NE NIGHT NOT long ago, a group
of friends met at the home of Jean
Gleason in Berkeley, California.
They came from different parts of the Bay
Area and different walks of life. Over the
dinner table, with the lights of San Francisco
and the Bay Bridge as a backdrop through
the western windows, the conversation was
light and literate, touching on the arts and
issues that crop up in gatherings like this
throughout the country.
But ozflter a while the mood turned mel-
low. SloWly the guests filed into Jean’s living
room, arranged themselves on couches and
cushions, and waited as the lights dimmed to
kness and a motion picture projector
came to life. The film was Anatomy Of A Hit,
preduced by Jean’s late husband, the noted
jazz critic Ralph Gleason, for public tele-
vision in 1963. For the next few hours, every-
one watched silently as images of a shon
stocky man with thick-rimmed glasses and an
improbable mustache flickered across the
screen. He joked with acquaintances in the
shadows of the past, bustled into late-night
bistros long since forgotten by today’s young
San Franciscans, scribbled messages to him-
self on a basement pipe, clambered playfully
onto an empty storage shelf in the ware-
house at Fantasy records, and above all, he
played the piano.

In recording studios, in North Beach
nightclubs, in his own house, where he kept

* a battered spinet and a baby grand only a few
yards from one another in case inspiration hit
too suddenly to move, Vince Guaraldi was
filmed behind the keys. Away from the in-
strument he seemed restless, a cigarette
burning the minutes away until he could sit
down and explore some new ideas. Through-
out his career, Vince was an explorer, peer-
ing down unfamiliar musical paths in search
of new changes, new rhythms, yet never for-
getting his own voice, which spoke best in
the language of melodic simplicity.

All around the room Jean Gleason’s
friends looked into the distant years. Most of
them had known Vince back in the halcyon
days of San Francisco jazz, the late 'S0s and
early ‘60s. Some had first met him in the *70s,
after he had anained fame as the soundtrack
pianist and composer for the Peanuts tele-
vision specials, or as the Grammy Award-
winning creator of “Cast Your Fate To The
Wind,” one of the first records by a jazz musi-
dan to break into the national Top 40 listings.
The rest had never met him, but because of
his music and the legacy he left among his
many colleagues still playing jazz in his old
home town, they smiled at his picture as if
they had knewn him too.

Perhaps an empty chair should have been
left at the table that night for Vince. He would
have fit right in, maybe dominated the con-
versation with his energetic banter, even.as
his image, frozen from nearly twenty years
before, drew the room's attention now. Like
the Blackhawk, the Trident, the Matador,
and the world that he and the people at Jean
Gleason's had shared, Vince Guaraldi is
gone, the victim of a heart attack between
sets at Butterfield's in Menlo Park on Febru-
ary 6, 1976. He was 47 years old.
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Reembering the Man Behind “Cast Yoi‘

“Music was a part of his heritage. There
were two other musicians in the family, my
two brothers,” recalls Carmella Guaraldi,
Vince's mother. "Muzzy Marcellino was with
Art Linkletter’s House Party show — he's my
youngest brother — and Joe Marcellino was
a very popular local violinist. So music was in
the family, and Vince showed signs of his
talent when he was about five years old,
kecping beats when Muazzy played. He was
very interested in the piano, so when he was
abput seven 1 started giving him lessons,”

vincent Anthony Guaraldi, born in San
Francinco in 1928, had already begun build-
ing the toundations of his style an the rolling
rhythms of Meade Lux Lewis and Albert
Ammans by the time he got 1o Lincoln High
Scheud, "Vince was very popular because he
yas playing boogie woogic,” his mother
remembers, “He had a very sirong ear, and
he played by ear for the longest time, up until
when he graduated and went into the
service.”

After returning from his stint in Korea,
Vince went 1o work as an apprentice at the
San Luanenco Dily News. There, in 1949, he

suffered an accident that almost severed a
finger. It was this incident, along with his
family’s encouragement and his own desire
1o develop his talent, that committed him to
the music world full-time. He played higfirst
professional gig that year, with Kermit Scon,
former saxophonist with Thelonious Monk,
and began attending classes at the San Fran-
cisco Conservatory of Music and frequenting
local clubs.,In 1950, he went to work with
vibraphemist Cal Tjader.

