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Readers of these pages already know that 
the historical “California connection” to tra-
ditional jazz began in the earliest days of the 
New Orleans diaspora 
and has never abated.  
Part of this was well 
documented in Tom 
Stoddard’s fi ne book, 
Jazz on the Barbary 
Coast, still available 
from the San Fran-
cisco Traditional Jazz 
Foundation.

Another part 
of the story is that a 
number of the nation-
ally prominent New 
Orleans players even-
tually moved to Cali-
fornia and spent their 
fi nal decades living 
and gigging around 
San Francisco and Los 
Angeles.  Consider a 
few  bassists alone: 
Pops Foster, Ed Gar-
land, Wellman Braud, 
MacNeil Breaux, 
Buddy Burns.  They pow-
ered the rhythm sections of Louis Armstrong, 

Duke Ellington, Kid Ory and countless others.
En route to publishing his Barbary Coast 

book, Tom Stoddard, a collector of all manner 
of pictures and ob-
jects, acquired from 
Pops Foster a major 
collection of jazz pho-
tographs and other 
memorabilia. Tom’s 
widow, Loretta, recent-
ly made these available 
to your Foundation, 
and an interesting 
selection will be posted 
on the website, www.
sftradjazz.org.

To whet your 
appetite, this issue of 
The Cricket features 
highlights from the 
important Foster col-
lection.  If, as expected, 
the originals eventu-
ally become accessible 
at Stanford Univer-
sity’s Music Library, 
they will bolster that 
university’s growing 

reputation as a premier 
jazz research archive. 
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Pops plus friend, probably California, date unknown.
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Advertise in the Cricket!

In an effort to help defray the costs of main-
taining all the varied programs that SFTJF supports, 
including The Frisco Cricket itself, we’re going to 
begin providing limited advertising space here. We 
want to be fair to everyone, 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 fi rst-come, fi rst-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
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41 Sutter Street, PMB 1870
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•    Or (preferably) by email to:
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Honorary Directors
William Alhouse, 
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Pops Foster with trombone player Jimmy Archey in Sweden, 1952 or 
1956. Photographer: Erik Christensen.

Tom Stoddard in the 1990s. Photographer unknown.
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Pops Foster Obituaries, Friday, October 31, 1969 from the Independent Journal (left) and the 
San Francisco Chronicle (above).

Note From the Editor
Over the next few months, the majority of the Pops Foster collec-

tion will be made available on our website to our members. Be sure to 
visit the website at www.sftradjazz.org frequently for updates! 
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The Fink Street Five, Lu Watters, 
and Cotati Floyd

by Dan Barrett

The Fink Street Five
 I was fresh out of Heinz Kaiser Intermediate 
School in Costa Mesa, California. I had been involved 
in the school band, and over the summer continued to 
help Mr. Ken Owen—a great band director and great 
man—teach the beginners who had signed up for the 
summer band. I liked Mr. Owen, and he was a very 
positive infl uence on me, musically and personally. 
I’m sorry that he left us several years ago.
 That summer of 1969 was a special one. I had 
fun sitting in with the beginning trombonists (I was 
a veteran, having played four years already, start-
ing with Mr. Owen in fi fth grade). I got some kind of 
pre-adolescent ego fulfi llment by imparting my special 
wisdom on the young, up-and-coming trombone play-
ers. Both of them.
 The student instructors would always hang 
around the band room after the rehearsals ended, and 
joke around with Mr. Owen. One day, a high school 
student named Doug Bradley came in to say hi to Mr. 
Owen. I was putting my horn away when I overheard 
Mr. Owen ask Doug, who was a pianist, what he’d 
been working on lately. Doug replied that he had 
recently become interested in ragtime and early jazz.
 “They call it ‘traditional jazz.’”
 “You mean Dixieland?” asked Mr. Owen.
 “Oh, no, no, no,” Doug replied. “Don’t EVER 
call it that. You can call it traditional jazz, or trad, but 
never Dixieland or Dixie. The band I go to hear on 
weekends plays Traditional Jazz. You know—songs 
by King Oliver, Jelly Roll Morton, and Turk Murphy.”
 Those were wonderfully strange and alluring 
names to an eighth-grader. Mr. Owen looked puzzled, 
and I found myself walking over their way.
 “What band are you talking about?” I asked.
 “The South Frisco Jazz Band. They play over 
at the “Pizza Palace” in Huntington Beach, Friday and 
Saturday nights.”
 “Well, what’s this ‘traditional jazz’ you’re talk-
ing about? What kind of instruments do they have?” I 
asked. Mr. Owen was trying not to look amused at this 
serious exchange between two fl edgling musicians.
 “Well, let’s see…the leader’s name is Vince 
Saunders. He plays the banjo. And a guy named Rob-
bie Rhodes plays piano, except sometimes it’s Ron 
Ortmann...they’re both real good…and Roy Brewer is 
the trombonist, and they have an eccentric old guy on 

