things over. It was almost always about
some particular tune. But Glenn sensed things weren’t going too
well in the band, and one night, after some of our guys and some
of the guys in Woody Herman's band had had a party, he began
to do a little digging. ‘Hey, that was quite a party you had last
night,’ he said. ‘I hear there was lots of bitching.’ There was, but
I wasn’t going to tell him anything, so I said, ‘I didn’t hear
anything.” And then I asked him, ‘Hey, are you paying me too
much money? 1 thought I came on the band just to play bass.’
And he knew right away he shouldn’t have put me on the spot
like that and so he said, ‘You're right,’ and he never asked me a
question like that again.” Bundock’s description of the discipline-
dedicated Miller: “He was the General MacArthur of the music
business.”

In May the band recorded four more fateless Brunswick sides,
including a Miller original, “Sold American,” based on the
Lucky Strike cigarette chant constantly heard on radio. Glenn
must have hoped that the company might use either the tune or
his band-—or maybe both—but nothing of the sort ever hap-
pened.

Finally, in mid-June, Glenn did get something he'd been
waiting for ever since he first started his band: a steady New
York engagement. The Paradise Restaurant on the west side of
Broadway just above Forty-ninth Street (years later it was turned
into Bop City) wasn’t the ideal place, and Glenn knew it. But it
would give the band a chance to be seen and heard, and the job
also included several coast-to-coast broadcasts a week.

But, whereas the band had been playing strictly for dancing at
the Raymor, the Paradise job called for music for a floor show
filled with dizzy show girls in sleazy production numbers, leered
at by a bunch of visiting salesmen who couldn’t care less for the
finer points of good music. To lower Glenn’s ego even further, his
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band received second billing to the starred musical (?) group
called Freddie Fisher and his Schnickelfritzers, six good musi-
cians who bastardized music by purposely playing as cornily as
possible.

Dressed in its brand-new gabardine uniforms ($35 apiece from
Brisk Brothers Tailors), the band was forced to play two or three
shows a night—tough ones, too, with lots of tempo changes and
loud, high blowing to fit the semi-carnival mood of the shows. So
loud did the band play that Milton Berle (or his press agent)
quipped that “the chorus girls can’t even hear the propositions!”

What made it even worse, though, was that the shows took so
much out of the musicians, especially the brassmen, whose lips
were almost bleeding, that the band sounded pretty sloppy on
many of those broadcasts that were supposed to beam its great
sounds throughout the land. It appeared to be a bonehead
booking, but eventually it was to pay off in a way that Glenn
could then never suspect.

Right after the Paradise Restaurant, according to Howard
Richmond, who had just become the band’s press agent (today
he is one of the world’s most successful music publishers and
talent managers), Glenn hit what “must have been his all-time
low. The band was playing in New Jersey, at Reed’s Casino in
Asbury Park, and Glenn was especially proud of the way it
played ballads. On this particular evening, all the kids who came
in got little plastic bags filled with cotton snowballs. The band
was playing some beautiful number when a bell rang and all of a
sudden these kids began throwing those cotton snowballs at the
band. Glenn just stood there and let them hit him. Some of the
balls even went into the bell of his horn. He didn’t think it was at
all funny.”

Nobody seemed to be very interested in the band. That
included record-company executives. The last Brunswick date
had been a bomb, and Glenn knew he could do better, if he
could just get the chance. The importance of records in winning
over the kids hit him especially hard one night at a fraternity
party following a dance at Cornell. “Those kids,” he told
Richmond, “had Tommy Dorsey records stacked this high! If I
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have to play for them, one by one, across the country, I'll never
make it.”

One of the band’s radio shows from the Paradise first drew it to
Richmond’s attention. “I'd never heard of Glenn Miller, but 1
went right in to the club that same night. | remember the band
was playing ‘Pavanne,’ and it was so beautiful. When the band
got off the stand, I introduced myself to Glenn at the bar and 1
told him I wanted to be his press agent. I was already handling
Larry Clinton’s band at the time. He said, ‘I can’t afford a press
agent. | can’t even afford a band!”” But Richmond wouldn't
give up and finally agreed to work for Miller for fifty dollars a
month.

Howie was attracted to Miller by more than his music. “I
idolized him from the first moment 1 saw him. He was a
commanding guy, youthful but mature. He looked like security,
like all the things I'd never found in a band leader. Of course, all
Mickey Mouse band leaders looked like security. I'm talking
about jazz leaders. To me they always looked like they didn't
know where they were going to sleep the next night.