“I was playing with Dave Brubeck in the
Qctet when | met Vince,” Tjader says. “He
was a young kid who used to come sit in on
our Sunday sessions, but we didn't actually
start working together until after | left Bru-
beck. He was very much influenced by Bud

well in that early period, and he had tre-
mendous drive. He comped with his teft
hand like Powell, and played a lot of single-
note melodies with speed and agility M his
right hand. We used to have very friendly but
argumentative discussions on the philosophy
of music, Sometimes we’d end up screaming
at each other, but it was always resolved. 1
used to say, ‘Vince, voice it like this,’ and he'd



Fate To The Wind” |

say, ‘No, this is the way I’'m gonna play,’ and

then it would be boom and bang, but we'd

always end up together having a belt at the
r n

Guaraldi was with Tjader's group until
1953, when he left to play with trombonist Bill
Harris and bassist Chubby Jackson, but in

957 he rejoined Cal for a two-year stint,
“Vince and | roomed together on the road
during that time,” Tjader says, “andwe had a
lot of laughs, espedially at Lake Tahoe, when
we had a great group with [percussionists]
Willie Bobo, Mongo Santamaria, and [bassist]
Al McKibbon. We got into a lot of trouble at
the blackjack table, which means that we got
half whacked and proceeded towin a whole
lot of dough. | remember him falling off the
barstool because he hit blackjack with about
two or three hundred bucks down, and he
couldn’t believe it.”

Most of Vince's friends from the old days
remember both his personality and key-
board stylé as energetic and extroverted.

usically,’%:bop and Bud Powell had re-

placed his elrlier Poogie woogie approach,a

gression: many young pianists of the day
P
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were following. Dean Reilly, Guaraldi's bass-
ist during the mid-'50s, remembers that “his
left hand wasn’t very strong, but his right
hand was really powerful. He ‘could really
bring out a melody, and he also did those
double-time things very well, espedially in
the key of F — boy, look out!”
“He loved to play the blues,” muses La

Vukovich, another close friend of Cuaraldi's

and his only piano student. “Bill Evans
opened up certain harmonic ideas in him,
but Vince never got really far out harmonic-
ally. He always played with strong feeling,
and he could play very simply. Also it was
very personal. I'm sure he liked alot of differ-
ent styles, but you could always hear his
personality.”

In his notes for a 1964 show at the San
Francisco Museum of Art, Ralph Gleason
wrote, “Mr. Guaraldi's approach to the piano
is essentially lyrical. He finds his satisfaction in
melody; his songs have clear, ‘singing’
themes, but always with a strong jazz pulseto
give them the hard edge of the jazz feeling
that is known as ‘swinging.’ He is a Schubert
rather than a Mozart, and always with asense
of humor.”

From the performer’s angle, Seward
McCain, Guaraldi's last bassist during the
'70s, assesses his style as “very spontaneous.
He was like a tiger at the piano. He would
pounce on the keyboard and rock back and
forth on the piano bench to get the song
going. His music was very much ‘right now’;
you never quite knew what was going to
happen next.”

Tjader agrees. “In the beginning, he was
so excited in his playing, it was like trying to
hold back a colt or astallion,” he insists. “He
had a tendency to play too much behind me
sometimes, but after months of hassling and
screaming and all that, eventually he became
aware of the fact that you don't play every
wne like a bebop express running 120 miles
an hour. | think his interest in bossa nova
mellowed him out a little, and allied itself to
his single-line right-hand approach, because
you don't hear a lot of block chord playing in
t soft Brazilian style.”

It was during a trip to New York with
Tjader that Vince had his first exposure to
Latin American music, a style that was to have
a profound effect on his own playing. Years
before most American musicians were even
aware of bossa nova, Guaraldi was looking
for ways to blend the piano into the hypnotic
rhythms and soft textures that musicrequired.
But before delving into its subtleties, Vince
put his effort into winning a gig with one of
the most prestigious big bands in the coun-
try. From 1956 to '57, and again on aninterna-
tional tour in ‘59, he was on the road with
Woody Herman and his Thundering Herd.

