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JUKEBOX JAZZ 
 
by Ian Muldoon* 
____________________________________________________ 
 

n 1955 Bill Haley’s Rock Around the Clock was the first rock and roll record to 
become number one on the hit parade. It had made a stunning introduction in 
the opening moments to a film called Blackboard Jungle. But at that time my 

favourite record was one by Lionel Hampton. I was not alone. Me and my three jazz 
loving friends couldn’t be bothered spending hard-earned cash on rock and roll 
records. 
 
Our quartet consisted of clarinet, drums, bass and vocal. Robert (nickname Orgy) 
was learning clarinet; Malcolm (Slim) was going to learn drums (which in due course 
he did under the guidance of Gordon LeCornu, a percussionist and drummer in the 
days when Sydney still had a thriving show scene); Dave (Bebop) loved the bass; and 
I was the vocalist a la Joe (Bebop) Lane.  We were four of 120 RAAF apprentices 
undergoing three years boarding school training at Wagga Wagga RAAF Base from 
1955-1957. Of course, we never performed together but we dreamt of doing so and 
luckily, dreaming was not contrary to RAAF regulations. Wearing an official RAAF 
beret in the style of Thelonious Monk or Dizzy Gillespie, however, was.  
 

 
 
Thelonious Monk wearing his beret the way Dave (Bebop) wore his… PHOTO CREDIT 
WILLIAM P GOTTLIEB 
_________________________________________________________ 
 
*Ian Muldoon has been a jazz enthusiast since, as a child, he heard his aunt play Fats 
Waller and Duke Ellington on the household piano. At around ten years of age he was 
given a windup record player and a modest supply of steel needles, on which he played his 
record collection, consisting of two 78s, one featuring Dizzy Gillespie and the other Fats 
Waller. He listened to Eric Child’s ABC radio programs in the 1950s and has been a prolific 
jazz records collector wherever he lived in the world, including Sydney, Kowloon, 
Winnipeg, New York and Melbourne. He has been a jazz broadcaster on a number of 
community radio stations in various cities, and now lives in Coffs Harbour, New South 
Wales.  
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Regulations stipulated a beret was to be worn with the body of the beret pulled to the 
right hand side with the edge of the beret two finger widths above the right eye brow. 
The RAAF drill instructors were driven to distracted anger by Dave and his Monk-
style beret. His beret caused more grief than any matter to do with dress and uniform 
in our cohort. Official photos of parade march pasts of 300 uniformed RAAF (boys) 
airmen show Dave wearing his beret in the style and in honour of Thelonious Monk.  
 
My best friend Dave was an orphan of Burmese/English heritage who had been 
dispatched to Australia when the Japanese invaded Burma on 15th December 1941. 
In his adopted country he spent some time in an (infamous) WA Catholic orphanage. 
In due course he was once again dispatched and inducted into the RAAF in 1955 
along with 119 other 15/16-year-old boys and, as one would easily imagine, he had 
had a gutful of institutional life.  Most of the rest of the engineering apprentices also 
came from modest sometimes poor backgrounds, or “broken homes” as they were 
then called.  
 
In my own case I had been left with my maternal grandmother at birth. My mother 
had been abandoned by her husband who had taken off for New Zealand when she 
got pregnant. She turned to alcohol and it never let her go. The RAAF was a real 
option for our carers and guardians, as it provided accommodation, excellent food, 
uniforms, health care and an education and training, but it came with a price: 15 
years of RAAF Service.  
 
This was an excellent way to keep us teenagers off the street and out of trouble so to 
speak, at a time when teenagers had just emerged as a commercial and cultural 
phenomenon. Fears of the teenager were fuelled by James Dean, Marlon Brando, and 
films like Blackboard Jungle along with “bodgies” and “widgies” who were, 
apparently,  "roaming the streets of our cities looking for trouble”, much like 
the “African gangs” are today in the suburbs of Melbourne, even though they make 
up about 0.1% of the population. However, Bebop, Slim, Orgy and I at least had our 
jazz, and our dreams of performing. 
 

