WAIL

a presentation in words and music
to honour the life and music of

Bud Powell

by

EDWARD LEE

SUBJECT
Wail explores and celebrates the life and music of Bud Powell, who is regarded by many as the most important jazz pianist of the forties and fifties.

FORM

,
The work is in a loose documentary form, with a structure reminiscent of Under Milk Wood in that it projects the internal states of people who knew the artist.  Wail is a tapestry which weaves together simulations of interviews with people who knew Powell and scenes from his life.  A commentary is also provided by two morticians involved in his funeral, and by the Critic, who attempts to reconcile the paradoxes of Powell's life.

The play is rendered distinctive by the role it gives to music, which is not merely an incidental support, but provides another mode of commentary upon the theme of the play. To this end the script deploys both extracts from recordings by Powell and original music by the author, who is also a professional musician.  The original compositions take the form of instrumental music in the bebop jazz idiom, a song of which the lyric is created by using the titles of Powell pieces, and a union of words and music, rather on the lines of poetry and jazz, which forms part of the Critic's contributions.  
The effect is rather that of listening to music or watching ballet, than of naturalistic drama. 

Nevertheless, despite its uncompromisingly artistic form, the play remains highly accessible in verbal and musical content to the average, non-specialist audience. 
PRODUCTION

Though the play could be performed onstage, it was very much written as a radio play. with the intention of exploiting the aural possibilities which the medium offers.  In a world not severely constrained by finance the number of voices (20) and sound textures conceived in the first draft of the script would make it an exciting, virtually musical and arguably unique aural experience.  However, the play as offered can be performed by a cast of 8.  Details of the doubling or parts are given in the list of characters. 
The music would normally be performed by a bebop jazz group to give a feel of the late forties.  However; another option would be to employ a solo keyboard player, using piano and synthesiser. 
This would create a version of the music with a ‘bebop through the looking glass’ effect which could be highly appealing to a modern audience. 
As the play is intended as a tribute, it would be ideal if the play could be performed by a predominantly black company of actors and musicians, with guest white actors.
SYNOPSIS
[The piece is not a narrative, and a synopsis does not really help the reader. Indeed, it makes the performance seem heavy and philosophical, when really it is very much meant to be a sensory and emotional experience. In this respect it is more like poetry: it will stand or fall upon the quality of the text, and of the music].

The piece opens in a New York night club of the forties with an incident between Powell and Charlie Parker at a time when they were both seriously sick and depressed.  Powell walks off the stand, and Parker calls for him monotonously over the PA mike; this element is used at various points throughout the piece.  We then meet the Critic, who begins by giving us his well rehearsed analysis of Powell's work.

The scene changes to a Harlem mortician's from which Powell's funeral is to take place. The senior mortician is a fan of Powell's, the younger typifies a generation for whom Powell's musical struggle is already past history. We then begin to overhear extracts from interviews with colleagues and acquaintances of Powell. First they give an insight into his sheer technical and compositional brilliance. This is given its final expression in the first extract from the Song, one of the unifying musical elements. This leads directly into the reflections of the Critic, over music.

The piece moves on to explore the reasons for Powell's decline. and particularly the death of his brother Richie. The sombre mood deepens as one interview takes us into a scene from Powell's time in Paris, in which a virtually total breakdown exploded into music of outstanding passion.  A piece for piano and synthesiser lifts the mood into a state of intense emotion. 
The interviewees then comment on the nature of Powell's unusual behaviour, his insanity and his aggression. Others testify to a gentle, quiet personality.  In flashback, his arrest and beating-up by the police is suggested as a root cause. The conflicting evidence piles up and an extract from the Song leaves us with Powell broken down and with the paradoxes unresolved. 

The next section of the piece explores racial prejudice, youth and personality as explanation of the man's behaviour, but the mood sinks quickly into the Critic's account of Powell, virtually catatonic, standing alone in a Harlem shop doorway at night. 
The final sequence of the piece begins with fragmented music. The scene is underpinned throughout with the music which will lift us to the final feeling of optimism.  Powell's final decline is described by the interviewees and the Critic reflects on the clash between traditional art notions of the crazed but inspired artist and the dull, bleak reality of Powell's life. He then realises that despite everything Powell's music survives and continues to inspire us. The most tangible expression of this is given as the music of Powell comes to the fore and rides out gloriously to end the performance.
DETAILS OF ENCLOSED CD

Various people who have read the script said that they found it hard to imagine what it would be like, because the music plays such an important role.