George diQuattro, a San Francisco jazz
pianist who knew Vince from the early '50s,
remembers Guaraldi’s encounter with Her-
man. “Vince went and auditioned, but he
couldn’t cut it; his reading wasn’t good
enough,” he says. “So he went and locked
himself in his room for almost a year. He
didn’t come out and play gigs until he had
learned to read. The next year, when Woody
came back to San Francisco, Vince did an-
other.audition, and this time he got the gig.
He had been woodshedding for almost a

year because he was so bugged about not
cutting it the first time. That's the kind of guy
he was,”

“1 believe | met Vince through Ralph

_ Gleason and a lot of his friends in the Bay

Area,” Woody Herman adds. “Most of all |
was lmﬁrased at how inventive and naturala

layer he was. His reading wasn't that fabu-
ous, but | don’t think that was important to
him, and it certainly wasn't to-us. The only
album he recorded with cur band was Blues

- Groove on Capitol {now out of print), which

shows something of what he was required to
do, and he was very capable of doing it.”

“1 can remember following Woody Her-
man in '46, from San Jose to Oakland to San
Francisco,” Vince Guaraldi said. He was
speaking with Ralph Gleason, sitting in the
Gleason living room, being filmed for the
movie that his friends would watch there
nearly 20 years later. “1 always saw pictures of
Woody Herman smiling — you Encw that
smile — and | saw this salty cat on the stage
like that, and it was beautiful, because the
band was something. It scared meto death; it
was like a three-ring circus.”

Vince was crewcut then — it was still the
beatnik, pre-hippie era in the North Beach
—but he was already twirling the points of his
mustache, soon to blossom into a spectacular
handlebar and, eventually, muttonchops.
The cigarette smoke hung between him and
the camera as he paused between thoughts.
“See, before | was a performing musician, |
was a fan, you know, and | know what it is to
stand out there by the stage and watch them
cats, to really see them. | know what it is to
look at musicians and think they're glamor-
ous. At one time in my life | felt that deeply,
you know, but one trip on the road and |
knew that what you think is glamor is really
beat. They're not cool, man; they just can’t
move. All they're thinking about is: ‘It's a
hundred more miles before we hitthe bed.””

Vince did his share of travelling with Her-
man, fulfilling an ambition to play in Carne-
gie Hall, and even going as far as Great
Britain, Holland, and Saudi Arabia. In later
years he would do more touring on his own,
and for a while he settled in Los Angelesgbut
in the end he was a Bay Area homebody. He
lived in Daly City, then Mill Valley, and
plaﬁed jazz steadily from Monterey to Con-

ord,

Vince's longtime guitarist, Eddie Duran,
recalls that “he seemed to be pretty content.
He did talk at times of moving to LA, but |
think he really dug staying in the area, be-
cause he was sure of himself. When you're
sure of where you are as an artist, you don't
seek to go other places to prove it. You don't
have to prove it to anyone but yourself, sohe
felt he could do anything anywhere.”

with the ’60s, Guaraldi began to establish
himself both locally and nationally, Well-
known musicians began listening to hisearly -
work with Bola Sete and following his lead
into playing jazz with a soft Brazilian tinge.

ergio Mendes expressed his respect for

JULY 196V/KEYBOARD 13




i _!

PR

Cuaraldi with John Scott Trotter, artanger for Peanuts soundtracks.
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NE OF VINCE Cuaraldi’s most popu-
lar works is “Linus And Lucy,” which
he wrote and recorded for the Peanuts
television specials. His performance can
be heard on three albums: Vince Guaral-
di's Greatest Hits (Fantasy, 4505], A Boy

- Named Charlie Brown [Fantasy, 8430},

and Oh, Good Grief [Warner Bros., 1747}
Several elements of his later piano style
are evident in this transcription, especially
his fondness for open voicings, which is
most apparent in the right hand during
the main theme and through much of the
first 16-bar solo passage; fourths, fifths,
and major thirds abound, lending to the
childlike flavor of the piece. But Guaraldi
also had a gift for straight-ahead jazz im-
provisation. When the rhythm switches
from straight eighths to swing in the sec-
ond solo break, he creates a highly
melodic single-line variation on the
theme from his previous solo, using per-
haps his most recognizable lick, which
-also kicked off the solo in “Cast Your Fate
To The Wind,” in bars 8and 9. One aspect
of his style that could not be easily no-
tated here was his knack for gently push-
ing the rhythm with slight pauses be-
tween notes to complement melodic
leaps; a momentary breath should be
dropped between the Cb and the higher
Bb in bar 6, for instance. When playing a
solo, Guaraldi used his left hand sparsely,
without complex harmonies, so to save
space, only the right-hand solo lines are
given here.