cornet. Ray Ronnei..”
 “Did you say cornet?” Mr. Owen inquired. 
“Most guys play trumpets now. I thought cornets 
went out with washtubs!”
 “Oh, yeah—that reminds me. They have 
this guy, Bob Raggio, who plays washboard. You 
wouldn’t believe it. He has a woodblock and cowbell 
attached to it, and he’s got more rhythm than ten 
drummers.”
 By the time Doug told me about Bob Rann 
and his old tarnished silver tuba, and shy Mike Baird 
on clarinet and alto sax, I was hooked.
 “That sounds kind of like the Pete Kelly’s Big 
Seven line-up,” I said. “My older brother has some 
of their records at home. “ I was trying to sound like 
I knew something about this stuff to this—this—
high school student.
 “Well, yeah—that stuff’s great, but you’ll 
never hear Pete Kelly’s band play Auntie Skinner’s 
Chicken Dinner, or Emperor Norton’s Hunch.”
 Wow, a band with a trombone player and a 
cornet player, and a clarinet and tuba and banjo, and 
upright piano, and, and a washboard, playing songs 
with weird titles like Auntie Skinner’s Chicken Dinner 
and Emperor Norton’s Hunch. Oh, I was hooked all 
right.
 “Can, can anyone go to hear this band?” I 
wondered.
 Doug looked at me kindly, and with only a 
trace of high school superiority. “Well sure,” he said. 
I’m going tomorrow night. Ask your parents if it’s 
OK for you to join me. You live around here, right? I 
can pick you up and drop you off at home after. But 
check with your parents.”
 And I did. And we went. And it was great, 
and it changed my life. But this story is about the 
Fink Street Five.
 After my indoctrination to the wonders of 
the “Pizza Palace,” and the great hot jazz of the 
South Frisco Jazz Band, and the world of King Oliver 
and Jelly Roll Morton, and Lu Watters and Turk 
Murphy, and the guys behind the counter shout-
ing out pizza numbers in the middle of 1919 Rag, 
and Bob Rann reaching up behind him at the end 
of the set and pulling down a movie screen and 
Vince Saunders wheeling out an old Bell and Howell 
movie projector, and fl ipping a switch, and us see-
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ing Laurel and Hardy in all their silent glory on the 
screen, and getting to know the guys in the band, 
and having them spend their breaks with me, and 
talking about chords and harmony and rhythm, and 
meeting trombonist Frank Demond (who eventu-
ally replaced Roy Brewer), and cornetist Al Crowne 
(who alternated with Ray Ronnei, and who was a 
friend of Ellington cornetist Rex Stewart), and reed-
men John Smith and Bill Carter (who both subbed 
for Mike Baird 
occasionally)—af-
ter all that, I even-
tually noticed two 
college-age guys 
who would come 
in almost every 
weekend. One 
night, one of them 
came over to my 
table and said,
 “Hi. How 
ya doing?”
 “I’m fi ne,” 
I said. “I’ve seen 
you guys here 
before…like, a lot. 
Are you musi-
cians?”
 “Yeah, we 
are. I’m Laurence 
Wright. I play 
sax and clarinet.”  
Laurence was tall 
and pretty thin. He 
had short black hair and a thin black 
mustache, and black horn-rimmed glasses. He wore 
a plaid short sleeve shirt and black pants with red 
socks. He looked like he should have been off some-
where inventing the fi rst personal computer.
 The other guy, who had a handlebar mus-
tache like Vince Saunders’s, and an open, affable 
face, said, “Hi. I’m Paul Woltz. I play bass sax and 
other instruments.”
 “Wow…  Uh, my name’s Danny Barrett. I 
play the trombone.”
 “Trombone, huh. Well, you’re not modern, 
are you?’ Larry asked.
 “Gosh, no. I like Turk—and Big Jim Robin-
son—and Kid Ory.” I said.
 “You do, huh.” Larry was all business now.
 “Maybe was should tell Jeff about him,” Paul 
said to Larry.