I therefore asked Terry Mortimer to record it for me, I chose Terry because, in addition to working as Musical Director for various leading theatre companies, including the National, he is an unusually gifted jazz musician, with the rare gift of having professional acting experience as well. 
Extract 1 is a piece of words and music, in this case poetry and jazz.  It realises the text on pages 13-14 of the script.  The music and words are closely integrated, and I would take this process further, given more time to do so.  I see the voice as relating as closely to the music as would an instrumentalist, rather than, as so often happens, giving a reading with a jazz backcloth.

Extract 2 illustrates my intention in the Paris nightclub scene (pages 17-19).  It takes Benny Golson's beautiful theme but treats it with the perspective of someone approaching it with thirty years of further musical experience.  A stumbling Monk-like treatment is transformed through modern electronic possibilities into a distorted development which tries to recreate something of Powell's mental anguish.

The extracts last for 1’ 14” and 2’ 14” respectively 
CHARACTERS
MALE VOICE 1  
(MV1)  
DRUMMER

MALE VOICE 2  
(MV2)  
BASSIST 

MALE VOICE 3  
(MV3)  
OSCAR GOLDSTEIN (jazz club owner), 



DOCTOR, POLICEMAN, MUSICIAN 

MALE VOICE 4  
(MV4)            CHARLIE PARKER (jazz saxist), JOSH

      (working in a Harlem mortician's),

                      YOUNG JAZZMAN

MALE VOICE 5  
(MV5)  
BUD POWELL (jazz pianist), JEFF (Josh’s 
                                                      young assistant) 

MALE VOICE 6 (white) (MV6)  
The CRITIC, BELGIAN BASSIST, LAWYER 

FEMALE VOICE 1 
(FV1)  
ELINOR, a friend of the Powells

FEMALE VOICE 2  
(FV2)  
DEDE, a former music student

Music 

RECORDED MUSIC by Bud Powell and Art Tatum 

ORIGINAL MUSIC by Edward Lee, performed by a jazz trio (piano, bass, drums) and by four jazz singers 

Location   New York, 1966, and at other times 

(Night club noise. The sound of musicians - piano, bass, drums - tuning or trying out their instruments:  high runs on the bass, drummer tightening snares, occasional dissonant piano chords. 

We hear the sound of voices arguing, though the words are as yet inaudible.  The voices approach the bandstand).

DRUMMER (MV1):

Hey Art – get this!
BASSIST (MV2):

Get what, man?
DRUMMER (MV1):

The feet.  The feet, man.  Bird’s feet

BASSIST (MV2):

I don't believe it.  Are those carpet slippers? 

DRUMMER (MV1):
Uh-huh.  Maybe he shoulda stayed in the crazy house…
(The sound focusses on the arguing men, who have now reached the stand).

GOLDSTEIN (MV3):

Go and play, Bird, please.  

PARKER (MV4): 
What am I going to ploy, when you give me this to play with? 
GOLDSTEIN (MV3):
Don't mind him, Bud.  
Go and play Bird.  Please.  Look, the club's full.  They've all come to see you after so long in –

POWELL (MV5):

What you wanna play, Daddy? 

PARKER (MV4): 

Let's play some 'Out of Nowhere'.
POWELL (MV5):

Which key you want it, Daddy? 

PARKER (MV4):

S, mother.

(ORIGINAL MUSIC; 
The band starts up.  The bass and drums are excellent, but the piano is listless; and the sax is thin and edgy.  After a few bars. the sax breaks off and the music falls apart).

DRUMMER (MV1):

First, slippers; now he walks off the stand!
(Sound focusses on Parker and Goldstein).

GOLDSTEIN (MV3):
Come on, Bird, come back and play.  Please.  For your audience.  For me? 
(Parker returns to the stand.  
He plays a few isolated notes, suggesting irritation and desperation.  He brings in the band at a quick tempo by finger clicks on the offbeat.  Bass, drums and sax start together, play a few bars. and then stop again).
BASSIST (MV2): 
Hey man!  Am I dreaming, or did Bud just walk off the stand? 

DRUMMER (MV1):

Jesus!  Now we got no piano player!
(Parker goes to the mike, and begins to call out.  This part of the scene will repeat at various times during the play.  The repetition, at times strongly treated with reverberation, should express a range of moods).