—8D

VINCE GUARALDI

Vince’s talent, and reports circulated that
Miles Davis bad asked him to join his band.
As far as the public was concerned, though,
Guaraldi got his big break in 1962, with the
recording of “Cast Your Fate To The Wind.”
“1 can remember when that tune was
being born,” says Dean Reilly. “Vince wasn't
alone in writing it; he had some help from
[bassist} John Mosher, who was working with
Vince in those days. | remember hearing it
when they were just putting it together, and |
said, ‘Oh, boy, that’s nice.’”
Ironically, “Cast Your Fate” was included
'on Vince's album Black Orpheus purely as an
afterthought. Strongly moved by the sound-
track to the film Black Orpheus, Guaraldi had
put together an LP featuring his interpreta-
tions of the movie's bossa nova-like material.
hen Fantasy records informed him that
there wasn’t enough of it to fill both sides of
the album, he laid down a few extta tunes,
including “Cast Your Fate,” as filler material.
The opening cut, “Samba De Orpheus,” was
selected for release as a single; “Cast Your
Fate” was put on the flip side only because it
was the one other track that would fit a 45
rpm record. But a Sacramento, California,
disc jockey fell in love with the B-side and
began playing it once every hour on his
show. Soon it was catching on throughout
he country.
with its unpretentious, almost stark

framework, catchy theme, and tastefully re-
strained performance, the disc established
Guaraldi's sound in the ears of many young
record buyers who had only been exposed to
rock. Some jazz lovers, predictably, were
quick to accuse Vince of “selling out” in
order to win commercial success, but those
who knew his style could hear that, as ever,
he was playing from the heart, “When he
started doing ‘Cast Your Fate,’ Vince was defi-
nitely developing his own style,” explains
Eddie Duran. “He started getting more con-
temporary, listening to a lot more of the
sounds that were going on at that time, but
he never went tco far from his jazz-oriented
approach. And he always swung.”

“1 worked with Vince just before he did
‘Cast Your Fate,’” says drummer Benny Barth,
“We'd been playing it a lot, although we
were mainly a jazz group. He hadn't really
gotten into the pop thing yet. But through-
out his life he remained a great improviser,
no matter what kind of music he was playing,
and he didn’t change his scene just to make
money. He had a purpose in mind, and I'm
sure he was looking to reach awider range of
younger people at that time.”

e
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"Vince, did you sell out with ‘Cast Your
Fate'?”

Guaraldi leaned back in the comfortably
worn black chair that still sits in the Gleason

living room, then smiled at the camera. “No, |
bought in.”

“I'll tell you when | wrote it,” he con-
tinued. “I think it wasin 'S8, just about when |
left Cal. In fact | brought it to Cal, but | never
played it until after [ left Woody, when | was
at the Qutside At The Inside in Palo Alto.”

“When you first started to play it, were
there reactions from the audience right
away?” Ralph Gleason asked.

Guaraldi thought for a moment. “It was
unconscious at first,” he began, “but ! started
realizing that it was an identification with rpe,
People used to ask me about this song. Every
time | play this tune | really get a reaction.
Most of the time, it's one group digging what
you’re doing, and one is not. But this tune
kind of encompassed the whole thing. You
could fill up the room with this tune.”

The film had opened with Vince and his
trio restaginF the recording of the “Cast Your
Fate.” He played it in Ab, his stubby hands

- coaxing the theme out over the open fifth in

the lower register. From somewhere beneath
the opened lid of the grand piano, cigarette
smoke floated with the melody toward the
ceiling.