“I discovered that Glenn was the greatest disciplinarian in the
music business. He was a stickler for perfection. He was very
demanding, but he never demanded anything from anybody that
he couldn’t perform himself.

“The only thing I found—and this was later on—that he
lacked was the ability to inspire musicians and singers to be
creative on iheir own. He could never have created a Sinatra, for
example. He always listened for the correct blend of a section
instead of for any special individual feeling from a performer.
And that’s why, after a while, the band developed into a group of
toy soldiers.”

Meanwhile, the band’s struggle for existence continued. Gail
Reese left, to be replaced by Virginia Vonne, to be replaced by
the statuesque Linda Keene, none of whom appealed to Glenn as
singers. But from time to time little things did happen that would
raise his spirits, like the trombonist he discovered during the
week in August when the band was playing in Atlantic City at
Hamid’s Million Dollar Pier and again losing money (total take




On Hamid's Million Dollar Pier in Atlantic City, August 1938: (left to right)
trombonist Brad Jenney, saxists Bill Stegmeyer and Hal Mclntyre, pianist
Chummy MacGregor, saxists Tex Bencke and Stan Aronson, trombonist Al
Mastren, vocalist Linda Keene, Glenn, Ray Eberle, trumpeters Johnny Austin
and Bob Price, drummer Bob Spangler, clarinetist Willie Schwartz, bassist
Rolly Bundock, trumpeter Louis Mucci.

for the week was $1,200) just so that it could get the air-time
from the place.

One evening, after work, Helen and Glenn went into a
nightclub that turned out to be a strip joint. But there they found
the trombone player who turned out to be one of the band's
mainstays and who, with his wife, became one of the Millers’
dearest friends.

Paul Tanner, now a professor of music at UCLA, where he
teaches a course in the History of Jazz to six hundred students,
was then a shy, gangling musician out of Skunk Hollow,
Kentucky, and was sitting in semi-permanently with Marty
Caruso’s band. “The guys in the band liked my playing, so they
chipped in and hired me at $15 a week. I was ambitious, but |
was also pretty scared in those days and I stammered like mad.
Finally I got up enough courage to go over to Glenn’s table and I
said, ‘Can you say you like my playing because 1 want to make
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trombone my living and I'd sure like to get a recommendation
from you.’ But Glenn had other idcas. He said, ‘How soon can
you pack and go with me?’ and I said, ‘This is all I've got. I'm
ready right now.’ And so I went with the band.

“When 1 joined, 1 had a great upper register, but Glenn
wouldn’t give me any top parts. | asked him why and he said, ‘I
want to help you become an all-around trombone player.’ So at
first he gave me only the bottom parts.”

Glenn’s theory eventually paid off handsomely for Tanner. He
developed into such an outstanding trombonist that now, as Paul
Tanner, Ph.D., he is invited to appear as a jazz and classical
trombonist ‘and lecturer the world over—even in Japan, Hun-
gary, Poland and New Guinea.

I first remember him as about the slowest-moving gent I'd ever
seen. Glenn called him “Lightnin’.” But he had no trouble at all
getting around his horn. When he first joined the band, he
impressed a bunch of us with his loosely phrased, blues-tinged
solos. Still, Glenn seldom featured him. Could have been,
perhaps, that he didn’t want to create one more nemesis for
himself, a la Jack Teagarden. Maybe that's why Tanner never
did emerge as a Miller star, the way Tex Beneke, Ray Eberle
and Marion Hutton did.

Like Paul, Marion also blossomed after leaving the Miller
band, in her case not so much career-wise, but more as a human
being. All the guys loved her like a sister. Chuck Goldstein of the
Modernaires, who worked regularly with her, has stated simply
that “Marion Hutton was the nicest girl you could ever meet.”
And drummer Maurice Purtill has noted that “everybody
respected her. Sometimes we’d have those crap games on the bus
and there’d be some pretty bad language, but she'd just sit there
up front and not say a thing. She was a gem.”