PARKER {MV4):  

Bud Powell, Bud Powell, Bud Powell. 

(He keeps on repeating the name in a monotone).

(Fade to) 

ANNOUNCER: 
We present "Wail", a radio drama. to honour the life and music of Bud Powell. 
(RECORDED MUSIC: selections from Powell’s work underpin this section.  At times the music surges up, to break up the speech.  There are also interruptions to the flow of his monologue.  These are extracts from speeches which we shall hear later, and should sound pre-recorded). 

CRITIC (MV6): 

- which is the subject of my talk today. 

(Brief surge of music) 

CRITIC (MV6): 
Though Powell's work remains largely unknown to the wider public; he is considered by jazz lovers to be one of the major contributors to the development of the music.  Indeed. many regard Powell as being second only in importance to the alto saxophonist, Charlie 'Bird' Parker.  Together with a handful of others in the 1940s, these two men changed the fundamental nature of jazz. 
(Cut quickly to and from) 

PAUL (MV5): (pre-recorded excerpt from later speech) Right now, he couldn't even 




change his socks! 

CRITIC (MV6): 
It was transformed from being black American dance music, and a part of the entertainment industry, to being a recognised force in music making viewed as art. 

(Brief surge of music) 

CRITIC (MV6): 
Powell and Parker were creators of the "bebop" phase of jazz history.  Powell himself developed a style of piano playing which became the standard for some twenty years. 
YOUNG J AZZMAN (MV4): (pre-recorded excerpt from later speech) It's not 
surprising. I only heard him play two numbers and one had a quality that only the greatest can equal.  But the other, it was the worst thing I've ever had to listen to. 

(RECORDED MUSIC: The next section is lightly accompanied by a recording of Art Tatum, which illustrates the points being made,) 

CRITIC (MV6):
Previously, following the model laid down by nineteenth century classical musicians, the piano had been conceived as a self-contained instrument, on which one performer realised all the essential elements of the musical composition- melody, harmony, countermelodies and rhythms. In jazz, this had tended to remain true, even in ensemble work.  The style reached its highest development in the work of Art Tatum, some of whose music you now hear.  Tatum influenced Powell greatly in his formative years.

(RECORDED MUSIC: mixes to a typical Powell piece)

CRITIC (MV6): 
But in Powell's work, the piano was used either drum- like, to generate another strand in the polyrhythmic web created by the rhythm section, or as a solo instrument, spinning single note lines with the right hand, to which the performer's hand adds a percussive counter-rhythm. Within this basic framework. Powell was able to articulate a wide range of musical ideas, prefiguring work of the next two decades.

ELINOR (FVl): (pre-recorded excerpt from later speech)…and I thought of all that he 




went through - for what?
CRITIC (MV6):
It is not therefore surprising that his death in 1966, at the age of forty-one, is regarded in jazz circles both as a personal tragedy. and as the loss of a voice which had yet more to offer to the art of jazz.

DRUMMER (MV1):
(pre-recorded excerpt from later speech) But those nights at Birdland - they're the moments you live for.  

CRITIC (MV6):
My concern on this occasion is to investigate with you how the strands of the life of this talented and troubled man fit together.  How do we resolve the paradoxes?  How do we make sense of it all? 
(From this point on the recording and treatment of the Critic's voice should make us feel that we are overhearing an internal monologue; that instead of the formality, clarity and certainty of his public pronouncements, he is indeed struggling to make sense of the musician's life and work). 

PARKER (MV4): (P/A mike, fading in and out) Bud Powell. Bud Powell. Bud Powell. 

CRITIC (MV6): (internal voice) How do we make sense of it all?
(ORIGINAL MUSIC: A slow twelve bar number with a strong blues feel. but with a bebop top line.  After one chorus, the sound is pulled back and equalised so as to give the effect of being a radio broadcast to which the actors in the next scene are listening).

(Scene: A Harlem mortician's in August, 1966)

(JOSH is a man in his forties who migrated from Alabama during the wartime demand for labour in the North.

PAUL is his assistant, aged around twenty, Harlem born and bred, and very much of the new generation of smart, self-confident young blacks.  He often mocks Josh's rural way of speaking. Josh is listening to the radio).

JOSH (MV4): 


Yeah, man!  You really wailin' dere! 
(Enter JEFF) 

PAUL (MV5):


Hi, Josh.

