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What Have I Been Doing Lately? Dept. (o=, Oubside PeckiPoll)

First of all, I'1l
have you know you'rs tzlking to a Teevy Star, Yess, One day last simmer, I ar_1d
py B-flet tenor saxophcna -- along with the Glenlee Boys «md Girl Singer Mery icu
Downes -- brightsned the TV soreens and lives of countless viewsrs in tle Ottatva
arca; and os the waoks psssed, the tape we made circuleted all over the couniry
(Bovd misged it vhen it appeared in Toromto) end I boceams Iamous, snd the fabulous
offers started coming in. For exampls, the husband of ¢ second cousir of mins
esked my mother to ask me if I znd "my band" would play for his office pasrty. I
was temptcd to sey yes, and then quote z price of #1500,

Tho show wasn't +oo bad, really, if you like R&R and Beatles songs and Gogo
e'r1s and el that; and it yoeeived Criticael Accleim, too, Ahem. I quote from
the Otluawe Journzl.:

?. ..5undey's show featured a group from
Ottawa, the Plzydstes, introduced by
Lloyd McWuiggan, The program presented
30 mimites of gong a2l dance in a tean-
aga fashion that was capably prssentod.

T.e gmoup was strong instrumantzlly:
bui rathor wezk vocally. Norm Clarke,
undoubtedly Ottawe's top saxophonist,
suzmented tke sound of the Quurtet
which mande the diflsgence between day
ard night,®

dhsheha! And that printing ons'g own egoboo for this issue. Ia all fgirness
and modesty and humility, though, I have to zdmit to you that the Critic who
wrote that roview is the one about whom I have be=n seying for yeezrs, "That num-
skull! Thet moron! He hesn't a trace of wit, intelligence, cr tastoi®

I humbly admit I was wrong sbout him,

Then, a few wesks ( or months, perhaps: we creative artists haw no cozespiion
of the pasging of time) later, I was invited to play on s series of rndio Jezz
Shows, The series was called “Jazz from A to 3,7 except that !t w2s on the French
locel station, and wes rezlly called, “Jazz de & a8 &% Thers wos a tLime to the
progrsm, sees <sch weelk's show would be devoted to on "Hommage & ...” sons famous
Big Namp Jazzman, or something ("This week: a tribute to Jazz At Ths Philharmenic”),
Wikly-nilly, I fouhd myself the Musicsl Director., That moant that T wes the gy
who stc yad up all night, a few hours bafore the weel:ly taping session wes to teks
placc, hunting t rough my jezz records snd trying to figure ouvt Whet The Hell Will
Wo Play Tomorrow., ("First we'll do & B-flat blues, and cegll it 'Dizzy's Blvest™)
Well, that progrem, originally schedulesd for 13 wenks, went on far 39 ws ks, A8
a matter of fact, it's =3ill on the air, even though we stopped tepipg weeks apo: we
got cocky ard decidod to tape two half-hour shows at each sessicn, so thet soma of
us could heve ¢ summsr holidsy. Anywey, it was & godad program, however hactic
some of tis gsssions may have be:n: it wes grest to get paid a lot of money for
just having fun pleying jazz.

(-0ood things heppen 21l st once (es do lousy things): just sfter th» redio show



hed begun, I got a call to pley in a Big Bend on 2 regulor wookly TV show: en
smateur show, it was. Thet is: the acts wore amsi.ur [boy, were they amatour), but
the band sure wesn't, It wes Lfull of tC_.otcn musiciusns, with whom it wes &
pleasure end a privilege for me to work. A wonderful experience (I have done very
little playing in sections, in which one is requirsd 12 Reed amd Blend end Fhrese
as pert of a unit, rather then just honk and skres alcng according to one's indiv-
iduel whim), That was snother cxperience vhoare I got peid too much for just hsving
fon (meinly, having fun lsughing &t the ametewr "ant<™,. Ch, there wore soms
funny things happening on that show (nct tle lesst remarkabls of which is that now
when I welk down Aylmer's mein street, psople stop me and say "dren’t you a Teevy
Star? Gea., recognillion ot last,): orme night, for examp’e, as T wes sitting there
in the TV s*“udio, a8 a member of tim Zand ~ccompanying thes Amateur Acts, there