 
 
James Dean (above) and Marlon Brando fuelled fears of the teenager… 
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Although we never got beyond dreaming, Slim, who was instructed by professionals, 
still at 79 years of age, plays the drums for recreation. Jazz, however, provided an 
attractive outlet for our yearning to be free of the demands of institutional life. One 
goal pricked our interest in third year. The Apprentice Recreational hall which served 
300 apprentices was to be provided with a juke box and jazz lovers, of whom we were 
the cognoscenti, were invited to contribute one song to the playlist. Our search, and 
arguments, and fervent artistic preferences to our respective musical heroes and 
heroines, were in full flight.  
 
Bebop Dave liked Nellie Lutcher, George Shearing and Gillespie. Slim liked Joe 
Morello and Dave Brubeck. Orgy liked Benny Goodman. My favourite record at that 
time was Duke Ellington’s Conga Brava which was also an ideal three minutes, 
unlike my other favourite How Come You Do Me Like You Do from the LP Jammin’ 
At Condon’s which went for 11 minutes. What record would we provide for the 
jukebox?  
 

 
 
Bebop Dave liked Nellie Lutcher (above)… Slim liked Joe Morello (below) and Dave 
Brubeck… 
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It was a common belief that a camel was a horse devised by a committee. How would 
we four ever agree when the battle between “mouldy fygges” of the Condon 
persuasion were doing battle with the modernists of the Brubeck/Tristano 
persuasion. The search was on. Could there possibly be ONE jazz record that 
provided a vocal, and sufficient invention, stunning solos, brilliant swing, colour, 
exuberance, energy, harmony, that could cross the barrier between the “traditional” 
jazz lovers and the “modernists” and indeed appeal to all - including those not 
especially inclined to jazz? Was there three minutes of music anywhere that could 
possibly satisfy that criteria, pleasing a juke box audience? 
  
A juke box is a musical contraption - don’t you love that word - or, if you will, a 
mechanical device which plays music when fed with a coin. Their heyday was the 
1940s and 1950s and the music they played was usually restricted to a single tune or 
song on a 10” 78 rpm bakelite or shellac disc or a 7” 45rpm large hole vinyl disc.  
 

 
 
The Wurlitzer jukebox: a kind of shrine, with flashing lights, vivid colours, 
extravagant and bizarre design… 
 
Of course, that bare description hardly fits the reality of the device as teenagers 
experienced them. They were a kind of shrine, with flashing lights, vivid colours, 
extravagant and bizarre design to provide an enticing and zany and funny outlet for 
music, especially but not exclusively the popular music of those days. They were 
the perfect entertainment for the indigent teenager looking to “socialise” of which I 
was one. There was no entry fee. You didn’t need a ticket, nor did you need to queue. 
If one was dressed well enough to enter a milk bar then one was able to access the 
music. There were no rules about listening, when to clap, when to stop talking, where 
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to sit. There was no stalls and dress circle to worry about. Indeed, there was no “in 
crowd” who knew the musicians or “cool” insiders like at El Rocco.  
 
At one juke box I have been guilty, with my mate “Bebop” Dave, of playing Bill 
Haley’s Rock Around the Clock about seven times in a row in a milk bar in Newcastle 
when we were on an excursion to BHP in 1956. And I say “guilty” because Bebop and 
I were not fans of that music which we considered somewhat simple, lacking real fire 
and passion or any real interest, but okay for a few minutes when chomping into a 
hamburger “with the lot” and sucking through a straw a caramel malted milkshake. 
We rued the fact that jukeboxes did not feature Take the A Train, or Parker’s Mood, 
or Skit Dat de Dat though they may well have done in some town or city or on some 
jukebox say in New York city. And besides, Bill Haley was a ridiculous un-hip looking 
guy with a strange curl on his forehead who was a bit of a one-hit-wonder and in rock 
and roll no match for the likes of Bo Diddley. Or New York music. 
 

 
 
Bill Haley: a ridiculous un-hip looking guy with a strange curl on his forehead… 
 
New York. New York and the music we loved. Birdland. The Cotton Club. Carnegie 
Hall. My cousin, who had served in WWII had passed through that great city in 1941, 
was a music lover, of all kinds of music including opera, and had an 
extensive collection of records. On a visit once in my teens I asked what had been his 
most memorable musical experience bearing in mind he had been to concerts in 
opera houses in Europe and the USA, and travelled widely in a musical sense. He told 
me the most unforgettable and most moving musical experience he had ever had was 
in a nightclub in New York. “A nightclub?” I said. "Yep. And a collection of 
musicians ….well”,  he paused, “any one of them was a leader in his own right. 
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And some of them were masters of more than one instrument, like Ray Nance who 
played violin and trumpet, and Barney Bigard, clarinet and tenor.  That band had 
more swing, more colour, more excitement, more everything than I have 
ever experienced. That includes the London Symphony Orchestra,” he added. “ Duke 
Ellington and his Famous Orchestra it was called." 
 