JOSH (MV4): 


Mornin', young Paul, 

PAUL (MV5):
Well, what have we here this mornin’?  Cremation?  This here?  Mmmm.  Bit old 'n' tough - need a lot or cookin'. 
JOSH (MV4): 


Boy, you should be ashame’. 

PAUL (MV5):
Well, he can't hear me - can you? Looks like too much horse and tail to me. 

JOSH (MV4): 


He was a great man, Paul. He changed music.

PAUL (MV5):
Right now he couldn't even change his socks! Anyway, who is the old guy? 

JOSH (MV4): 
Old? What you mean old? He only the same age as me - forty-one. 

PAUL (MV5): (mock rural) 
Sah, to me that as ole as Abe Lincoln hisself,  Lawd rest his soul 

(normal voice)  But man, he look seventy-one. What you been a-doin' old feller? Them chicks sure done wear you out ! 

JOSH (MV4): 


(quietly) He had a tough life, Paul. 

PAUL (MV5):


You know him? Aw, why didn't you say? I'm sorry… 
JOSH (MV4): 


You lookin' there' pan Bud Powell.

PAUL (MV5):


Who? 

JOSH (MV4): 


Bud Powell. You ain't gonna see his like often, even 
here. He was the greatest cat of our time, 'cep' n only Bird Parker. They was makin' bebop when you was still a-cryin' for yo' momma milk – 

PAUL (MV5)


Oh, jazz. 

JOSH (MV4)


- should everybody know him. 

PAUL (MV5)
Oh man, play dat ting.  Way down yondah in Noo Orleans, yeah ?   Give me James Brown. 

JOSH (MV4)
Shit, boy, I talkin' about bop, boy, bop!  Bebop that make Fifty Second Street sing, till the angels in Heaven dance for joy. 
(RECORDED MUSIC: An up-tempo piano trio number which weaves in and out  of the voices.  The latter should vary in tone quality and ambience to give the impression of interviews recorded on location). 

DRUMMER (MV1):
Yeah, I remember.  It must have been the summer of '47 - man. wasn't it hot that year?! - and there was Parker's group on the stand, At that time he had Miles on trumpet and Duke Jordan on piano.  Then Bud arrived with Fats Navarro and they sat in. They played Monk's 'Fifty Second Street Theme' - and it was so-o-o-o fast.  Well, you know, it never mattered what the tempo was, Bird was in there and groovin'.  And Fats played one dream of a solo.  But then Bud took this solo, five, ten, twenty, twenty-five choruses, maybe, just building, building, building, like - like he could go on for ever and never get tired or run out of ideas.  Nobody even sipped a drink.  And then, when it was over, and the bass took a solo. the audience went wild. 

BASSIST (MV2):
You know, the thing is, there are many fine musicians. But Bud, he - he - he - can surprise you, When I was working with him - myself and Art Taylor as a trio - sometimes he'd do something and Art and I would look at each other and say "What ?”, because of the way he had conceived a tune. And often, it was just being out there with him - it was so exciting, even though you were sweating to hold the tempo, like the times he'd take 'Salt Peanuts' or something - as fast as Tatum or Oscar Peterson would do it - and he'd hold it there, solid and like a dynamo.  

DRUMMER (MV1):
You see. in a lifetime you can play a lot of good music, but those nights at Birdland - they're the moments you live for. 
(ORIGINAL MUSIC: The music moves into a fast version of "Amerindian Echoes". This number is based on the chords of "Cherokee" and uses references to Powell solos in the melody line. These are a treat for the jazz buffs; for the average listener it will just be a good, flag-waving number).

(Fade into) 
DRUMMER (MVl): 
Oh but man, those guys, they were so highly tuned, they were right on the edge, like horses at the gate, you know ?  But it was no scene for bullshitters.  If you couldn't make it, you just better stay off the stand. 

They used to play so fast, your foot couldn't tap the beat, and they'd play some really difficult changes, like "Cherokee" , to sort out the men from the boys.

(Mix back to RECORDED MUSIC; up-tempo piano trio as before).

BASSIST (MV2): 
Yes, well, of course a lot of people said that - that he had no left hand. They didn't realise that he played that way because he wanted to.  You remember that time even Tatum got it wrong ?
DRUMMER (MVl): 
Yeah. You see, sometimes you'd do a radio gig early, and then go on to Birdland to dig the newest sounds - there was so much happening then, you see, in that time just after the war.  