 “Yeah, yeah. I was thinking about that,” Larry 
replied out of the side of his mouth. “OK, uh, Danny—
what are you doing next week?”
 “Well, it’s summer, an’ there’s no schooI…I 
dunno. Nothing, I guess.”
 “OK...here’s my number. Ask your Mom and 
Dad if you can come with us to a rehearsal in Holly-
wood. A friend of ours leads a jazz band up there.”
 “Rehearsal? HOLLYwood? Wow! Well—I—I’ll 

ask!”
 There I was, 
minding my own 
business, drinking my 
root beer and having 
my pepperoni pizza, 
and two COLLEGE 
guys invite me to a 
rehearsal!  In HOLLY-
WOOD!”
 “Uh, Laurence?” 
I asked.
 “Yes?”
 “What’s the 
name of the band?”
 Laurence looked 
at me with a smirk 
that I would get to 
know well over the 

ensuing years.
“It’s a pretty hot band, 
kid. It’s the Fink Street 
Five.”
 Wow.
 I rode up to Hollywood, 
and up into Laurel Can-

yon, where I met the other band members. Jeff Beau-
monte was the leader, and the band’s bass saxophon-
ist. I just saw him not long ago, and was happy to fi nd 
him looking well, and still active in trad jazz. When I 
met him, Jeff was in his early twenties—the Old Man 
of the band—and had a record collection that wouldn’t 
quit. Well, actually, it did quit. It quit at about January 
1, 1930.
 Steve Resnick was the pianist in the band, He 
now lives in New York City, and I get to see him and 
his wife, Dafna, whenever I get back to the Big Apple. 
Steve still has a laser beam where most folks store 
their wit. He makes Groucho Marx look asleep at the 
wheel.
 Paul Woltz played banjo with us at that time, 
and Laurence, who had told me he played reeds, 
surprised me by pulling an old cornet out of a beat-up 
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kFink Street Five in action at the Clancy Hayes Benefi t Concert at Earth-

quake McGoon’s, 1971. The sign in the right corner says “Fink Street 
Five, Clancy Hayes Day”. Jeff Beaumonte, bass sax (and leader); 
Laurence Wright, cornet; Bryan Shaw, cornet; Hal Smith (hidden), 

drums,Hironobu “Yoshi” Yoshikawa, clarinet; Dan Barrett (it’s true!), 
trombone; Bill Mitchell (hidden), piano; Paul Woltz, banjo.

Photo courtesy Jeff Beaumonte and Robbie Rhodes.
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leather case.
 “Oh, yeah—I play this, too,” he said.
 “And this is Mike Arnold, our clarinetist,” said 
Jeff. “He gives us our band name.”
 “Hi, Mike,” I said. “Oh, did you name the 
band? That’s a good one—Fink Street Five. It sounds, 
well, funny,”
 The guys in the band looked at each other.
 “You don’t live around here, do you Danny?” 
Mike said.
 “Well—no. I come from Orange County.”
 “That explains it,” Mike said. He turned to 
Jeff.
 “I didn’t say Mike named the band. I said he 
gives us our band name. See, there’s a little side street 
just off Fairfax down the hill from here. Mike lives 
there. Fink Street.”
 I didn’t believe it until I saw it. But yes, Vir-
ginia, there is a Fink Street. And there were the six of 
us to prove it.
 The rehearsal went well enough, and Jeff 
started fi nding us little gigs here and there. My par-
ents were pretty lenient about letting me go all the 
way to Hollywood or Los Angeles—even Yuma, Ari-
zona— to play with the band, but I guess they trusted 
the guys, and knew I wouldn’t get into much trouble. 
We’d play Sundays at the various jazz society meet-
ings that were thriving back then. Our two favorites 
were the South Bay New Orleans Jazz Club, then in 
El Segundo (now still active in Manhattan Beach) and 
the Hot Jazz Society, founded by Floyd and Lucille 
Levin. The Hot Jazz Society met at Larchmont Hall in 
Los Angeles. Both of those clubs had an almost equal 
number of blacks and whites who attended every 
month. Can you imagine being a teenage boy, just 
learning about jazz, and seeing Sammy Lee, a very 
dark man originally from New Orleans, ride his shiny 
silver tenor saxophone like a swinging cowboy in the 
saddle, waving a white handkerchief, and shouting 
“Hi-yo! Hi-yo, Silver!,”  with a boogie-woogie band 
behind him? Or the former Ellington and Armstrong 
clarinetist Barney Bigard, and Ory and Armstrong 
clarinetist Joe Darensbourg, playing duets like Creole 
Love Call?  As if that weren’t enough, Andy and Ruth 
Blakeney would usually drop by. 
 Andy had worked with King Oliver, replac-
ing Bob Schoffner in the Dixie Syncopators in the ‘20s 
in Chicago. He later worked for several years with 
Kid Ory’s band. At the jazz society sessions, Andy 
would get out his trumpet and play a few tunes; 
perhaps with pianist Alton Purnell (from the George 
Lewis band) and Ed “Montudie” Garland. Ed Garland 

