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BoB

by William Carter

Having known, and infrequently worked from us and from GHB in December.

with, trombonist-bandleader Bob Mielke for nearly

Afficionados need reminding, every now

half a century, I take a particular pleasure in recom- and then, of the enormous dedication, born of an

mending a fine new
book about him.
Compiled by Jim
Goggin, the prolific
founder of your San
Francisco Tradition-
al Jazz Foundation,
Bob Mielke: A Life of
Jazz is arguably Jim's
best “scrapbook”
yet. As such, it sums
up two lives lived
close to the heart of
what this foundation
is about.
Recommend-
ed bookends for the
book, if you will,
are: (1) SFTJF's very
first CDs, Bob Mielke
and His Bearcats,
recorded in 1954
and issued in 1991,
is currently still
available (see order
page); and (2) a hith-
erto unknown, later
recording of Mielke’s

Bob Mielke at a recent SFTJF event.
Photo by Richard Ressman

almost helpless and
often thankless love,
it takes to devote
ones life to this
music. Born in 1926,
the talented Mielke
has lived that life
since soon after 1942,
when, at 16, he and
some others (in-
cluding the equally
talented clarinetist
Bill Napier) started a
kid band called The
Frantic Four. Sixty
years and thousands
of gigs later (and
counting), the man is
still going strong.
Goggin’s valu-
able book features
a plethora of rare
pictures, amazing
letters, offbeat and
on-beat memorabilia
of every description,

and - most precious
of all - interviews with

band code-named BCD-284 will be available both Mielke. Taped interviews with jazzmen are as close
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to the real history of this music (with all its peaks
and discontinuities) as one can get. Listening for
hours at places like Tulane or the Library of Con-
gress or Stanford, one hears accounts ranging from
the nearly incomprehensible and irrelevant, to the
fanciful and mythic, to the deeply thoughtful and
illuminating. Mielke’s reflections, as transcribed by

Goggin, reside at the highest end of this scale - car-

ing, sensitive, insightful, passionate, and larded

with the kind of surprisingly unsparing realism that

can only come from having been there, somehow
getting through it all. What ears!

SOME EXAMPLES FROM THE BOOK:

I had never played with a professional
rhythm section before; what I consider a profes-
sional rhythm section. There are pros and cons on
that, by the way. It's a subtle matter, but some of
the amateur rhythm sections can be marvelous. I
am not putting them down, but these pros are into

CONTINUED ON PAGE 8

Bob Mielke

{ Life of Jazz

Chver 460 Phosos.

About $30
To order the splendid new
Bob Mielke A Life of Jazz,
please write or email
Carol Clute at
PO Box 2048, Morgan Hills CA 95308,
or carolclute@aol.com
Or, you may wish to contact the publisher
directly (see page 9).
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ADVERTISE IN THE CRICKET!

In an effort to help defray the costs of
maintaining all the varied programs that SFTJF
supports, including The Frisco Cricket itself,
we're going to begin providing limited adver-
tising space here. We want to be fair to every-
one, so there are a few rules we’d like to follow:

* The advertiser should be in a music
related (preferably Traditional Jazz related)
business (band, club, cruise, radio station, etc.).

* No more than a total of 2 full pages will
be used in any single issue of the Cricket, so ads
will be accepted on a first-come, first-served
basis.

* We need to be able to maintain the
right to accept or reject advertisements at our
discretion.

* Please send your ad to:

Cricket Editor
San Francisco Traditional Jazz Foundation
41 Sutter Street, PMB 1870
San Francisco, CA 94104
*  Or (preferably) by email to:
cricketeditor@sftradjazz.org or santh@pacbell.net
ADVERTISING RATES
per issue
1/8 Page $35, 1/4 Page $50, 1/2 Page $75
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THE BILL BAILEY WHO DIDN’T COME HOME

By James A. Treloar
From the Detroit Sunday News Magazine Page
June 17, 1973

A Jackson saloon’s piano player wrote the settled in what had already become a German com-
song, a drifter musician starred in it - while his wife munity in Waterloo Township.
cried because the lyrics were cruel. Sarah Siegrist had a strict up-bringing. In the

German church she attended, men sat on one side of

Won't you come home, Bill Bailey? the aisle, women on the other.

Won't you come home? Her schooling was

She moans the whole i A o © oot . .o . spotty. Her parents preferred
day long. g A - that she learn how to be a

good wife, and her real edu-
cation took place in the farm
kitchen.

