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reserve which young people expect their elders to display.

After a short space of time, Joe closed off his last tune with one
sharply struck chord, and the set was over. As the supporting players made
their way over to the bar, still another guitarist walked up, plugged into
Ron's amplifier, and began to play. It was Ted Greene. Growing suddenly
uneasy, the SRS looked around and wondered if he was in for a half hour of
community folk singing.

There was singing, it‘turned out, but it came this time from the guitar
itself, plucked with all fingers and pushing the instrument to the limits
of its capability. As the SRS listened, he could hear a smooth bass line
keeping a strong pulse going and supporting richly voiced chord melodies.

The roots here, he felt, were basically “country," going back to Merle Travis
and his "hound dog" guitar style. But the harmonies were those of a fine
jazz pianist like Ellis Larkin & Oscar Peterson. From "Just Friends" to
"Surrey with'the Fringe on Top," Ted surveyed the idiom of popular music

and brought it under the control of an unaccompanied guitar. "Beautifull!™
The SRS beamed approval as Ted struck his last high harmonic and then put

his instrument down.

“Does it remind you of 52nd Street, Dear?" The SRS sipped his drink
and let his mind wander for a moment. The old get togethers--or sessions--
had been pretty competitive, he remembered, particularly among those who showed
up playing the same instrument and tried to "cut" one another--almost like
a musical duel to the death. Still, as Barney Bigard once put it, there was
no real malice to it, since the goal was always the mutual pursuit of better
jazz. Nevertheless, the challenges back then had been more direct, more open--
faster, break-neck tempos, sudden unexpected changes of key. It was a good

way to find out who you were and whether you could keep up with "fast company."
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You couldn®t really call this a "session™ in the classic sense, he
decided. Perhaps it was because the spirit of competition was a little less
keen in warmly comfortable Southern California. Or perhaps it was because
musical goals had grown more diverse. Of the three guitarists--Ron, Joe, and
Ted--it was really impossible to say which had "won" the musical encounter.
In his own way, each was equally polished, equally masterful, even though
they took the instrument off in different directioﬁs of subtlety, excitement,
and richness. No doubt abﬁut it, they were all beautifull!

“"What are youlthinking of, dear?" The Semi-Retired Sideman and his
wife had said goodbye to Dale and were on their way home.

“I was just thinking that maybe I should start practicing a little
more," sighed the SRS.

“I*m sure we'd all enjoy it, even the neighbors--as long as it's not

too loud."