BASSIST (MV2): 
If you were a musician, Oscar Goldstein would let you in free. 

DRUMMER (MVl): 
Well, this particular night, Tatum was there, and one number, he just stops playing jazz, and does a Chopin Prelude - number 15 I think it was.

Now Bud had paid his dues to the old masters, so he walks up after and says to Tatum: “Art, you must be getting old.  You made five mistakes in that number." And Tatum turns and says: "Maybe, but I got two hands to think of.  When I want a rhythm section I just use this”.  And he goes off into one of those fantastic stride patterns with his left hand and carries on the set. 
Well. the next night it was Bud doing the set, and in walks Tatum.  So Bud announces "This next number is for the great Art Tatum”.  And he goes into "Sometimes I'm Happy" at one furious tempo and 

BASSIST (MV2): 
- plays the whole thing with his left hand.  Even Tatum clapped him.

 (Cut into RECORDED MUSIC.  A Powell solo, middle tempo, treated so as to sound as if coming over the radio.)
JOSH (MV4):
Yeah, I can see him now.  He was always hunched over the piano and his right leg would be dug into the stand, as if'n he was pushing himself into the keys, sort of fightin' with it. And he had this funny thing he did. His top lip was pulled right agin his teeth, and he'd sing. Well, not exactly sing. But he made this noise, like he was willin' the music where to go. And he’d sweat, sweat jus' pourin' off his face.  An' his fingers was poundin' the keys like l’ill ole steelhammers.  (He chuckles with delight).
 (Cut to)

GOLDSTEIN (MV3): 
You should ask Ray Brown about the night when he was listening to Bud and Bud played so much jazz that Ray had to get up and walk the floor and hold himself to keep from shouting for pure joy. 
(Move into ORIGINAL MUSIC: This is a number called "Wail Wail Wail", It is a song in jazz instrumental style for four or five singers,  with trio rhythm section.  The lyrics are all titles of compositions by Bud Powell.  The bop vocalese in this text is a poor attempt to convey on paper an indication to the singers to create phrases of pure emotion.  On this occasion we hear, whole chorus, but when the song ret urns at various points, we move into and out of extracts from the piece). 

SONG: 


the scene 

bouncing with Bud    keeping in the groove     time waits 
wail wail wail 

the scene changes 

Bud on Bach 

tempus-fugue-it 

                        tempus    fugue    it 



Bud on Bach 
Bach           Bud 
Tempus   Bud 

Bach 

fugue it 

wail wail wail 

so sorry please 

(The music goes into a piano solo in double time.
The music then returns to a piano trio acting as rhythm section.  We  hear the voice of the Critic.  On this and all future occasions we are overhearing his internal monologue).

CRITIC: (over a passage in which the onward push of the rhythm is suspended, e.g. by breaks, or sustained offbeats) 

Yes, how do we make sense of it all? 
or rather - 

how do I make sense of it all? 
everything most of us value 

spiralling down the abyss 

and yet - the music - 

a passionate geometry forged in white hot steel - 

sometimes… 

and then - this mess of a life...
(The music surges forward) 

(The five sections of the Critic's next speech coincide with the four sections of a 32 bar AABA number, with added coda) 
hammer fingers drive 

fragments leap             flash 




drop 

hawk on prey 

sweep on 

order shatters      regroups

rhythms contest   entwine  conflict

(pause) 

resolve 

emotion floods 
wave heaps on wave 

(pause two bars) 

hurl the music on 

dancing in double time 
begin again    (pause)     begin 
againbeginagainbegina- 

gain 

meteors fade and fail 

the comet             hurtles on
(burst of piano) 

accelerates 
SONG:



wail   wail   wail 

the scene changes
.JOSH (MV4):
I don't know what happened.  He became – odd.  We heard stories….

(Cut to)

PARKER (MV4); (over PA mike. strongly treated) Bud Powell.  Bud Powell. Bud Powell.
JOSH (MV4): 
He had this kid brother, Richie, you know.  He was a piano player too.  He could really wail, that kid, and he got to working with Clifford Brown - now man, he was the sweetest horn player, ‘cept for Gabriel himself…Then they were killed in an automobile accident.  And Richie's wife, Nancy, who was driving.  It was the night of June 26, 1956.  I know that ' cos it was the same night Carrie went into labour with Betty.  