Her most vivid recol-
lections today are of the
warnings her mother gave
her on how to behave like a
lady, and not be taken ad-
vantage of by any smart-alec
city fellow.

The warnings did no
good. When she was about
18, Sarah moved into Jackson
and got a job as a hotel maid.

Turn-of-the-century
Jackson wasn’t the peaceful
town it is today. It was wide-
open. “Little Chicago” they
called it.

Jackson was a railroad
town. It was the most central
point on the track between
Detroit and Chicago, and the
Michigan Central Railroad
had built its repair shops
there.

It was also the collect-

“Bill Bailey,” the most
popular ragtime tune ever
written, was a cruel song.

It celebrated the real-
life tragedy of a country girl
who couldn’t keep pace with
her city sweetheart in Jack-
son, Mich. Yet, it’s a song that
America loves.

Honky-tonk sing-
ers - the ones who had voices
big enough to hammer nails
through cement - made it
their specialty.

The piano player in
every blindpig during Pro-
hibition knew it by heart.
Dixieland bands arranged it,
an opera starr recorded it and
during the 40s it was crooned
for bobbysoxers.

Only one song in
American history - “Star-
dust” - has been recorded
more often.

But “Bill Bailey” was

written in 1902 as a thought-
less joke, and 70 years later it
still brings pain to the wom-

ing point for goods flowing
north or south. The trains
were made up in Jackson.

an it poked fun at. The crews were quartered

The former Mrs. Bill Sarah Siegrist (Bailey) at 100 in 1973 there, about 3,000 of them in
Bailey, who turned 100 years 1900.
old in a Jackson nursing home this spring, will burst Custom dictated that any worthy man
into tears if somebody mentions that song from so crippled in a railroad accident would be set up in
long ago. business or politics by his friends. Many a fortune in
Mrs. Bailey was a country girl. She was born Jackson today was founded on a crushed hand or an
Sarah Siegrist on a farm in Jackson County. Her amputated leg.
parents were immigrants from Germany, and they Jackson’s saloons catered to the railroad men.
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The saloons began at the Michigan Central depot, and
strung one after the other up Main Street, sometimes
spilling off into side streets.

The best of these was Conrad Deidrich’s
Saloon, just two blocks up the street from the depot.
Here’s where the middle echalon railroad men came
after work - the conduc-
tors, the engineers, the
brakemen.

Here’s where the
song “Bill Bailey” was
probably composed.

Deidrich’s was
one of the few saloons in
town that had a piano.
Men could get beer for 5
cents a pint, bar whiskey
right out of the barrel for
10 cents, listen to a drifter
named Hughie Cannon
pound the piano keys,
and later on begin eyeing
the bawdy house upstairs
over the grocery across
the street.

Women never
came to Deidrich’s
saloon. It was a man’s
haven. The only thing to
mar masculine serenity
was a hygiene problem
that plagued men of the
era - lice.

The remedy was
to occasionally scoop
the lice out of one’s hair
with a specially made
comb. More men owned
a fine-toothed comb than
owned a toothbrush.

Remember that
rainy evenin’ I drove you out,
With nothin” but a fine-toothed comb?

The Civil War had given a monumental lift to
the budding art of photography. Every mother had to

have a picture of her son in uniform. In Jackson, moth-

ers took their sons to Bailey’s photograph gallery,
located on Main Street near Deidrich’s Saloon.

The photographer’s son, Willard G. Bailey, had

no interest in taking over his father’s business, how-

Hughie Cannon c. 1904 Photographer unknown.

ever. People called him “Bill” and Bill Bailey was a
musician. He worked as a music teacher by day and
a dance hall musician by night.

How Bailey met Sarah Siegrist isn’t known.
Mrs. Bailey either can’t or won’t remember.

They were married in 1893.

“Bill was my sweet-
heart, but he was every-
body else’s too,” Mrs.
Bailey remembers. She
wept over the memory.
“I never felt there was
a man who wanted just
me.”

- e b Tl e -

“Bill Bailey
was a nice guy. He
lied to me all the time,
but I was too young to
understand much then.
I was a country girl.

“It's not true
what the song says. Bill
was always late coming
home, but I never asked
him “What did you do?’
or “Where have you
been?’

“I wanted to
be a child’s mother, but
Bill didn’t want a baby.
He was out every night,
playing at the dances.
But he let me adopt a
little girl.”