played bass with King Oliver, and was in Oliver’s 
band for an historic train trip from New Orleans 
to Southern California in 1922. Later, he and Andy 
spent time together in Kid Ory’s band at the Beverly 
Caverns, among many other places.
 After we’d been wowed by all these greats 
of jazz, the Fink Street Five would climb up on to 
the stage, and give out with Cakewalkin’ Babies (From 
Home), and Jazzin’ Babies Blues, Emperor Norton’ s 
Hunch, and even The Nightmare, which we’d learned 
from the original 78-rpm record that Jeff Beaumonte 
had, by the New Orleans Owls. The audiences—and 
all the guys I just mentioned—were uniformly gen-
erous in their applause and encouragement.
 It was pretty heady stuff for a high school 
student from Costa Mesa, California.
 Little by little, I guess word got around about 
this group of kids (well, OK, Jeff was in his twenties) 
who played up a storm, and knew the old tunes and 
style. Turk Murphy and Lu Watters were of course 
two of our heroes (still are), and early in 1969, we 
were very surprised to hear that we’d been invited 
to come up to San Francisco to play for a benefi t for 
Clancy Hayes, who was ailing with throat cancer. 
The event was to be held at Turk’s club at 630 Clay 
Street: Earthquake McGoon’s.
 I remember the long drive up there with 
the Fink Street Five, with lots of joking and laughs, 
and much talk about who was the hotter trumpet 
player: Louis Armstrong or Jabbo Smith. Then one 
of us would always mention Bix, and we were off on 
another argument. After we arrived at McGoon’s, we 
all felt bad when we saw what kind of shape Clancy 
was in. He played nobly and even sang, but he had 
a folded handkerchief resting on his lower jaw as he 
performed, and looked very gaunt and pale. Another 
happier memory of the day was when Turk's own 
band took the stage. They lit into Buddy's Habits, and 
they were playing it for keeps. A few of our group 
were sitting at one of those small cocktail tables just 
off stage left, over on Turk's side. In the midst of all 
this really hot stuff, Turk took a break that was so 
terrifi c, I crawled under the table to hide! It got a 
good laugh from the rest of the Fink Streeters. With 
most of Turk’s band gone now, I’m heartened to 
know that Leon Oakley and Carl Lunsford are still 
giving out with their special brand of hot playing.
 By the time of our appearance at McGoon’s, 
the Fink Street bunch had made a few personnel 
changes. My Newport Harbor High School band 
mate, Bryan Shaw, had joined us on cornet, and 
Laurence began playing second cornet. (Larry plays 
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every instrument you’ll fi nd in a seven-piece jazz 
band; and several you won’t). Mike Arnold (the 
clarinetist who lived on Fink Street) went off to col-
lege, and was replaced by a Japanese exchange stu-
dent named Hironobu “Yoshi” Yoshikawa, who—as 

of a couple of years ago—was still playing hot jazz 
back in his homeland.  The great drummer (and an 
ace journalist and writer) Hal Smith had also been 
playing with us; that is, when we weren’t playing in 
Hal’s own Down Home Jazz Band.  Bill Mitchell, a 
veteran of the southern California trad scene (also a 
man of letters) graciously agreed to join us on piano 
for the occasion. Also, by that time, Steve Resnick--
our hot washboardist--had migrated to the banjo.