Like just about every band’s girl singer, Marion took a lot of
ribbing. She had all sorts of nicknames—Goldie-locks, The Brat,
The Whack, Tootsie-Roll, Rosebud, Snow White, Sissy, and
even The Dopey Duchess. In those days she wasn't exactly an
intellectual heavyweight, or even middleweight, and she didn't
pretend to be. Therefore, 1 was all the more delightfully shocked,
upon visiting her recently at her home on Laguna Beach in
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California, where she is now married to arranger-conductor Vic
Schoen, to discover how beautifully she had matured. She was no
longer singing professionally. Instead, she was deeply involved in
several cultural and social projects while at the same time
working toward her B.A. and M.A. degrees in psychology. A
wonderfully sensitive and thoughtful woman—and pretticr, by
the way, than she had ever becn before—she was able to look at
herself and her days in the Miller band with a remarkable degree
of honesty and objectivity. And she talked about it all very freely.

Her Miller saga began when she was a vocalist in the Vincent
Lopez band. “Betty, my sister, was a part of the show. We were
playing at the Ritz-Carlton Hotel in Boston and there was a
fiddle player in the band named Nick Pisani, who had worked
with Glenn in the Ray Noble band. Glenn had made a special
trip to Boston to hear us, and Nick introduced Betty and me to
Glenn, and Betty immediately started to do a good selling job on
me. Finally Glenn said, ‘Come to New York. I'll pay your
expenses.” So I went to New York and auditioned with the band.
Glenn was kind, but he was clipped and not very warm. Still, I
got the job all right.

“I started with the band on a southern tour. I remember I
learned the tunes on the way down in the car. I was scared to
death. Betty was already so firmly entrenched and 1 kept
apologizing for not being as good. But Glenn kept encouraging
me.”

Glenn had invited me to ride with him on that trip. 1
remember Marion very well. She was scared all right. Tex and
Paul Tanner were also in the car—Marion up front and the
three of us in the back—and 1 remember our trying to play
“ghost,” the game when somebody calls out a letter and the next
person has to add another one, with the object being to avoid
completing a word. Marion didn’t play very well, and, as | recall
it, Tex and Paul had trouble figuring out how the game worked,
so after a while we gave up.

I do remember how kind Glenn was to Marion and how much
he impressed upon her that he wanted her to appear as the
all-American girl and that she really shouldn’t worry too much
right off about her singing. But he carried that all-American stuff
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a bit too far. On the first couple of dates he introduced her as
“Sissy Jones,” a name he thought went with apple pie, ice cream
and hot dogs better than Marion Hutton did. But by the end of
the trip he had reconsidered, and Marion got her name back.

“l was only seventeen then,” she recalls, “and so Glenn and
Helen became my legal guardians. He was like a father because 1
never had a father that I remembered. 1 grew terribly dependent
on him. He represented a source of strength. After all, isn't a
little girl always in scarch of her father? He fulfilled the image of
what a father ought to be. If he had told me to walk up
Broadway naked, I would have. Of course, 1 was a people-pleaser
to begin with. But 1 was terribly afraid of incurring his wrath.”

Marion’s childlike attitude automatically created a sibling-
rivalry situation between her and Ray Eberle. ““1 was terribly
jealous of Ray. Glenn had me sing all those crap songs. I couldn’t
understand all of what seemed to me to be a lot of favoritism
toward him.”

Marion has admitted that she wasn’t a good singer. She felt
she was more of an entertainer. Glenn concurred. “We'll cover
up her singing,” he once told a friend, “with good arrange-
ments.” Tenor saxist Al Klink’s observation about Marion’s
off-key singing was a little more subtle. ‘““I'he mike is out of tune
tonight,” he'd explain.

In order to try to please Glenn and to win more of his
affection, Marion tried various tactics. “Once 1 went ahead on
my own and took some singing lessons from Mimi Spier [an
exceptionally good vocal coach, to whom many singers went with
their troubles], basically because 1 wanted 1o surprise and please
Glenn. 1 remember working on the tune ‘Ding, Dong, the Witch
Is Dead.” I hated it. On the record date I did it the way 1 had
learned to do it with Mimi, and Glenn gave me a look that
would have melted an icecap. He said, ‘What in the world are
you doing?’ 1 said, ‘I'm taking lessons,” and he merely said,
‘Knock off the goddamn lessons. I want you to sing like Marion
Hutton.’ I was crushed. I realized then there was nothing in the
universe except what he wanted. It was “T'he Doctrine According
to Glenn.’