I know I’s to blame,

Well, ain’t that a shame?

Bill Bailey, won’t you
please come home.

When Bailey
wasn’t playing a dance
job, he’d hang out in
Deidrich’s Saloon, listening to the music of Hughie
Cannon, piano player and composer.

To the day he died in 1912 of cirrohisis of the
liver, Hughie carried a boyish face, an impish grin,
and had a bag on.

He’d go off on long bouts of drinking, and
the piano at Deidrich’s Saloon might be quiet for
five, maybe six, months. Then Hughie would dry
out, walk in like nothing had happened, and take
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Sarah and Willard Bailey, probably c. 1904. Caption on photo says, “An immortalized parting.”

over the piano again.

Deidrich never paid Hughie anything. He’d
keep Hughie’s glass filled, and the impish piano
man would play all afternoon and night for the nick-
els and dimes the railroad men would toss on his
piano.

Ragitme was brewed from the same caul-
dron that produced spirituals, the blues, and jazz.
Unlike its cousins, however, ragtime was unfailingly
cheerful. It was the proper vehicle for making sport

of tragedy.

The first great exposure the public had to rag-
time was at the series of World’s Fairs near the turn of
the century in Chicago, Omaha, Buffalo, and St. Louis
where wandering pianists found employment along
the midways.

People went home from their visits to the fair
singing “Hello My Baby” or whistling “Maple Leaf
Rag.”

Hughie Cannon couldn’t sing worth a lick,
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Succcssiully Sung by

MISS EVA MUDGE

Come Home?

Words & Music By

Hughic Cannon

Co-Author & Composer Of

“l Hate To Giet Up Early InThe Morn™
“Just Because She Made Dem Goo (100 Eves

Original sheet music cover for “Bill Bailey Won't You Please Come Home” © 1904
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but he knew all the ragtime tunes, and he could write
them as well.

By the time he wandered into Jackson one day
and dusted off the stool at Deidrich’s Saloon, he’d
already written a few songs, including “Goo-Goo
Eyes.”

Hughie was still single, and his mode of
operation in a new town was to approach a widowed
lady and ask for room and board, in exchange for
which he’d take care of the rent.

“You do the cookin’,” he’d say, “and I'll pay
the rent.” In song, it wasn’t that fair.

Hughie was not only a drunk. He tried opium
and cocaine as well. Eventually he was able to shed
drugs, but never booze.

The relationship between Hughie Cannon and
Bill Bailey can’t be nailed down. Folklore has it that
Bill admired Hughie’s musical gift, and would often
help him out of a jam or see to it that Hughie got a
square meal.

Almost certainly, however, the pair of them
got to talking about women one night, and Bill gave
Hughie a pretty dismal account of his marriage to
Sarah.

Hughie had never met Sarah, but he was
inspired to rattle off a ditty about Bailey’s irregular
hours.

Bailey thought the song was a scream, and he
brought home a dashed-off copy of the song to show
Sarah.

Sarah couldn’t see the humor.

“I'liked the music,” she said with farm girl
simplicity. “But I thought the words lowered him.”

For a while, she accepted without comment
the picture it drew of her as a wife, though it lowered
her as well.

Hughie eventually peddled “Bill Bailey” to a
New York publisher for $350. It was the most he ever
got for a song. “Goo-Goo Eyes” went for $35. “Ain’t
That A Shame” he gave away. His publisher made a
fortune out of “Bill Bailey.”

The song was given its formal debut during
a musical review in Newburgh, N. Y. In a short time,
it had become a “standard” with musicians every-
where.

Music writers tried to capitalize on the “Bill
Bailey” craze with songs like “I Wonder Why Bill Bai-
ley Don’t Come Home” and “Since Bill Bailey Came
Back Home.”

A New York banjo player billed himself as Bill
Bailey. A London music hall singer named E. William

Bailey claimed the song was written for him.

A disgruntled American landed in Singapore
in the 1930s and opened “Bill Bailey’s Bar.” He always
denied he was the genuine Bill Bailey, but in such a
way that nobody would believe him.

Hughie Cannon moved to Detroit, and could
be heard playing piano at a saloon off Farmer Street
- when he wasn’t in Eloise (Wayne County General
Hospital), drying out.

He had a brief marriage to a girl who worked
in a Detroit corset factory but, like Bill Bailey, he rarely
came home, and his disgusted wife eventually threw
him out.