They said Bud never got over it.
SONG:



wail   wail  wail 

the scene changes 

MUSICIAN (MV3):
That time he was sick and first went to Paris - that was maybe three years after Richie died - he was playing the Blue Note Club.  But he didn't seem to want to play too much.  Though sometimes, maybe a cat over from Stateside would drop in to see him and he would stretch out a bit.

ELINOR (FV1):
I dunno.  (Pause) 
Well, you remember that recording of “Bud on Bach"?  I mean, it makes you want to cry.  He fluffs that “Solfeggietto” by C. P. E. Bach - something he could play perfectly by the time he was eight, 

PARKER (MV4): (P/A mike) Bud Powell. 
Bud Powell. 
Bud Powell. 

(Keep on repeating and fade) 
JOSH (MV4): 
He did a concert last year, 
And you know, Jeff, he come on stage, slow, slow,  draggin' his feet, and he jus' shuffle to the piano, shuffle like my granpa - but he ninety now an' sick. 

DOCTOR (MV3): (white, educated voice) Yes, I remember Powell quite well - he 
could be quite a handful sometimes. But we at Creedmore Hospital persevere. He was usually sensible enough, if he could play the piano. In fact, he was the star turn of our annual minstrel show.
PARKERCMV4): (PA mike) Bud Powell. 
Bud Powell. 
Bud Powell... 
(Repeat several times), 
SONG: 

the scene changes 

un poco loco 

un poco loco 

the glass enclosure 

wail  wail  wail 

YOUNG JAZZMAN (MV4): 
No, I never knew him personally, and I never worked with him.   Well, I was a younger generation.   But one time I was in Paris - the year? – oh, it would be '62 - and I was there over Bastille Day - that's something you have to do.  Anyway, I heard he was at the Blue Note, I'd heard his records, and I felt that it was something I really shouldn't miss.  I shan't forget it, though. 

SONG:


un poco loco 

un poco loco 

the glass enclosure 

wail wail wail 

YOUNG JAZZMAN (MV4): 
It's not surprising. I only heard him play two numbers and one had a quality that only the greatest can equal.  It was Benny Golson's “I Remember Clifford" -  d'you remember, the song he wrote as a tribute after Clifford Brown was killed.
,
PARKER (MV4): (P/A mike) Bud Powell. Bud Powell. 
YOUNG JAZZMAN (MV4): 
But the other….it was the worst thing I've ever had to listen to. 

SONG: 


wail wail wail 
YOUNG JAZZMAN (MV4): 
When I got to the club, I waited and waited but he didn't go on. It turned out that the manager wouldn't let him play - he thought the customers would get up and walk out.  Then finally the main band went home - it was maybe three a.m. then, and they let him go on.

(Fade into club noise under the next speech) 

YOUNG JAZZMAN (MV4): 
lt was like a child who didn't know how to play, or 




someone with arthritis. 

(ORIGINAL MUSIC: badly played, which comes forward a little in the gaps in the narrative). 

YOUNG JAZZMAN (MV4): 
It wasn't Bud's usual bass player that night - it was a young Belgian - he couldn't have been more than nineteen. He never spoke - so I assumed that he didn't understand English. Though he was so young. he was a good player, but there was no pleasing Bud.

(Bring forward desultory club noise). 

POWELL (MV5): 

Where's my bass pIayer? 
(Badly played music starts again, then stops). 

POWELL (MV5):  

Where’s my bass player? Where's my bass player? 

(The piano breaks off in mid-phrase).

POWELL (MV5):
You think you're the daddy?  Eh?  You think you’re the daddy?  Okay, you call the next number.  You say what we should play. 

(Pause) The club noise dies down. Everyone is watching). 

POWELL (MV5): 
Come on. They're waiting. You're the big boss man now. What we gonna play?
(Pause) 

BASSIST (MV6): (quietly, in accented but excellent English) We'll play "I Remember 




Clifford", 

(A discord on the piano.  Long pause.  Then the piano begins ORIGINAL MUSIC: a slow very economic version of the theme, full of feeling. Then the sound is transformed by a synthesiser so that it becomes less and less recognisable. Finally, it becomes a purely abstract, distorted, agonised sound). 