“The big trouble, I realize now, was that Glenn would squeeze
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anyone who loved him absolutely dry. You had to be prepared to
know that you wouldn’t get much back. He really owned me,
lock, stock and barrel; musically, emotionally and financially.”
Marion’s sense of frustration must have been almost unbear-
able. The father figure just wouldn’t respond the way she
expected it to. For a long time she took it as a personal affront.
»'‘With the band I felt I was just a thing, that’s all.” But years
. later she began to realize that the problem was not hers alone.
“Glenn just wouldn’t allow himself to show much compassion or
feeling. He was full of guilts and he overcompensated. He was, 1
feel, an angry, hostile person. And the rage that went on inside of
him was his inadequacy. He always felt inferior as a trombonist
to Tommy Dorsey and Will Bradley. It was sort of like a little
boy's ‘I'll show them’ attitude and he would take it out on others.
“You'd never guess it from watching him, but I'm beginning to
realize that Glenn, like so many of us, had his share of fears. The
whole outside world may have loved him, just as much as I did,
but I wonder now whether down deep inside he really liked
himself:"'




Chapter 13

September 1938 turned out to be a good month for Glenn Miller. =g
His band made its first records on RCA Victor’s Bluebird label. *>25>

And Glenn finally got a manager who was really going to help
the band.

The band hadn’t been doing very well for Brunswick Records
and vice versa. As a matter of fact, Brunswick wasn’t doing very
well for any bands during that era. Decca, on the other hand,
was blossoming with Chick Webb’s “A-Tisket, A-Tasket,” featur-
ing Ella Fitzgerald; Bob Crosby’s “Big Noise from Winnetka”;
and other sides by Jimmy Dorsey, Casa Loma, Jimmie Lunce-
ford and several more bands. ‘

But the company with most-of the truly big hits was RCA
Victor, where an astute and highly controversial director of
recordings named Eli Oberstein, who was accused of having a
financial interest in some of the label’s bands, held sway. In 1938
the Victor label produced some huge big-band hits: Benny
Goodman’s “Don’t Be That Way,” Artie Shaw’s “Begin the
Beguine,” Tommy Dorsey’s “Boogie Woogie” and Larry Clin-
ton’s “My Reverie.”

By then, recordings had become increasingly important for the
bands. Disc jockeys had emerged not merely as record spinners
but as important and influential personalities. The kids listened
regularly to such shows as Martin Block’s Make Believe Ballroom in
New York and Al Jarvis’ similarly titled show in Los Angeles,
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and when they heard them play certain records over and over
again, they’d be very likely to go out and buy their own copies.
And the more those jockeys played a band’s records, the greater
the number of kids who would show up in person when it
appeared at a local dance or theater,

But, because of the dismal reception of his previous Brunswick
recordings, Glenn had been unable to land another recording
deal. It took the success of another band’s record, Larry Clinton’s
“My Reverie,” to open up a whole new Miller recording future.

Howie Richmond, still working for Glenn, really believed in
the band—even more than in Clinton, his major band client,
who was riding high at that time with several big records, a radio
commercial and a summer season’s engagement at the prestigi-
ous Glen Island Casino.

Larry had also emerged as a successful “composer” by turning
classical themes into popular songs. As one wag commented, *“It
goes in Larry’s ear and comes out his pen.” After Clinton’s
recording of “My Reverie,” originally a Debussy theme, had
become such a huge hit on Victor, Oberstein asked Larry which
band he thought should record his song on RCA’s cheaper
Bluebird label. Oberstein was leaning toward Artie Shaw, but
Richmond, who was in on the conversation and who carried
some weight with Clinton, spoke out against Artie: “] resented
some of the things he had been saying against Benny Goodman.
Besides, I had just spent the weekend with Glenn and the band
and I'd heard his gorgeous arrangement of ‘My Reverie.’ It was
different from Larry’s, because Glenn treated it strictly as an
instrumental. And when Glenn saw how much I liked his
arrangement, he said, ‘Why don’t you tell your friend Larry
Clinton you liked it.” And so I told Larry and Eli, and the next
thing Eli called Glenn. Now this is something I could never
figure out: The instrumental arrangement was just great, but on
the record date, Eli, who liked to run things his way, changed it
all around.” The result: a road-company Tommy Dorsey
approach, with Glenn blowing a pedestrian trombone for sixteen
bars and Ray Eberle singing a chorus, but with the unique reed
sound relegated to a secondary role. As Richmond noted, “The
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whole thing became a real hodgepodge. It just didn't come off at
all.”