 Steve was responsible for one of the funnier 
lines that any of us came up with during the band's 
existence. There we were, teenagers on stage at Earth-
quake McGoon's, playing for Turk Murphy and his 
band, and Lu Watters, and many other heroes of ours. 

To quote a phrase my father used from time to time, 
we were as “nervous as a group of pregnant nuns.”
 Well, we launched into Ory's Creole Trombone, 
and everything was going along fi ne until the "dog-
fi ght" part; that little marching band-type interlude 
where the trombone has the staccato breaks. We 
played that part through to the end, and then I had to 
play a four bar break before the band came back in. I 
guess I was feeling frisky, so I tried to play "between 

Letter from Lu Watters to Dan, 1977. Courtesy Dan & Andrew Barrett.
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the beats," like Ory did on Louis's Hot Five record-
ing. I'm not sure who the real culprit was, but I think 
the band just wasn't ready for my shenanigans, and 
everybody came in differently. We almost fell apart, 
and limped to the end. We still got a generous hand, 
but some self-appointed critic in the house yelled out, 
"Why don't you play one you KNOW?!"  Steve Resnick 
shot back, "We're still LOOKING for one!" And that 
brought the house down. A sixteen-year-old kid wip-
ing out a heckler. It was great. 
  Later that day—late afternoon as I remember 
it—the benefi t was over, but we still felt like playing. I 
don't know whose idea it was, but someone walked us 
over to Washington Square Park, where we played for 
a small group from McGoon's including Lu Watters 
himself, who had walked over to hear more of us. He 
was very generous in his praise, and offered a couple 
of musical suggestions, as I recall; probably correcting 
some chord changes, and other very constructive criti-
cism. It was kind of him.

Lu Watters and Cotati 
Floyd
 Not long before that memorable experience 
at Earthquake McGoon’s, I had ridden from Costa 
Mesa to Cotati with Larry Wright and a clarinetist 
named Tat Thomas, in Tat's tiny Triumph two-seat-
er. I was fourteen. Larry and Tat were both in junior 
college by then; probably eighteen. I remember my 
father having a long talk with Larry about my age, 
and innocence, and all that, and to look out for me, 
and if anything happened to me, Larry's life, as he 
knew it, would be over. Well, they took me anyway. 
It wasn’t going to be a luxury ride. The Triumph had 
no back seat! You wouldn't believe it to see me now, 
but in those days, I was slender and wiry enough to 
curl up in the modest luggage area behind the two 
seats in the car. I rode that way, hunched over in 
back, for the day's drive to Cotati. I think Larry and 

Collage of bits of correspondence from Turk Murphy to Dan. Courtesy Dan & Andrew Barrett.
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Tat let me unfold myself once at a gas station on the 
way up.
 Ah, youth.
 Lu's house was a small, rustic, stand-alone 
job, with no visible neighbors. The yard had fallen 
to weeds, and there was an old rusted-out car in the 
yard with more weeds around it. I remember think-
ing it was just like the story I’d read about Bix and 
Pee Wee Russell sharing a house one summer. They 
had a junk car that they kept out in back, just so they 
could use the side mirror for shaving. 
 At some point in the afternoon, Lu asked us 
if we’d drive him into town so he could get a hair-
cut. Now four of us were in Tat’s tiny Triumph!  Lu 
was in the passenger seat next to Tat. Larry and I 
were on the trunk, legs hanging into the backseat, 
holding onto the roll bar so we wouldn’t fall off. If 
only my folks (or the Highway Patrol) could’ve seen 
us.
 We found the barbershop easily enough, 
with its red, white and blue striped pole spinning 
gently out in front. The barber was a ringer for 
“Floyd the Barber” on the old Andy Griffi th show: 
horn-rimmed glasses and short, black, wavy, hair 
parted down the middle, Brylcreemed to a fi ne 
luster. He actually wore a white barber's smock, 
just like Floyd in the Andy Griffi th Show, and the 
old movies I was getting to know. Cotati's Floyd, 
though, was a little weirder than Mayberry's. 
 As he cut Lu's hair, he kept eyeing me, and 
fi nally suggested, "Hey, sonny, there are some 
magazines and newspapers on that high shelf over 
there you might like."  He waved at them with his 
clippers. He went back to Lu's hair, and Lu said, 
"Hey, hey now, why don't you leave the kid alone?" 
 Cotati Floyd chuckled in a lecherous way I 
hadn’t ever heard before, and replied, "Well, gee, 
Lu, the kid's gotta grow up sometime." By then 
I'd made it over to The Shelf, and picked a tabloid 
newspaper from the pile. That was my sudden intro-
duction to Screw Magazine. Yikes! So much for the 
innocence that my Dad had nobly tried to protect. I 
guess between my eyes bulging out of my head, and 
my cheeks turning crimson, I looked pretty funny, 
because both Larry and Tat, and Lu and Cotati 
Floyd (and a couple of other guys watching all this 
unfold) started laughing out loud. To my credit, I 
put the paper back on the shelf. I only picked it up 
again a couple of times while we were there. Honest.
 We drove Lu back to his place, and he fi xed 
chili for us. It was the four-alarm variety, and sensa-
tional. He talked a little about the Dawn Club, and 