With “Cast Your Fate” 4
arts for 22 weeks, Gu aJ:li‘.q\'
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VINCE GUARALDI

investigation of new settings and sounds, but
he had no dlue that it would lead to the most
ambitious project of his career, the composi-
ti d performance of the first jazz mass
ver staged in America,

The Reverend Charles Compertz was
then 25 years old, on the staff of St. John’s
Church in Ross, Galifornia. “1 read in the
Paper one morning that Jim Pike, who was
then bishop of the diocese of California,
wanted to do something special to com-
memorate the completion of Grace Cathe-
dral,” Gompertz explains. “One of the things
he was talking about was something called a
‘Holy Hootenanny,’ and I just went through
the overhead on that, | was involved with the
* youth division of the diocese at that time; we
were supposed to put that on. So | called him
and said, ‘Hey, Bishop, what is this stuff?
That’s ridiculous!” He said, ‘Okay. You've got
the cathedral in May. You do it,and call me
back.”

The assignment caught Compertz by sur-
prise. He spent the day wondering desper-

people to fill the 2,000-seat cathedral. The
answer came, one is tempted to say, provi-
dentially on the radio. “Cast YourFateToThe
Wind" wafted through the Reverend’s
speakers, and inspired by the feeling of the
piece, Gompertz was able to quickly track
Guaraldi down and arrange a luncheon ap-
pointment, appropriately at the Trident,
where Vince often performed.

“We started talking, and | don't know
where the idea came from, but it just built
and built,” Gompertz relates. “By then I'd
formulated the idea that doing a mass was in
keeping with the completion of a great ca-
thedral. | kept telling him over and over
again, ‘l don’t want a gimmick. | don’t know

anything about music, Vince, Music is your

department. But | do know about capturing
people’s spirits, and | do know that church
music has to be a vehicle of the time of the
people for whom it's played.’ Well, he got
excited about this, because throughout his
whole life, everything Vince did was driven
by a desire to communicate.”

In order to anticipate criticism from less
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fazz-oriented parishioners, Guaraldi, Gom-
pentz, and Barry Mineah, then choirmaster at
St. Paul’s Church in San Rafael, agreed that
the mass should be grounded inthe Anglican
tradition, so that any Episcopalian could rec-
ognize the parts of it. For that reason they
chose as the basic springboard the missa/
mirialis, the plainchant setting to the holy
ommunion, with roots all the way back to
he tenth century. Further, they carefully
probed the Episcopalean hymnbook for the
most singable hymns, to encourage aspirit of
free participation, And finally, some tradi-
tional elements, like organ introductions,
were preserved. “We were trying to bring
the two traditions together,” Gompertz ex-
plains, “so that the jazz people could say
‘Colly gee whiz, there’s jazz in church, and
isn't it wonderful?’, while the church people
could say, ‘Gee, | recognize this music! This
isn't so bad!” We wanted that ‘gee whiz’ qual-
ity on both sides, and I think we succeeded.”

Compertz looks back warmly on his plan-
ning sessions with Vince. “He taught me alot
about music, and | taught him as much thegl-
08y as | could,” he says with a smile, “He was
a very bright individual, and we would spend
hours discussing the theological points
behind the mass. I tried to tell him thathe was
falling into the same line as Verdi, Mozan,
and lots of people who had written masses
and faced the same problems of understand-

+ing how the liturgy moves and builds toward

communion. Through those discussions a
utual respect grew, and we became close
friends.” :
The mass was held at Grace Cathedral on
May 21, 1965, with Guaraldi and his trio pro-
iding a subdued jazz background to the
Gregorian melodies as sung by a 68-member
chorus. Perhaps on a personal level, this was
the most satisfying achievement of his career,
His mother still keeps Bishop Pike's subse-.
quent letter to him framed in her home: “|
still cannot get over my excitement and en-
thusiasm after hearing your contemporary



" .should never happen, not today.”

Compertz sees Guaraldi’s death in a dif-
ferent light, though. “I think part of Vince's
problem was that he never really took very
gaod care of himself,” he ventures. “He
stayed out late, he smoked, and he did a
whole lot of things., He tried everything. |
mean, when skateboards first came out, he
was the first kid on his block to get one, only
as a kid he happened to be about 30. He
pushed himself to the limit, whether music-
ally or physically. He saw himself as a very
youthful person, but he didn't do any of the
physical things you have to do to prepare
yourself to live like that.”