came on a Germen Folk-Dancing Group, What thoelr ezt wes, was: they clompsd around
end Fickad each other in ‘he but¥, end spankad each cther, wad picked each other
up by ths ceat of the pents (really;do you think I'm meking this up?), and ell tie
while they emitted chilling Arysn scroams, Yo guys in tle band didn't have to
play for that sct (they hed en accordion player &3 their accompanist), so we just
gat thoro and crogglod, ™Jeex," szid the sltor playsr who set beside ma, ®why do
troy scresm like thet?’ "It wouldn't be Fthnic if they didn't,” I ventured, “Ges
yeeh,? h2 nodded pensivoly, "1 guess it'd be unethnical,”

However, both the radio end the TV show hzve gone off th. zir for the summer,
ard I find myself working resuzrly in the big bend (7 men) ai the Standishall
Hotel, where things ars always hoppening. For erarpls, just the other night three
girls almost demolished the placa, Just af ter Our Band had finished pleying the
last sucky tune of the ewning, end I wes putting my horn away, I heard a hell of
s commotion that scunded wvery imich like & Lot of botiles and tables crashing., I
dashed upstairs from the bend room, to dig the action, znd behled thrse broeds
rassling their wey towards the rront lobYy, amid cries (from ona, or maybe two, of
them) of, "If I wanne peddile my fugszin ass, it's nct your fuggin business, you
fuggin fugg, youl" I wac fascinated by this scepe, commonplace though it is at
the Standishell Hotel; oo I stood around snd wstchsd until the polierz arrived and
beuled the breeds away (elong with one inexplicable guy who hed blcal sll over the
back of his shirt, end who was unconscious, »s well)., So ss I was standing thers,
not having s lift home, up to me ceme one of my fellow F¥dd musicinsns, a y
nrmed Enzo, who is z#n Italiasn immigrent sbout 20 ysers of esge, He hezd twe lediss
witi him, one of whom was tremendously drunk,

"Hey Norm," Fnzo said, "this girl wants & bby friend for tonight.,”

"Jell, ®nzo," I replied, tired old men thet I am, "I just went a 1lif{ homa ,..
to Avlmer, you know, ™

"Aw righ%," said Znzo, "You go with her." Ho point=d st the drunkis. I lookod
at her; sho looked et me; I looked et Enzo egain., "I gotie get home t> Aviemer," I
mpected, “Yeah, yezh,"” ho seid, "You go with her,” By this #irs, my brain wes
working furiously, Aha, I flgursd out, with my brein, here is “nzo stuck with tweo
chicks, cne of who ho wvents to ;t‘yi ba alone with, and the c¢ther of whom is in the
viay,

Well ,,. okay, Frzo,” I seid dubicu.ly,"es long es it is underatood thst I
must g3t home to Aylmer F.st, Provinve ¢f ehec, eventuslly, You kuncw my wifa
doesn't like my steying out lete." "Si, signora, ehsheha.® Do therc T wag, gll of
8 suducun, situing in e car with ¢ strenge women, A strango drunk woman! 4 g¢trange
drunk women who irmmedistely sceid to me, "Well Shers, Fred, ox whatever yoro Figain
neme is, 3*1) heve ya know I am s merriod women, So ya don't hefts worry I might
repe ya cr som3thin.” "0h .., well .,." I seid, weving my erms nonchelently.




So the drunk ledy (whose nam, so she said, was Carol) drove very cautiously
in & direction exactly cpposite Iroam thet of Aylmer, Shs wes hanging on to an open
bottle of beer e3 she drove (ceutiously). At ome point shs pulled over to the
curb of a fairly well-trsvelled residential street, snd trustingly hsnded ms her
bottle, "Hold onna my beer," che said, "I hafta meke nos-pee.” She got out of the
cer, went around to the ~urb side, stood beside my open window and losned in,
gseving, "Don't look, now,”" She me«s pee-pee, Of course I didn't look, even though
sha was squattinzy elmost right urder my nosse, lisyb? I'm just blsasé, tut ladies who
pez under ny nose ere noth.ig. to mo.