(Mix into) 
SONG: 


wail wail wail
the scene changes 

CRITIC (MV6) :( internal monologue, over an extension by the rhythm section of the SONG) 

ecstasy cools 

fractures 

sinks into depths 

of silence 
shackled 

electroshocked 
the walls move    whisper 

the slow black waters eddy 

silence 

smashes into rage 
(Cut into more excerpts from interviews, which mix into one another) 
DRUMMER (MV 1):

Was he crazy?  Well- 

ELINOR (FVl): 

Oh no, not at all 'wild'.  He was a very quiet sort of man. 

He wouldn’t’ ever have too much to say about too many 



things. He- 

BASSIST (MV2): 
Well, that's true, but - how should I put it? - he'd be OK if you were his friend.  Especially if the talk was about music. But when there was someone else there, a stranger maybe, then he'd just clam up. 

DRUMMER (MV 1):
He could really needle people. Like the time he was recording - for Verve I think it was - and Bob Weinstock, the President of the company, comes in, 'cos he liked good jazz and wanted to see how the session was going.  And Bud t urns to him just like this and says "Hey Fatso, go and get us some sandwiches." 

BASSIST (MV2): 
Oh yes, he really liked to needle people, especially after he'd been - ill. 
It was as though he was looking for a fight or wanted to lose a friend. 

DRUMMER (MVl): 
That's right. I mean, I remember this time in the early fifties.  I was sitting with Charlie Parker at a table in Birdland. Bud comes by… 

(Mix into club noise) 
POWELL (MV5): 
You know, Bird, you ain't shit.  You don't kill me.  You ain't playing shit now.  You only think you the Daddy, but you don't tell me nothin', 

DRUMMER (MV 1): 
Hey Bud, don't talk that way.  You know Bird' s your pappa. 

PARKER (MV4):

Don't worry, man, I dig the way he plays. 
(fade to new; interview voice) 

DRUMMER (MV 1) 
Yeah, he was always difficult, even before he first went crazy in '45.  I remember when he was with the Cootie Williams band, and they were playing for some kinda party - a fraternity gig I think it was.  Cootie calls a number.  Well, it was; pretty corny, but you know, the customers pay the rent.  Well, Bud refused to play it.  So Cootie just put his lips; together tight, the way he did when he was pissed off, and he calls the number again. And Bud folds his arms, stares up at the ceiling and says" I won't play it."   Well, by now the audience is looking round, and wondering what’s going on, so Cootie called another tune. 

DEDE (FV2):
Well, yes, I heard stories, but with me he was always gentle as a lamb. I met him while I was studying piano at Juilliard School of Music.  After I'd finished school for the day, I'd go down to Birdland, and that's how I got to know him. I used to go with two other girls for company, you know 

SONG:



un poco loco 

bouncing with Bud 

DEDE (FV2):
Well, Oscar - that's Oscar Goldstein, the manager - he thought we might keep Bud away from the drink. I didn't know then just how bad his drink problem was. But you know he'd say to us "Perhaps I could just have a beer " and we'd give him one of those disapproving looks that only a rather innocent eighteen year old girl can give, and he'd say "OK then. I'll have a double egg malted instead". (Laughs) 
BASSIST (MV2):
No, he wasn't like the other musicians - out in the high life all the time. He was a homebody. He'd stay in a lot. And he was really kind to Jackie Maclean. Jackie was only sixteen or seventeen and he'd just gotten into playing.  Bud would spend hours talking to him about music, and showing him tunes and chord changes on the piano in the living room. 

SONG:



wail wail wail 

un poco loco      bouncing with Bud 

un poco loco     so sorry please 

(The piece builds into a short break broken up by drum figures) 

BASSIST (MV2): 
I've often thought that what really sent him over the edge was that first time he was busted by the police in ’45…
(Mix into courtroom sequence) 

POLICEMAN (MV3): 
Yes, sir.  I was on patrol in Philadelphia Broad Street Station, and I saw the accused.  He was being very noisy, shouting and so on, and causing a disturbance.  Some of the passengers were worried, and one lady came up to me and said "Officer, can't you do something?  I'm really frightened of that coloured man". 
LAWYER (MV6):
The defence alleges that you struck the accused with your nightstick. 