I remember Oberstein well. A very headstrong character, he
had an overbite that made him look as pugnacious as he really
was. He liked to tell Les Brown and Bunny Berigan and Clinton
and others with whom he was associated exactly what they
should do. And they almost always did it. But what a comeup-
pance he would have had if he had tried that sort of stufl with
Glenn, once the Miller band had become firmly entrenched!

Ballads with vocals and swinging instrumentals were Ober-
stein’s forte, and so, on the rest of the band's first Bluebird date, it
recorded some big-band jazz. “King Porter Stomp” and the
two-sided version of “By the Waters of Minnetonka” may have
some historical significance, but as big-band jazz they are hardly
spellbinders.

Aside from some dedicated people like Richmond and a few
good friends, Glenn was getting very little help from others. For a
while Arthur Michaud, who was managing Tommy Dorsey, had
also been taking care of Glenn’s affairs, but that didn’t work out
and even before the first edition had busted up, Michaud had
disappeared from the picture. Jack Philbin, then a song plugger
in Boston and more recently Jackie Gleason’s executive pro-
ducer, helped out for a while, at $20 a week, though no one was
ever quite sure whether he was more interested in the band or in
Marion Hutton, whom he later married.

Actually Glenn’s staunchest supporter and even sometime-sav-
ior during those struggling days was his old friend—but soon to
become a bitter rival—Tommy Dorsey. Richmond recalls: “One
night after the band had played at Playland in Rye, just outside
New York City, I drove Glenn and Helen down to Fifty-second
Street to one of those clubs which Glenn hated to go into because
he wasn’t drinking. But he had to meet Tommy there because
Tommy was going to give him some money to meet his payroll.
When he came out, he looked very relieved. Tommy must have
loaned him a lot of money—something like $2,500, I think,
because the next day Glenn told me that his financial troubles
had been solved for a while.”

Only recently 1 was talking with Benny Goodman about the
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Miller-Dorsey relationship. “Glenn used to be very subservient
toward ‘Tommy,” Goodman pointed out. “But they got along
very well until they got into some sort of financial tangle. Money
always louses up a friendship.”

What Tommy and Glenn soon got into wasn’t so much a
financial tangle as a financial triangle, with Cy Shribman as the
third side. Cy was a big, grufl, warm, virile gent out of Boston,
just the opposite of the cringing, weak character who appeared
under his name in The Glenn Miller Story. Few men in the music
field have ever been as thoroughly respected for their honesty,
shrewdness and farsightedness as was Cy Shribman.

Cy and his brother, Charlie, had started in the music business
in the twenties as ballroom operators. Both loved good music and
respected good musicianship. And so, when they’d find bands in
which they believed, they'd encourage them. Sometimes this
meant booking them into their own ballrooms so that they would
have enough work to keep them going. At other times it meant
actually investing time and money in them. Mal Hallett was
their first such success in the days when his band sported young,
upcoming sidemen like Gene Krupa, Jack Teagarden, Frankie
Carle and Jack Jenney. Later they had helped Tommy Dorsey
for a while, but they had figured even more prominently in the
successes of Artie Shaw and Woody Herman before they started
supporting Glenn,

‘Today Cy has emerged as a legendary character among
ballroom operators. His business acumen, his courage and his
memory all figured in his nightly transactions, when he would
travel alone between the various bands and ballrooms with
which he was involved, his pockets stuffed with thousands of
dollars, some of which he would collect in one place, after which
he’d ride to another to pay off one of his bands, collect more
money from the box office and continue to another spot where he
would repeat the process. How he managed it nobody ever really
knew. All his pockets bulged with rolls of bills of apparently
undetermined amounts. But Cy knew exactly how much there
was in each, and when he’d arrive to pay off a band, he’d merely
put his hand into a pocket, finger one of the rolls and out would
come the precise number of dollars to which the band was
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entitled. Then, when he'd return to his office, he’d enter all his
transactions in the daily ledger. It was all strictly from memory,
and yet the Shribman books remained in perfect order.