 
 
Ian’s cousin saw a collection of musicians in New York  including violinist Ray 
Nance (above) and clarinetist Barney Bigard (below): masters of more than one 
instrument… 
 

 
 
My mate Bebop liked the Duke too. The album Ellington Uptown (with the track 
Skin Deep featuring drummer Louis Bellson) had done the rounds of our RAAF 
apprentice boarding school and was much admired. Even though it was on the hit 
parade, it was almost seven minutes long and too long for a single sided 78 or 45 so 
it would cost twice as much to play. And could not be counted on for our search for 
our jazz Jukebox Masterpiece. 
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Then of course, there was the matter of lyrics. On a typical juke box, there might be 
Doris Day and  
 
I never thought I'd ever see a purple cow, 
I never thought I'd hear a butterfly meouw,  
 
or  
 
How much is that doggie in the window? The one with the waggly tail… 
 
by Patti Page,  of which no self-respecting “hip” teenager of our acquaintance would 
acknowledge as ever having heard. Bebop and I might ask: how does this crap 
compare to Sassy Vaughan singing Glad to be Unhappy?  
 
Look at yourself, if you had a sense of humour you would laugh to beat the band, 
Look at yourself , do you still believe the rumour that romance is simply grand?  
 
 or Billie Holiday and  
 
Southern trees bear strange fruit,  
Blood on the leaves and blood at the root,  
Black bodies swinging in the southern breeze,  
Strange fruit hanging from the poplar trees.”   
 
Or Satchmo and  
 
No joys for me, no company  
Even the mouse ran from my house  
All my life through I've been so black and blue.   
 

 
 
Louis Armstrong (left) with Billie Holiday: listen to the lyrics of their songs… 
 
Then again, not that these are necessarily songs girls want to dance to. On the other 
hand Bebop liked, as I did, Oop bop sh'bam and Bud-bud-a-budda-bidda bebop, 
bebop, somebody don't bopped. In short, we wanted a three-minute track that had 
rhythm-a-plenty, that really swung, a vocal that was hip, great solos, a decent melody 
and exciting enough to grab your attention. The search continued. 
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We thought about the film Blackboard Jungle (1955) as it had plenty of music 
including some jazz and was creating a sensation. The bar scene in the film had 
music from a jukebox featuring Sal Salvador and Maynard Ferguson on a Stan 
Kenton piece called Invention for Guitar and Trumpet which served as a background 
for the bashing of teacher Glenn Ford. But typically for Kenton, it could be described 
as pretentious or jazz music that was trying to be “serious” but it didn’t swing, had no 
vocal and was music that just “tried too hard”. It was intended to be hip but ouch! it 
didn’t fit our criteria at all. 
 

 
 
Some contenders I was thinking of submitting, apart from Conga Brava, were Fats 
Waller and Ain't Misbehavin’, Louis Armstrong with That’s My Desire, Benny 
Goodman with Rachel’s Dream (Goodman clarinet, Slam Stewart bass, Morey Feld 
drums, Mike Bryan guitar, Teddy Wilson piano, and Red Norvo vibraphone) which 
absolutely cooked but had no vocal, and Green Eyes by Gene Krupa featuring Roy 
Eldridge with vocal by Anita O’Day.  
 
One Saturday morning well into the search, I was looking through the records in the 
only record shop in Wagga that sold jazz, and I came across an album by Lionel 
Hampton on RCA which was a compilation and selection of tracks recorded by Lionel 
Hampton and “friends” during the period 1937-1941.  
 