Exactly 60 years ago today, Hughie died of
cirrohsis of the liver in the Lucas County Infirmary
Hospital in Toledo. On the same day, his wife was in
Jackson, being given her divorce decree, but Hughie
never knew it.

Willard Bailey opened a store in Jackson, sell-
ing phonograph records for a while, then in 1910 he
took Sarah and his adopted daughter to Los Angeles.

Music continued to occupy Bailey’s life. He
played with bands on the West Coast, then became a
salesman for the Southern California Music Co.

Sarah never did adjust to being a musician’s
wife. She divorced Bill in California, and moved to
Oregon where she had relatives. There she met and
married a farmer named Calvin Williams.

Sarah’s escape back to the farm life apparently
wasn’t much of a success. She won't talk about Calvin
Williams.

Bailey died in 1954 in California.

When Calvin Williams died, Sarah moved in
with relatives in Jackson. Later she entered a nursing
home. Today, she lives in the Cedar Knoll Rest Home
northeast of Jackson, very near the farm where she
was raised.

It's a peaceful life for Sarah. She can still chat-
ter on about her childhood on the farm, the songs
she learned in school, the poems she learned to recite
in German, and how the men-folk would take their
horses crossfields to church on Sunday.

And she can be emphatic that she was raised to
be a good girl and a good wife.

She remembers everything her mother taught
her, even the lesson that city and country don’t get
along.

The joke Hughie Cannon wrote is as painful to
her today as it was 70 years ago. And just as unfair.

“I waited,” she protests, “but Bill Bailey never
would come home!” d)




The Frisco Cricket

Fall 2008

BoB
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 2.

subtleties that amateurs are not into. Immersing
myself into it was very important to me, and also
learning a lot of repertoire because if I wanted to
work with Jimmy [Diamond], I had to learn to play
ballads. He liked to do ballad medleys so I made it
my business to learn some that I had not been using.
You don’t get to do that in trad jazz circles.

LLLLLLL L L L L L L L LK 555 55555>>>>

The band positioned itself in a box seat, like
for the high-paying customers in an opera house or
something. I think it was in the Orpheum Theater.
We had a dress rehearsal besides an initial music
rehearsal. We had a dress rehearsal with the Twyla
Tharpe [dance] Company. Cleaned up details and so
on. And timing is important in a dance thing. So, it
seemed great and we had a one week engagement, I
believe... At the time I was very devoted to hygiene,
health in fine weather. Getting out. One day I took
my van, an adventure wagon, a Volkswagen van,
to the Marin headlands to hike with my dog and
brought my tuxedo with me. We wore tuxes for this
show and I knew I could change in the camper van,
tidy up, you know, a sponge wipe down and tidy
up and make it to the show on time. I think it might
have been a Sunday...I arrived at the theater stage
entrance as was our habit. I was heading down the
hallway to the stairs to the dressing room where I
would unpack my horn and warm up a little. The
show was going on, the earlier segments of the
dances. We were third or fourth on the show, so I
was there on time. Well, the stage manager saw me
coming in and said, “Where are you going?” Isaid,
“I am going to the dressing room.” He said, “No you
are not. You are to take the horn out of that case and
go to the bandstand right now. You are on.” Isaid,
“What do you mean? We are not supposed to be on
until 8:30.” He said, “She changed the schedule.”
“But I didn’t know that. I was out in Marin all day.”
He said, “She went crazy trying to reach you on the
phone. Get your butt out there.” So I broke out the
horn and went out to the box seat where the band
was. The audience stood up and gave me a standing
ovation. They turned the spotlight on me as I walked
to the box seat to sit down. The audience applauded
me because she kept the show on hold until I showed
up... It was the first time a side man got a standing

ovation in San Francisco that [ am aware of.
LLLLLLLLLLLLLLL SOOI SODDI>>>>

Real jazz musicians know how to play the
blues in my view. There are a few great jazz mu-
sicians that did not have the calling to play the
blues. Bix Beiderbecke was one, a great jazz musi-
cian. Frankie Trumbauer, he’s another. Musicians
in that school were not blues artists, really. They
could make beautiful blues, but they did not have
the blues voice. They didn’t have it in their soul the
way Louis Armstrong did, Johnny Dodds did, or
Omer Simeon did or Jelly Roll Morton, or the great
trad jazz artists or Duke Ellington and guys with
him.