According to Cy and Charlie’s nephew, Joe Shribman, now a
successful personal manager on the West Coast, it was Mike
Nidorf, one of the heads of the Rockwell-O’Keefe booking office,
which later became even more famous as General Artists
Corporation, who talked Cy into financing the Miller band.
Mike, a brilliant salesman, had great faith in Glenn and
obviously wanted to help him. Setting him up with Shribman
was a masterful stroke, so far as Glenn was concerned. But for
Mike it eventually boomeranged.

Richmond recalls Glenn’s ecstasy after the Shribman deal had
been set. “He called me on the phone to tell me about it. ‘Cy is
going to pick up all our bills, including all the money 1 owe
Tommy, and give us some work besides,’ he said. By then those
bills must have mounted to around ten or twelve thousand
dollars. In exchange, Cy was to get twenty-five percent of the
band’s profits. A day or two later Glenn gave me all my
retroactive pay, about twelve hundred and fifty dollars. It was
the biggest paycheck 1'd ever gotten, by far. And he told me 1
had a lifetime deal with him if I wanted it.”

Glenn may have been ecstatic. But Tommy Dorsey was
positively furious. Apparently he had believed that, because he
had been advancing Glenn all that money, he automatically had
a picce of the band. Like Shribman, Dorsey was a shrewd
purveyor of talent, and he, too, had tremendous faith in Glenn’s
ultimate success. Glenn offered to return all the money he had
borrowed immediately, but that didn’t satisfy Tommy. He
turned Glenn off completely. And he went even further. He had
his manager, Arthur Michaud, build a brand-new band around
Bob Chester, a tenor saxist, friend, and son of an extraordinarily
wealthy Detroit lady. The band copied the Miller style, complete
with the clarinet-led reeds and the ooh-wah brass punctuations.
And, because of his close ties with Victor Records and Eli
Oberstein, Tommy succeeded in placing the new Chester band
as direct competition on Glenn’s Bluebird label! Greater fury
had no band leader than Tommy Dorsey.
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With Shribman’s support, the band found steady work. Every
Tuesday and Saturday it played at Boston’s Roseland-State
Ballroom, owned by the Shribmans, and for most of the other
nights there'd be dates at colleges and at various other New
England ballrcoms which the brothers controlled.

But the struggle wasn’t over. Recognition was still slow in
coming. For quite a while the band seldom pulled as many as
three hundred customers a night into Roseland-State. On the
other hand, a group called Joe Mack and his Old Timers, which
played old-fashioned music in the square-dance tradition, regu-
larly attracted well over a thousand fans, The corn was still hard
to cut,

Nevertheless, the regular Tuesday-and-Saturday-night nation-
wide CBS broadcasts from Roseland-State were helping. The
buildup was slow, and, just as today the young underground is
the first to latch on to embryonic stars, so some of the college kids
around Boston discovered that the “in” thing to do was to “go
dance to that new Glenn Miller band over at Roseland.”

Except for one trumpet chair, the personnel remained refresh-
ingly steady. Louis Mucci, who had taken over for trumpeter
Gasparre Rebito, left to be replaced by Bob Peck, who was
replaced by Jack Kimble, who was replaced by Claude Bowen,
who eventually gave way to Legh Knowles. And in mid-Decem-
ber Cody Sandifer took over for drummer Bob Spangler.

Each musician received $50 a week, Beneke included. So did
Marion Hutton, But Ray Eberle was paid only $35, presumably
because he didn’t have as many dresses to buy and keep clean.
Band boy Warren Jordan got a paltry $20 a week, the same
amount that part-time manager Jack Philbin received.

During the 1938 fall season the band, still financially strapped,
saved a few bucks by making out their weekly income and
expense reports on payroll forms that had “Mal Hallett Orches-
tra” printed across the top. Glenn’s total take was always entered
next to Mal’s name. For the eleven weeks ending December 17,
Glenn’s total income was $1,128.89. It wasn’t much, but still it
was the first time in almost two years that the band had finished
out of the red.
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Shribman and Miller both recognized the need to get out of
the Boston area and down to New York where the action was.
But the only spot in New York interested in booking the band
was the Paradise Restaurant, and even they weren’t too en-
thused. To prove it, they offered Glenn $75 a week less than they
had paid him in June. He accepted.

The poor money, the same old floor shows leered at by the
same old traveling salesmen, the management’s failure to pick up
the two weeks’ option, and the almost total lack of recognition
had to be depressants. But Cy kept encouraging Glenn, and so
did those of us in New York who had become so attached to the
band. And, as it turned out, the Paradise proved to be the band’s
most important showcase.