“When it happened down at Butter-
field’s, where the end finally came, he went
the way he would have wanted to go, with
the piano,” Carmella Guaraldi insists.

Shortly after his death, a number of Vin-
cek former associates gathered at the Bach
Dynamite And Dancing Society, an ocean-
side jazz club near Half Moon Bay, south of
San Francisco. There, they staged a memorial
concert, playing his tunes and sharing their
memories of him as a musician and a friend.
A lot of players and listeners showed up, and
one year later they showed up again, once
more to pay musical and personal respects.

The Vince Guaraldi memorial concert is
now an annual tradition at the Society. An
ltalian flag flies outside against the Pacific
sunset each Easter, when the concert is held,
and inside the club another Italian flag, this
one decorated with Vince's portrait, hangs
above the bandstand. Last April, Larry Vuko-
vich, Benny Barth, George DeQuatro, Car-

mella Guaraldi, and many old acquaintances
showed up again. From four o’clock to 9:30
that evening the musicians traded licks, and
they all traded stories about the man Barth
calls “a dear departed brother,”

“Vince was a very fiery guy,” Vukovich
recalls. “He really let people know how he
felt. He didn't hold back; he was very openin

200 VINCE GUARALDE: - ©
=, A SELECTED DISCOGRAPHY'

A Boy Named Charlie Brown, Fantasy,

8430.

A Charlie Brown Christmas, Fantasy, 8431.

From All Sides, Fantasy, 8362.

Getz, Tjader, Guaraldi, & Others, Fantasy,
8348

Vince Guaraldi At The Grace Cathedral,
Fantasy, 8367.

Vince Guaraldi, Bola Sete, & Friends, Fan-
tasy, 8356.

In Person — Vince Guaraldi, Fantasy, 8352.

Jazz Impressions, Fantasy, 8359,

Jazz Impressions Of Black Orpheus, Fan-
tasy, 8089. )

Latin Side Of Vince Guaraldi, Fantasy, 8360.

Live At El Matador, Fantasy, 8371.

Oh, Gpod (Jf;fgf,_}r"\‘fgéner Bros., 1747.
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s feelings.” “He was a good friend to me,
and one of the funniest men I've ever met,”
adds Seward McCain. “He was like Lenny
Bruce. | can picture him at many parties we
went to, just dominating the entire situation,
no matter who was there. We played for [the
Iaftg_e San Francisco Mayor George] Moscone

at political rallies, and he would just take
over. He’d make everybody laugh.”

“I was very taken with Vince's attitude
about life when I played with him,” adds
Barth. “He was a very fun-loving person. His
highs were definitely more frequent than his
lows; he seemed to really enjoy life, and that
affected the people who played with him.”
“He was a happy player, man,” DeQuatro
agrees. “When he was happy, he could really
show it in his playing, and it made you feel
happy. | miss him dearly, man. | miss his
humor and his playing.”

Today, Carmella Guaraldi lives in Daly
City and works as a nurse. The Reverend
Charles Gompertz is president of the Gom-
periz Management Group, a consulting firm
in San Francisco specializing in human rela-
tions, and a staff member of the St. Stephen’s
Episcopal Church at Belvedere, California.
Cal Tjader still records and plays throughout
the West. George diQuattro works at Ro-
land’s, a San Francisco jazz club, six nights a
week. Benny Barth, Dean Reilly, and Eddie
Duran record for the Concord Jazz label;
Barth also plays at the Touch Of Class in San
Mateo, while Reilly is into his fifth year with
the Al Plank Quartet at the Hyatt Regency
Hotel in San Francisco, and Duran goes on
road trips with Benny Goodman. Larry Vuko-
vich holds a solo piano gig at the Hyatt Union
Square and recently released his first album,
Blue Balkan, on Inner City. Seward McCain
plays five nights a week at the San Francisco’s
Sir Francis Drake Hotel.

And over at Fantasy records, eleven Vince
Guaraldi albums are still in the catalog.
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