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ERIC MYERS 

 

THIS performance by the 60-year-old American saxophonist Red Holloway was something 

of a revelation. It was more than just an excellent performance. Along the way, Holloway 

was able to demonstrate clearly what professional jazz is all about for many American 

musicians. 

 

Firing from the first note of Bags Groove, Holloway played with an energy that few men half 

his age could match. At the end of three sets, around 1 am, the rhythm section was obviously 

exhausted, while Holloway gave the impression that he could have played through until 

dawn. 

 

Known as a protege of the late Sonny Stitt, Holloway was, like Stitt, equally adept on both 

the alto and tenor saxophones. Throughout the night he showed a liking for the sort of 

blistering runs — long passages of 16 notes to the bar — that are now compulsory for the 

modern jazz performer. This is very flashy and, ironically, often very safe, but it establishes a 
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mystique. The people loved it. 

 

If Holloway had been merely an excellent saxophonist it would still have been a good night, 

but he was also a showman with a repertoire of clever gags and a great singing voice. When 

he picked up the microphone in the first set and sang the blues, sounding like every great 

blues singer from Jimmy Rushing through to B.B. King, The Basement was awash with 

approval.  From that moment on, Holloway had the audience in his hands.  

 

Holloway tended to use his vocal talents as comic relief, for example, getting the audience to 

sing along in a piece called This Is No Shit and delivering the old parody on Pennies From 

Heaven called Benny’s From Heaven. 

 

It was throwaway stuff  but it underlined Holloway’s overall approach. He was there not only 

to play first class jazz but also to entertain and give everyone a good night out. 

 

The success of such a concert, where a local rhythm section, with little rehearsal, mixes it 

with a guest American, often depends on the quality of the local musicians. 

 

In this case they were Dave MacRae (piano), Ed Gaston (bass) and Alan Turnbull (drums). 

 

Although the artistic direction of the night was ambiguous — was Holloway a modernist or 

merely a superior swing player? — the rhythm section mixed it well, always prodding 

Holloway forcefully. It has to be said that whatever Holloway was given in the dialogue with 

the rhythm section, he was never fazed and always gave as good back. 

 

Not the least of the night’s delights was an unscheduled performance in the intermission by a 

Japanese pianist, simply called Shimato. He played some extraordinary solo piano, then was 

joined by Holloway for a piece with the whole band. 

 

Also, the outstanding local guitarist Dave Colton joined the group for the third set. 

 

Holloway, beaming throughout and dispensing warm feelings in every direction, appeared to 

be highly pleased with everything that had gone down. 

_______________________________________________________________________ 

 

Red Holloway has three more performances in his Australian tour. He plays at the Hilton 

Hotel, Brisbane, on March 24; at the Crestwood Inn, Canberra, on March 26; and at the 

Showground Pavilion, Kiama, on March 27. 

 