Apparently the collegiate underground had reached Iona Prep
in New Rochelle, New York, because an undergraduate there in
charge of booking a band for a Christmas dance had reserved
Glenn’s group for the night of December 26. Because of this
previous commitment, the management of the Paradise released
the band for the night. The astute young booker was Tom Sheils,
who later would go 10 work for Glenn, and whose father held the
very influential post of Supreme Court Justice for Westchester
County.

The band turned in such a fine job at lona that young Sheils
went over to Glen Island Casino to tell Michael DeZutter, who
managed the room, about it and to suggest he consider it for next
summer. DeZutter had already been approached by Mike
Nidorf, but when the son of one of the county’s most prestigious
and influential citizens also pitched the band, DeZutter figured
maybe he ought to give it a listen, at least.

In order to please the bawdy customers at the Paradise, Glenn
often concentrated upon loud, blaring music that would fit their
mood. So on the night that DeZutter decided to audition the
band, Nidorf warned Glenn: “When you see me come in with
him, play soft and send Marion over to the table.” To this day,
Mike still can’t figure out what Glenn was or wasn’t thinking
that night. “As soon as we walk in, what does Glenn do but play
louder than ever! Marion proceeded to charm DeZutter, but not
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enough, because finally he said, ‘This is not for us. Find me
somebody else.’ But 1 wouldn’t find anyone else for him. 1 didn’t
want to.”

At about the time that Tom Sheils was discovering the Glenn
Miller band, Glenn himself was discovering a young arranger
who was to create some great musical and commercial contribu-
tions both for his band and, later on, for others. This was young
Bill Finegan, who during the fifties became famous as co-leader
and co-arranger of the wonderful Sauter-Finegan orchestra. To
many musicians who passed through the Miller band, Bill’s
unique, colorful and adventurous arrangements were the most
musical and the most exciting in the band’s large library.

Bill, a shy, quiet, low-keyed guy, who looked more like a
chemistry student than a musician, recently reminisced with me
in his Rumson, New Jersey, home, which he was then busy
painting for his new wife and their two young children.

“l remember just when 1 joined Glenn. I'd written an
arrangement of ‘Lonesome Road’ for Tommy Dorsey. 1 was one
of a whole staff of Tommy’s arrangers. Glenn came into the New
Yorker Hotel one night and Tommy played the arrangement.
Later Glenn called me over to his table and started asking me
some questions. It was like an inquisition: ‘What bands do you
like?’ 1 told him Duke and Lunceford. He asked, ‘How about
Basie?’ and 1 said, ‘Of course.’” He asked some more questions
and then he asked me to send him an arrangement. So 1 sent him
something on ‘Blue Room.’ It was a tour de force; 1 had to show
him my whole bag of tricks. A couple of weeks later he called me
and told me he wanted me to work for the band. ‘We could use a
dozen of these in our book,’ he said. So 1 started arranging for
him. I remember the first tunes 1 did were ‘Cuckoo in the Clock’
and ‘Romance Runs in the Family,” He paid me forty bucks a
week for as many arrangements as I could write. At the end, he
was paying me a hundred and fifty a week for just two
arrangements.”

Finegan’s arrangements invariably created emotions. His
rhythmic scores projected spontaneous excitement; his richly
textured ballads evoked melancholia and sentimentality. One of
his contributions, a finger-snapping arrangement of “Little
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Brown Jug,” turned out to be the band’s first swing hit, a bit of
realism ignored by the producers of The Glenn Miller Story, who
placed it as the last arrangement Glenn ever wrote.

As the band’s first regularly employed arranger, Finegan
represented a new challenge to the competitive Miller. Hereto-
fore Glenn had written almost all the arrangements himself, and
so he had maintained complete control over everything the band
played. But Bill began writing “some wild things. I was
experimenting and discovering.” Glenn obviously wasn’t pleased.
He wanted more conformity. So he began to try to exercise a
great deal of control over young Finegan. “I used to complain
about his continual editing of my arrangements. It was OK at
first, when we had to cut down to fit the tune onto one side of a
record. But after a while Glenn would start editing just about
everything, and it soon became a battle of wits between us. [Herb
Miller once said that Glenn used to admonish Bill to “bring it
down to our level!”] I would try to anticipate what he was going to
do by black-penciling my own arrangements before he could.
Finally he plain told me, ‘You keep writing. I’ll handle the black
pencil.” Today, when people ask me what I think was the best
arrangement | ever wrote for the band, I really don’t know,
because everything I wrote went through that meat-grinder.”