 
 
Lionel Hampton on vibes … PHOTO COURTESY PINTEREST 
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Unfortunately it cost two weeks’ wages. I saw that it had 16 tracks, which was double 
the tracks on a 10” LP so in that regard, was better value. Then I looked at 
the musicians featured in various sextet iterations, each with Lionel Hampton on 
vibraphone and vocal:  
 
Trumpet: Cootie Williams, Harry James, Irving Randolph, Rex Stewart (Cor), Dizzy 
Gillespie,Benny Carter.   
Trombone: Lawrence Brown.  
Baritone Sax: Harry Carney, Edgar Sampson.  
Tenor Sax: Chu Berry, Coleman Hawkins, Babe Russin, Herschel Evans, Jerry 
Jerome, Ben Webster.  
Soprano sax: Johnny Hodges.  
Alto Sax: Johnny Hodges, Benny Carter, Jerry Jerome, Dave Matthews, Hymie 
Schertzer, Russell Procope.  
Clarinet: Jerry Jerome, Chu Berry, Buster Bailey, Benny Carter, Hymie 
Schertzer, Russell Procope, Edmond Hall.  
Bass Clarinet: Jerry Jerome.  
Piano: Jess Stacy, Billy Kyle, Clyde Hart, Joe Sullivan.  
Guitar: Allen Reuss, Charlie Christian, Freddie Green.  
Bass: John Kirby, Billy Taylor, Milt Hinton, Artie Bernstein.  
Drums: Cozy Cole, Sonny Greer, Jo Jones, Zutty Singleton.  
 

 
 
What could I do? Here were some of the greatest musicians of the 20th century of 
any genre from the best bands such as Duke Ellington, Benny Goodman, Harry 
James, Louis Armstrong, Glenn Miller, Artie Shaw, Count Basie, Cab Calloway, Dizzy 
Gillespie, Earl Hines, Fletcher Henderson gigging with Lionel Hampton! But here 
also was the past, present and future of the music: so called traditional, swing, and 
modern with hints of the beyond. And when I listened to the album I realised I had 
my one track to put forward for consideration to our quartet for inclusion on the new 
jukebox: it was called Ring Dem Bells written by Duke Ellington and Irving Mills 
performed by Cootie Williams (trumpet), Johnny Hodges (alto sax), Edgar Sampson 
(baritone, arranger), Lionel Hampton (vibes, vocals), Jess Stacy (piano), Allen Reuss 
(guitar), Billy Taylor (bass) and Sonny Greer (drums), recorded NYC, 
18th January,1938. 
 
I paid my money and took my chances. Bebop, Slim and Orgy agreed and we got a 
copy of Ring Dem Bells on a 78 rpm shellac disc. It was accepted for the jukebox. It 
proved popular, even next to Bill Haley’s Rock Around The Clock. 



10 
 

And 63 years later how is Lionel Hampton, and even Ring Dem Bells itself, thought 
of? Just as Mozart will still be played in 100 years, so will Duke Ellington and Ring 
Dem Bells and most of his other great compositions, just as will much of Lionel 
Hampton especially such solos as his 1947 Stardust. Lionel Hampton, like Louis 
Armstrong, was considered for a time by members of the new music, such as Max 
Roach, as an Uncle Tom because they joshed and smiled and “entertained” as if 
playing up to the (white) audiences, whereas new members such as 
Miles Davis were decidedly (cool) middle class and let the music speak for itself. 
Even so, members of the new music recanted in light of the historical circumstances 
of the players’ origins such as slavery, orphanages, and extreme poverty and the 
genius of their music which swept all criticism away before it’s sheer joy and beauty.  
 

 
 
The music of Duke Ellington & his Orchestra will still be played in 100 years… 
 
Interestingly, Hampton towards the end of his life (he died at age 94) was at an event 
sitting next to Dan Morgenstern when the Howard Alden/Dan Barrett Quintet 
launched into Ring Dem Bells. Morgenstern noticed that the previously lethargic 
Hampton started to tap his foot vigorously with the band, and within a few minutes 
he was up on the stage jamming on the piano. Our jukebox Hampton version of Ring 
Dem Bells opens with the vibes and features strumming on top of the beat by 
guitarist Allan Reuss who led the rhythm section, a crescendoing entrance on a single 
note by Cootie Williams on trumpet, astonishingly subtle drum work by Sonny Greer, 
Johnny Hodges and Edgar Sampson riffing on reeds, as well as a hip vocal by 
Hampton which begins with “Mr Stacy ring dem bells” and ends in scatting, a break 
by Greer, and the sound of muted trumpet which enters quietly and builds and builds 
and builds. Three minutes of magic. 
 
Among many tributes and awards, Lionel Hampton received ten honorary doctorates 
including one from the New England Conservatory of Music. Bill Haley was inducted 
into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame in 1987. 