LLLLLLL L L L L L L L L 25555555 5>>>>

People who play the music are crazy. They
got to be... Some are marvelous musicians and
wonderful people, but everyone of them some
more than others, are peculiar... Some are genuinely
crazy. I can name names. So I qualify and so does
Pete Allen who freely admits it. Really strange,
kind of off-beat people to be attracted to a dead,
unless you personally do it, to a dead idiom. You
see. When you get into it you realize it doesn’t have
to be dead. There are human beings doing it and
doing it well. They really get it. They got it in the
belly. Then it lives. )

NOTE FROM CAROL CLUTE

I have just received copies of the fall 2007 and
winter 2008 Cricket. I was happy to see that
you were recalling the story of how the foun-
dation got its start, and that my late husband
had a part in contributing to its beginnings. I
am sure he would be very happy today that
the Foundation has a good home, and that its
holdings are being properly catalogued and
made available to musicians and the public,
as a matter of history. I remember him talk-
ing about this like a dream -- so many times
before he passed. J
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Bob Mielke

A Life of Jazz

Annther Jazz Scruphook by |
Jim Goggin |

Over 460 Photos

Bob
Mielke
A Life of

Jazz

by Jim Goggin

Available online;

|
ISBN 978-1-4251-3386-3
trafford.com/07-2418 ‘

|

This is about the life of a jazz
trombonist written by Jim Goggin
who has been a close friend of
Bob Mielke for over fifty years.

MusIcCAL TID-BIT - HoOw THE

TROMBONE WORKS
from Bob Romans, Leader of the Cell Block Seven through the Dixieland
Jazz Mailing List (DJML)

Dan Barrett lives in California now, but when he was
around New York he occasionally played at the Cornerstone,
in Metuchen, NJ.

One night there, a guy cornered him between sets,
bought him a drink, and said, “I’ve been watching you for
two sets now, and | think I’ve got it figured out. I’m a good
observer. You change all the notes with just your lip, right?”

Dan said, “Not exactly,” and began to explain the
overtone system to him. But the guy wasn’t interested. “You
change all the notes with your lips, and this thing.” He made
the trombone slide in-and-out motion. “The slide,” said Dan.

“Yeah, the slide. That’s just there for show. You move
it back and forth so everybody has something to look at, and
when you want to get the audience all revved up, you move it
back and forth real fast.”

With a straight face, Dan asked, “You figured all that
out after just two sets?”

The guy said, “I told you, I’m observant.”

Dan leaned toward him conspiratorially. “Look, the other
folks here are not nearly as observant as you, and they’re still
mystified by the whole thing. 1’1l ask you to keep it a secret,
so you don’t blow the magic for the others, okay?” The man
smiled wisely and shook Dan’s hand. “Don’t worry, your
secret’s safe with me.”

Dan returned to the bandstand and made sure to move
his slide back and forth real fast on the next set.

9
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In Memory
of

Lu Watters

and his

VR10 Navy
Dance Band

Lu Watters with the VR10 Navy Dance Band. Photo
courtesy Harry Oakes. [Paid advertisement]

About the San Francisco Traditional Jazz Foundation
What is the Foundation?

Created in 1981 as an archive of several thousand items relating to the jazz revival begun in San Francisco about
1939, the Foundation now seeks to enhance that collection and extend its uses. A wider aim is to help foster live, high
quality traditional jazz, regionally and worldwide.

What does the Foundation do?

Current activities include archival preservation, supporting live events and broadcasts, collaborating with other
jazz and educational institutions, and developing new products and media applications.

Although the Foundation lacks the funding to open its archive to the general public, other means are being found
to make its resources available. For example, historic recordings and documents are being made available to radio
stations; and consumer products such as posters, books and tapes are being publicly offered.

Who is involved?

You are. Membership is $25 per year. Benefits include this quarterly newsletter, invitations to special events and

availability of Foundation products (often at exceptionally low prices).

Donations welcomed d ai” a. 50,

The San Francisco Traditional Jazz Foundation accepts gifts and grants in many forms, including historical items
which shed further light on the history of traditional jazz on the West Coast, such as recordings, music, newspaper
clippings, photographs and correspondence. Contributions of materials or funds are tax-deductible under IRS ruling
status 501(c)(3).