Finegan’s plight later received sympathy from some fellow-
bandsmen, like arranger-trumpeter Billy May, who told me,
“My heart used to bleed for Billy Finegan because Glenn's ideas
were really not that good. And to make it worse, Chummy
MacGregor was always adding some crap, like three clinks.”

" Throughout his career, Bill was plagued by emotional hang-
ups. Extremely sensitive and introverted, his continuing self-
doubts were nourished by the combination of a controlling boss
and a dominating wife. Little wonder then that many times he
lacked the courage to complete an arrangement. Fellow-arranger
Jerry Gray, like Miller a lover of routine, apparently resented
such unreliability. “Bill Finegan gave the impression of being a
genius because he fluffed his job,” he recently told me. And
Miller also seemed to have little sympathy for Finegan’s
hangups. According to drummer Moe Purtill, *“Sometimes
Finegan would hole up for a few weeks and just write and never
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show up. Then he’d return with his arrangements and Glenn
would be very sarcastic and introduce him to the band.”

And how did Finegan react? “I reacted to his ice-cold
personality in a cocky sort of way. He always had the barb out
and he would bring it out in me.”

One way Bill could dig back at Glenn was through his
trombone playing. “Tommy Dorsey played loud, so Glenn felt he
had to play loud also. Sometimes he’d play so loud that I'd have
to find ways for him not to demolish the brass section. He wasn’t
a great trombonist, but he was better than his records show him
to be. He felt secure within the brass section, rather than as a
soloist. There he would belt out his parts so much that the section
would be out of balance. So I began writing bass trombone parts
for him because 1 loved to hear them belted out the way he
could. ‘What are you doing, Finegan?’ he’d ask me, and I'd tell
him he was the only one who played so loud that I could hear
those parts. I don’t know whether Glenn appreciated not playing
lead trombone. But 1 know 1 did. It was a pleasure, really,
hearing him play way down low.” And it was also Finegan’s way
of finally asserting himself.

Glenn’s bass trombone playing may have impressed Finegan
some—but not as much as his executive ability. “He functioned
like the head of a well-organized corporation. Once he sent me to
Cincinnati to listen to a jazz trumpeter in Red Norvo’s band. He
wasn’t any good. But I heard Gozzo playing lead [Conrad Gozzo
later emerged as the greatest lead trumpeter in the country. He
was Al Hirt’s idol for years.] and I thought he was great. So [ told
Glenn about him. But he wasn't one bit interested. He had sent
me to hear a jazz trumpeter, and that’s all he wanted to hear
about.”

Finegan found that Miller’s organized, corporate-executive
approach also pervaded music itself. “He liked to work out things
mathematically, especially his harmonic sequences. 1'd figure out
my own without using math, and then he couldn’t wait to get to
a piano to see how my sequences worked out mathematically. He
always kept touting the Schillinger method of arranging, which
used the mathematical approach, and I always kept rejecting it.
1 felt math should not be the instigator of music. But this
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organized method suited him perfectly. It was a practical rather
than an idealistic approach to music, which is exactly what his
band was all about, t00.” And which could also explain why
Glenn in college wound up with high marks in algebra while
flunking music.

“And still there were times when he could be very emotional.
On more than one occasion I moved him to tears. He'd break
down, but he wouldn’t want anyone to see he was affected, so
he’d go over in a corner. I remember he did that when he first
heard my arrangement of ‘A Handful of Stars.’

“Glenn loved Delius and Ravel, especially Delius’ ‘On Hear-
ing the First Cuckoo in Spring,” and Ravel’s ‘Introduction and
Allegro’ and String Quartet in F. Once, when we were at
Meadowbrook and I was down in the dumps, he and Helen
brought me back to their hotel room in Paterson and Glenn
played Ravel for me. He liked to play everything in thirds. I'd
imitate Glenn for Jerry Gray. Finally I got so brazen, I imitated
Glenn for Glenn, and he laughed.

“All in all, Glenn was very patient with me. He'd explain to
me that I was not the only one who could get stuck writing under
pressurc and he admitted that he’d sometimes gotten stuck t