what it was like, and let us ask all the questions he'd 
already answered over the years for so many others. 
Then, as our visit was winding down, he said he had 
something for us. He went into his bedroom, and came 
out with twelve old, brown, spiral-bound manuscript 
notebooks. He put them on the table, and said,
 "OK, fellows. Here are my charts from the old 
Yerba Buena band. Keep them as long as you need to. 
Feel free to copy them. Just get them back to me some-
day, will you? I worked hard on ‘em."
 We couldn't believe it. This was like the Holy 
Grail for traditional jazz musicians. I gingerly opened 
the top book, labeled Cornets I & II, and looked at the 
fi rst page: Richard M. Jones' Blues, Lu's re-working of 
Jones's All Night Blues. I was beside myself. What a gift. 
We thanked him profusely, and fi nally said goodbye. 
He stood on his porch, and he waved to us as we 
drove off.
 We kept the books for a while, and made early 
Xerox copies of the wealth they contained. They taught 
us a great deal about proper chord construction, bass 
lines, and of course enabled us to play songs we'd 
only hitherto dreamed about playing. We noticed that 
each of his originals in the books—Sage Hen Strut, 
Antigua Blues, Yerba Buena Strut, Annie Street Rock, and 
Emperor Norton’s Hunch—had a small addition in the 
upper right corner of their fi rst page: S.S. Antigua, 
and the date Lu composed it. He’d composed those 
tunes—and indeed written out all of the music in those 
books—while on his troop ship in World War II. We 
eventually sent the books back to Lu, with a sincere 
note of thanks.
 Thanks to Doc and Dottie Lawless and the San 
Francisco Traditional Jazz Foundation, Lu's music is 
of course now available to anyone who would like to 
have it, and I think that's a good thing. However, noth-
ing beats holding those original books in our hands, 
and feeling, for a time, a direct connection with Lu and 
Turk and Bob Scobey, Bob Helm and Wally Rose, Dick 
Lammi and Harry Mordecai and Bill Dart—those origi-
nal Minstrels of Annie Street.
 It’s fun to reminisce once in a while, and re-
member the men and women, many or most long gone 
now, who did so much to help a few young kids who 
were sincere in their desire to learn about this special 
music. I wouldn't trade those days, or the ones right 
now for that matter, for anything (except maybe my 
old '66 Mustang). 
Dan Barrett
Costa Mesa, CA
17 June 2004 & 4 June 2010
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About Your New 

San Francisco Traditional Jazz Foundation
 
Created as a non-profi t in 1981, the San Francisco Traditional Jazz Foundation stated, as its primary mission, the archi-
val preservation of thousands of items related to the West Coast Jazz Revival that began in San Francisco about 1939.  
In 2009 SFTJF completed the transfer of the main body of those materials to the Stanford University’s Music Library. 
Thereupon, your Foundation’s Archive was closed; possible donors of jazz materials should now contact Stanford or 
other public repositories.
 SFTJF’s wider, ongoing aim is to help foster high-quality traditional jazz, regionally and worldwide.  That mission 
is now carried out primarily via electronic media. The Foundation’s main window on the world is our website -- www.
sftradjazz.org -- where visitors are invited to become members at $25 per year. 
 Benefi ts of membership include insider information and discounts to special events and products, and a subscrip-
tion to our lively newsletter, the Cricket, now available electronically.  Those wishing to continue receiving the Cricket 
on paper in the mail should please contact the SFTJF offi ce manager. 
 Thank you  for your generous support over the years. Contributions in categories beyond the basic membership 
level are tax deductible, and the names of those contributors are published annually (unless a contributor specifi es 
anonymity).    