SF Jazz on the Web

The San Francisco Traditional Jazz Foundation has an ever-expanding web site. The site includes sound files and
photos of many San Francisco (and other) jazz figures from the 1930s to the present. Please visit us at www.sftradjazz.
org.

Join (or rejoin) the San Francisco Traditional Jazz Foundation today to begin taking advantage of reservations to
special events, discounts on selected jazz books and recordings, and a year’s subscription to The Frisco Cricket. If you
are already a member, give the gift of Foundation membership to a friend! Use the form at right.
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PRrRoDUCT ORDER FORM & 2008 MEMBERSHIP/ RENEWAL APPLICATION

Name
Address
E-mail Phone ( )
COMPACT DISCS ($13 for members, $16 for non-members) Quantity Amount
The Unheard Bob Scobey and his Frisco Jazz Band 1950-1957...... W (BCD-285) $
A Musical Tribute to Lu Watters — The Bay City StOMPers ........ccccoweevivvrveerecssssieenn (BCD-280) $
Firehouse 5 Plus 2 Live at Earthquake McGoon’s 1970 ... (BCD-450) $
William Warfield — Something Within Me........cc.cccvereeurenenuecenennennnn (DELMARK DE-772) $
Bob Mielke and his Bearcats ... (SFCD-3) $
The Legendary Russ Gilman ... (SFTJF CD-109) $
Clancy Hayes — Satchel 0f SOng ......coueeueuererueeeenieieenienieerieneeeeeeseeeeeeseeens (SFTJF CD-108) $
Turk Murphy Jazz Band — Wild Man BIUes ..........cceeevreeeerinneeeeneneneenes (SFTJF CD-107) $
Lu Watters Yerba Buena Jazz Band, Vol 2, 1946-1947 .......ccccvvevevnuenneee. (SFTJF CD-106) $
Lu Watters Yerba Buena Jazz Band, Vol 1, 1937-1943 .......ccecerecuvenuennene. (SFTJF CD-105) $
Turk Murphy Jazz Band — Euphonic Sounds............coeeeveereeueincnccenennennnn. (SFTJF CD-104) $
Turk Murphy Jazz Band — Weary BIues ........ccoeueeerinneeeenininieieeeiseienes (SFTJF CD-103) $
Turk Murphy Jazz Band — 1 Hollyw00d..........c..ceeerinreeeeeninineeeineseaenes (SFTJF CD-102) $
Turk Murphy Jazz Band — Live at Carson Hot Springs ........ceeeeeerveeeeennennen. (SFTJF CD-101) $
Turk Murphy Jazz Band — At The Italian Village, with Claire Austin.............. (MMRC CD-11) $
Lu Watters Yerba Buena Jazz Band — At Hambone Kelly's, 1949-1950 ....... (MMRC CD-10) $
Bob Helm with the El Dorado Jazz Band —1955* .(SFTJF CD-110) $
*Specially priced two-CD set. Members: $16; non-members: $20.
BOOKS Members Non-mem.
Jazz on the Barbary Coast, by Tom Stoddard $4 $5 $
Pioneer jazzmen reminisce about old San Francisco and its role as a wellspring of jazz
Jazz West 2, by K.O. Ecklund, published by Donna Ewald $12 $15 $
The A-to-Z guide to west coast jazz music; a unique source.
Preservation Hall, by William Carter $45 $60 $
Lavish 315 pp. Softbound. Drew national rave reviews. Autographed on request.
The Great Jazz Revival, by Pete Clute & Jim Goggin $10 $15 $
The story of the San Francisco jazz revival
Meet Me At McGoon’s, by Pete Clute & Jim Goggin $25 $33 $
Another Jazz Scrapbook by the authors of The Great Jazz Revival
Total Qty: $

Complete the credit card information below, California residents, add 8.5% sales tax $
or enclose check or money order for Total. Everyone add shipping (Total Qty X $2.00 per item) = $
Send to: If outside U.S., Canada and Mexico, add $5 per order. $
San Francisco Traditional Jazz Foundation ONew or ORenew SFTJF membership, add $25. $
41 Sutter Street, PMB 1870 Donation* $
San Francisco, CA 94104 Total $

*contributions to SFTJF, above the basic membership level, are tax deductible

CREDIT CARD MasterCard OVisa UWAmerican Express
Name (as appears on card)
Account Number (16 digits) Expiration Date (mo/yr)
Cardholder Signature
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Anytime is a good time
to renew your
Membership!

Support Traditional Jazz!
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