Anyway, we eventii:Lly arrived et our destinetion., I didn't know whet our
destination was; as I said to Drunkie Csmol, "Uh, whet will your husbend think when
you arrive hom2 with » strange men -- me -- in your car?' ™Fool," she enswerad,
"3 ara not going to my plsco, We're gcin to her place,” waving veguely in soms
direction where she thought Enzo snd the other broad might, perh:ps, be. 4nd surs
enough, jus* ag Carol stopped ber cer, there were Enzo and his chick, »ulling in
(or out, I dumno) behind us; 2nd we all went into this emrtment.

Noir, understand this: ell I wanted wes & lif+t home, Zo when we entered thot
spartment, right evay I set down in & cheir in & corner opposite from ths one in
which Ccrol had set herself with har bottle of bear, Resignedly, I opened my
sexophone cafe and toolk ocut my bottle of gin., ZErzo ¢nd his bronad sat on a sofs
between me end Drunkis Trcrol. It wae gll very cozy, until suddenly Carol spotted
my jug. “Whet have you et there?" she whooped., "It is merely = bottle of gin,”
I repliad ia an gloof, dignified manner. Cerol zcrambled across the room, bounded
vnto my Jap, end griuvhed my ... bottle of gin, ™I wamne drizl:.” she suggested,
grebbing my *drirk.

Well, tha% settled it: I certainly wanted to get homs to :‘ylmer withou® an-
other mameni's dolay, ¢3 yar can well imegine, This drunkon crerture scemsd as
though she tras ghout to drink ell of my booze, vhich lord knows I needed el. for
myself, But meanwhide, Fnzo wes not remeining idle: "Hey, why ycu den't pu* on
a recordf” he ssked his girl, in his brdken, sober inglish. So the glxrl he vas
with ("Dorothy") heuled ocut a $19.95 hi-fi set md a Lovin' Spoonful LP, "Norpn,"
gaid Enzo, "Why you don't dance? "lWgll, Enzo, I'm afraid thet I don't ress
around with ctuff like thet, with strenge ladies," I seid, winking, "How ‘bout
let's get going now, hey, Enzo? I just went a lift to Aylmer,*

In & moment or two we wors 8ll dsncing., I sey "dancing®™: I meen that sorwo
of us were stumbling end lurching. Suddenly my pertner, gool ol' Carol, tore
herself from my fevered grasp end yelled intimately, 2I g0 rcw to teke a bata)? I
put thet in quasi-quotes becsuse that isn't exactly whst she seids I couldu't
understand most or vhet she geid, metter of fact, except thet she herd 2 Hashuna
and Three Children end Wesn't Like That, So I sat down on the sofa while Carol,
who isn't Iike That, went into the bathroom, singing loudly, end ZEnzo and kis girl
diseppeared into ancther room. For a few minutes, I sat there, mindlessly listen-
ing to the Spoonful ILP and the spleshings and singings from the bethroom; and then
another sound impinged upon my sensitive ears, "Oocoof, cw, no, NO, NONOHNOUQONO,”
I hezrd, "Get off m8, ya bastard., NONQICNO, Help!" "Hwmm,” I wondered, "I
wonder how Enzo is makin out?"

