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THE ROGER JANES BAND: MAVERICKS WITH EARS 

by Bruce Johnson 

_________________________________________________________ 

[This review of the album “The Roger Janes Band”, (Jazznote Records JNLP 028) 
appeared in the March/April 1983 edition of Jazz Magazine.] 
 

erhaps because of a longstanding sense of cultural inferiority, a standard 
Australian jazz pastime has been the slavish recreation of the work of some 
classic American group — the Hot Five, the Red Hot Peppers, Ellington. The 

members of the band have been coached to reproduce Louis’ solos, Dodds’ solos, 
Mitchell’s solos… It has been good to hear those old songs without the surface noise, 
but after that, what?  
 
Musicians who remain at that level have nothing to land on if they falter, bands made 
up in this way come and go. As beginners I suppose we’ve all been through them, and 
it was valuable education. But while some players grow old and grey in such 
reiteration, others move on to become strong, personal voices. Often alienating the 
purist fan who just wants to hear the same Louis breaks every time the band plays 
Potato Head, they pick up their inspiration wherever music is played. These become 
the really valid jazz voices, the ones who add to Australian music.  
 

 
 
L-R, Marty Mooney (tenor sax), Lyn Wallis (drums), Don Heap (bass), Roger Janes 
(vocals, trombone) at the Graphic Arts Club in 1982: a band of major importance… 
 
Put a collection of such musicians together and you have a band of major 
importance. They don’t necessarily require state-of-the-art virtuosity, studied 
experimentation, or some shrill sociopolitical engagement. Just a collection of 
authentically individual voices. Not showy, not full of hype. The makings of a true 
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cult band, except that here, the members would disdain the notion. ‘Here’, is the 
Roger Janes Band. Some years ago, with slightly different personnel, they made an 
EP, my copy of which I guard carefully. Now we have an LP, and if you miss this also, 
well, what can I say? 
 
This is a band like no other in the country, and if one word sets it apart, it is the word 
‘eclectic’. This, not in any pretentious way, none of your ‘Well, we’re heavily into a 
fusion of Stockhausen and the medieval plain-song.’ It’s simply a collection of 
musicians who listen to whatever they like and retain whatever pleases them most as 
elements in their jazz. Mavericks with generous ears.  
 

 
 
A reunion of Maurie Garbutt’s Yarra Yarra Jazz Band, in front L-R, Janes 
(trombone), Judy Jacques (vocals), Garbutt (trumpet) Karl Hird (clarinet)… 
 
Geographically, the band comes from all over, from Queensland to Victoria. The 
same is true musically. The leader, trombonist and vocalist Roger Janes first became 
known to me as a member of Maurie Garbutt’s New Orleans styled band in 
Melbourne. He has overlaid rather than discarded those beginnings, so that he is 
capable of far more than the staccato style affected by so many Jim Robinson 
copyists — witness his lyrical legato work on Someone To Watch Over Me. 
 
As vocalist, his originality arises from something so obvious that it’s amazing. Unlike 
most Australian vocalisers, he feels no compulsion to hide behind that abrasive 
barracking that is construed as the style of Louis or Fats. He sings like himself! 
Accent and all. And by so doing, rediscovers the genuine emotional force in a song 
like Tumbling Tumbleweeds.  
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Marty Mooney on tenor sax: you can hear bits of every big-toned tenor player from 
Hawkins to Rollins, but the outcome is pure Mooney… 
 
Individuality is a key word for the other band members. Marty Mooney’s career has 
embraced the bands of Nick Boston, Dick Hughes, and the Galapagos Duck. You can 
hear bits of every big-toned tenor player from Hawkins to Rollins. But the outcome is 
pure Mooney. In a city full of good tenor players, that extra quality of an individual 
sound is all-important. Don Heap plays unrepentantly acoustic bass, with a strength 
that causes many electric players to boggle. With Roger’s band, his lines often 
duplicate those of pianist Gary Walford, but even then, the pulse of the bass is 
palpable. Much of the time Walford’s playing puts me in mind of a florid Fats 
Domino, but then he opens his solo on Bye Bye Blues with a phrase that makes you 
think all over again. And Lyn Wallis is one of our most driving drummers. 
 
In case you think he’s drumming on a kind of inarticulate instinct, listen to the way 
he adapts his style to rock on Sock It To ‘Em James Bond. Lyn’s work is taken far 
more for granted than it should be; he can push a band along more forcefully than 
dozens of other players who are locked into an off-beat misconception of traditional 
jazz drumming. 
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The band’s repertoire is also eclectic. Not surprisingly, the New Orleans tradition is 
represented (Tailgate Ramble), but listen to That Man Is Forward. Especially on the 
second chorus, Roger’s phrasing shows up the artificiality of genre categorization. 
What he’s playing sounds perfectly at home on a jazz LP, but it’s also pretty pure Ska. 
Elsewhere, the influence of Country and Western — Hank Williams’ Crazy Heart and 
Hey Good Lookin’, a bit of 3/4 with The Waltz You Saved For Me.  T-model Boogie is 
riffing, shuffling Louis Jordan, and although Sock It To ‘Em James Bond is New 
Wave, the treatment is reminiscent of Chris Barber’s equally independent minded 
band of the 70’s.  
 

 
 
There is no other band like Roger Janes’. Here he is on slide guitar…  
PHOTO CREDIT RON JOBE 
 
The point I’m stressing is that this band is unique, without ceasing to be a jazz band 
in its spirit. There are dozens of recreations of Louis, or of the Jazz Messengers, or of 
Lu Watters, many of them compelling to listen to. There is, however, no other band 
like Roger Janes’. It’s not flashy, doesn’t exploit loudness or speed. The balance 
seems to favour one channel, but can be rectified by turning the appropriate knob.  
 
What singles this LP 0ut is the respect it shows for all music. A less generous-hearted 
band would have turned some of the songs into gags, superciliously sending up a 
song like Tumbleweed. But the band has seen beyond the ‘costume’, the painted 
cowboy, to something genuinely beautiful in the music and in the sentiment. And in 
Roger’s sweet and feeling vocal that beauty is released. Until this band records again, 
you won’t hear another Australian jazz record like it. 
 