Donations welcomed
 The San Francisco Traditional Jazz Foundation accepts gifts and grants in many forms, including his tori cal items 
which shed further light on the history of traditional jazz on the West Coast, such as recordings, music, newspaper 
clip pings, pho tographs and corre spon dence.  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 fi les and 
photos of many San Francisco (and other) jazz fi gures from the 1930s to the present.  Please visit us at 
www.sftradjazz.org. Join (or rejoin) the San Francisco Traditional Jazz Founda tion today to begin taking advan tage of 
reservations to special events, discounts on selected jazz books and recordings, and a year’s sub scription to The Frisco 
Cricket.  If you are already a member, give the gift of Founda tion membership to a friend!  Use the form at right.

In Memory 
of 

Lu Watters 
and his

VR10 Navy 
Dance Band

[Paid advertisement]
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Product Order Form & 2010 Membership/Renewal Application
Name  _________________________________________________________________________
Address  _______________________________________________________________________
E-mail  _______________________________Phone ( )  ____________________________

Compact Discs   ($13 for members, $16 for non-members)                                      Quantity    Amount
The Sunset Music Company ...............................................................................(BSR-009) _____ $ ______
The Unheard Bob Scobey and his Frisco Jazz Band 1950-1957............................ (BCD-285) _____  $ _______
A Musical Tribute to Lu Watters—The Bay City Stompers ................................................. (BCD-280) _____  $ _______
Firehouse 5 Plus 2 Live at Earthquake McGoon’s 1970 ............................................ (BCD-450) _____   $ _______
William Warfi eld—Something Within Me ............................................ (DELMARK DE-772) _____ $ ______
Bob Mielke and his Bearcats  ........................................................................................................(SFCD-3) _____ $ ______
The Legendary Russ Gilman  ................................................................................ (SFTJF CD-109)  ____  $ ______
Clancy Hayes—Satchel of Song ...................................................................... (SFTJF CD-108) _____ $ ______
Turk Murphy Jazz Band—Wild Man Blues ................................................. (SFTJF CD-107) _____ $ ______
Lu Watters Yerba Buena Jazz Band, Vol 2, 1946–1947 .............................. (SFTJF CD-106) _____ $ ______
Lu Watters Yerba Buena Jazz Band, Vol 1, 1937–1943 .............................. (SFTJF CD-105) _____ $ ______
Turk Murphy Jazz Band—Euphonic Sounds................................................ (SFTJF CD-104) _____ $ ______
Turk Murphy Jazz Band—Weary Blues ...................................................... (SFTJF CD-103) _____ $ ______
Turk Murphy Jazz Band—In Hollywood ..................................................... (SFTJF CD-102) _____ $ ______
Turk Murphy Jazz Band—Live at Carson Hot Springs .................................. (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
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
Jazz West 2, by K.O. Ecklund, published by Donna Ewald NEW PRICE!  $6      $8  _____ $ ______
The A-to-Z guide to west coast jazz music; a unique source.

   Total Qty: _____ ___  $  _______  
                                                                                      California residents, add 9.5% sales tax                         $   _____
  Everyone add shipping (Total Qty X $2.00 per item) = $  ______
 If outside U.S., Canada and Mexico, add $5 per order. $  ______
  �New or  �Renew SFTJF membership, add $25. $      ____
 Donation* $  ______

Total $  ______

Credit Card  �MasterCard  �Visa    �American Express
Name (as appears on card)  _______________________________________________________________
Account Number (16 digits)  ___________________________________ Expiration Date (mo/yr)  ________
Cardholder Signature  ____________________________________________________________________

Complete the credit card information below,
or enclose check or money order for Total.
Send to:
San Francisco Traditional Jazz Foundation
41 Sutter Street, PMB 1870
San Francisco, CA  94104

 *contributions to SFTJF, above the basic membership level, are  tax deductible
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Support Traditional Jazz!
Anytime is a good time 

to renew your
Membership!

Join or renew online at 
http://www.sftradjazz.org

We Need Your 
EMail Address! Send an email to: 

info@sftradjazz.org
or register online at 

http://www.sftradjazz.org