In sbout ten minutes, Tnzo's brosd stumbled back into the roem werz I was
sitting contentedly with oy gin; Enzo trudged af ter her, ®Well, is ¢ tire to go,
Enzo?" I esked, "Let's not forget thet I heve to be getting to Aylmer Hast,™ A
this point, the bathroom dcor opened, and a drunk, wet, female Tigure emer32d,

" bearing & gless of (my) gin. "Whee," said this figure, who then totterad over end
aa¥ on the Floor at my feet and proceeded to spill =n entire glass of gin sll over
my pents. Therc was & moment's silence (T considersd the spilt gin)., Then Carol
sesmed to reelize thet Something Hsd Ii;ppened between 3Inzo and his chick, The two



ladies begen to converss in French, obviously assuming that Meither Enzo nor 1
could understsnd this secret lengusge., In essemca, whet they ssid was: “That
wop bestid tried to gleep with me!" ™¥ll, you slupid brosd, whet else?” "I will

not sleep with a strenge man tho first night!" '"Aw, yer &« freek." "I thought he
was & gentlemsn,” ™He's normel. Youi =in't normel. Yer a freek. Yer frigid.,"”

411 right, so I'm frigid. i'n glad I'm frigid.”

thile this exchangs was zoing on, nzo end T ¢av there, glancing et sach othar
gnd winking slyly -- ¥nze mvheps a bit emberrassed, though, for they were talking
gbout him; and maybe he “aousht he wes ¢ failure, in ny eyes, becsuse he hadn't
nansged to tumble the chick into bad right eway, At eny rate, hs stood up and
geid, "Lat's go"; end I s3id okzav,

“Waiiaminnit, waitaminnitl!® ysiled Drunkis Carol (who hed just teken e bath --
nct for nothing, she obvicusly hoped), snd then shs dropped back into French %o
say to her pel; "Now see? They 'rs leavin, Lock, whe® the hell do you think -“he
guy cams ovor for? To listen to e redord eénd hevs ¢ gless of milk?"

“fosh," said Enzo, "I'm-a no come hare for no record an a glasss milk," he
said scornfully, sstounding both ladies, who hed thovght they were not uhderstood
ry us wop and apglaig tvpss, THey," Inzo continued, "I'm-a po waste my time on
girls liko you.™

"Yoll!” seid Fnzo's wirl (=.ic.ly, so Cerol had told me, » JW-year-old
widow of three yeors' simndirg), “If that's what you want, go basck %o the Stendish-
all, There's leois of girks like thot there.” ("Thet's trus, Enzo,* I reminded
kim, though ha doubtless hsrdn't forgotten, anywey.%

"iw fugg," Fnzo said, "I'm-s got no time e fugg around, I gotte go school in
e morning,”

*You WEAT?" toth broads gesped.

"Gotts go school," Pnzo repeated obliginglv, Suddenly tke @uih bzneed both
chicks between the eyeballs: here they =re, thoss 30-year-old (a0t to ba trusted)
broads, picked up by s Schoolboy. Neither of them seemed to know whet te +io or
think next: to be embarrsssed by the reelizetion that they hsd messed with o
Young Boy, or to be fagscinated by it. 4s a2 sort of nervous rezction, Carol took
off her pants end danced around violently for e few moments; but by thet time the
whole scene was so grotesque thet it didn't matter, ©Well, i heve to0 gst homre
to Aylmer East,” I said once sgain to BEnzo, "Yes, snd I hafta go school innr
morning,”he rominded himself. So wa left, the sound of Carol's curses loud in
the eerly morning stilness. On the way to Aylmer, "That was kind of g diag,” I
vaid to Wnzo, "Yes," he nodded, "etsa ,,. drsg, d4tss dmag, Yos,"” ha seid,
"Mahfugga, I hafte be inns school inns three hours,”

"Thet's show tiz, “nzo," I said.

"Sumbidga,” he said,
olo o0o o0o

S0 that's whet I've boesn doing letely., iLife in the Aylmer Esst smas goes on
in ite pAgeid way, its ordinsry routine broken occasionzlly by fans dscorping in
from Seettls h: there, my fellow SHFU Officers!) ad the occesionel visit by the
police seervhing for stolen goods (let me give you & bint: never dbuy & “cn-
recordar from a waiter et the Gl~nles Club), I had hoped to have come ihing more
in the meiling then just this (liciling Commen's, aven, meyba), Mt ... Wll ....

~- Norm
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