POLICEMAN (MV3); 
Yes, sir. that's true, but he had become very violent because he'd been drinking, and I felt I had to restrain him. 
(mix into interview ambience) 

ELINOR (FVl): 
I still remember the time we went to see him in the Bouffemont Sanatorium, outside of Paris. He came down the stairs and the first thing he said was to me - he said "Hey, Elinor, you've dyed your hair".

DRUMMER (MV 1): 
He got so's you wouldn't want to be with him.  He'd drink - you know, really drink. He could drink brandy like it was Coke. And word got round it was not a good idea to be with him then. 
He'd get into brawls and fight anybody for no reason at all. Yet, you know, the same night he'd go outside, and if he was going to the subway, he'd ask someone to go with him 'cos he thought someone would be trying to murder him. 
BASSIST (MV2): 
He could be funny, though.  One of his things was with clothes. Now and then he would decide to get dressed, really to dress up. He would put on some flash suit, and a really blinding tie, and he'd even have an umbrella, like he was English or something. Then he'd stand in front of the mirror and say…
POWELL (MV5):
How do I look? You think I'm sharp? You know, really sharp? Ain't I handsome? (laughs) 

SONG:



un poco loco 

so sorry pIease 

DRUMMER (MV 1): 
Man, he could really rile people. Like the time with Fats Navarro once. Now Fats was no problem. He was an easy-going guy, He'd sit there and have a couple of beers and talk baseball with you all afternoon. Well, one night, Bud sat .at the piano, just needling Fats every which way he could. Said Fats was no good, shouldn't even be in a high school band, would he like lessons on the trumpet and all that shit. 
(ORIGINAL MUSIC: a short extract of drums and trumpet moving from bop towards free jazz) 

DRUMMER (MVl): 
Well, Fats finished a solo on this really fast run, and very high, and he slightly fluffed a note, like even the greatest do, and Bud says into the air "Now hear that !" and Fats suddenly broke out. He took his horn and tried to crash it down on Bud's hands. Thank God, he missed. but it bent the horn and Fats had to borrow one off a guy in the audience to finish the set. 
DEDE (FV2):
When we got to know him, we'd invite him round to our apartment, and cook him a meal. He'd ask us about our studies in music, and we’d listen to records and he'd talk about them. Sometimes he'd come into Juilliard and meet our professor, John Mehegan, and the other students.  I think he was really pleased that people were interested in his playing and respected him.
GOLDSTEIN (MV3): 
It was a question of how you handled him.  I always said it was a pity that he didn't get with Blue Note records early.  Alfred Lion and Frank Wolff, who ran the company, they never had any problems.  But then, you see, they really loved and respected his music.

DRUMMER (MV1):
Oh sure, I think it was a matter' of how he took you at the time - if you happened to handle him right and so on.  ‘Cos you know, he never seemed to bear any malice - he didn't seem to hang on to a grudge like some people do.  Like that time with Fats, two days later, they were friends again as if nothing had happened. He and Fats could always talk to each other. But then Fats died. 
(mix to courtroom ambience)
POLICEMAN (MV3):`
Yes, sir, the accused had been drinking very heavily - he'd been most of the night at a club in Fifty Second Street.  And when we searched him, we found he was in illegal possession of narcotics.  So we booked him and took him to the precinct house.  And then he went berserk. He ran around smashing things and saying we was trying to kill him.  In the end it took five of us to restrain him. and the only way we could calm him down was with the water.

LAWYER (MV6): 
And will you tell the court, whether it was just plain water.  

POLICEMAN (MV3):
Well, no sir, (Pause), It had ammonia in it, to cool him down, like.
SONG: 


wail  wail  wail 

the glass enclosure 

un poco loco 

(Fade to) 

PAUL (MV5): (mock Southern accent) We like to keep our nigras clean round here! 
JOSH (MV4): 
Mmm…maybe…You ain't no Shirley Temple blue eyes, nor me neither, but we ain't been in no nuthouse.

. 

PAUL (MV5):


Gets to us all different ways, man.
JOSH(MV4):
There was that time he was found scrubbin' hisself with a brush, tryin'  to wash the colour out of his hands…but I was there the night he say to Miles Davis  "Man. I'd like to be as black as you."
PAUL (MV5):
Sounds like one of his put-ons to me.  You look like Snow White, you still black to the ofays.

JOSH (MV4): 
Mmmm.  I think it was he was so young.  He leave school at fifteen, and he was in Minton's diggin' Monk's groove at seventeen.  You know, there they had white tablecloths, and the first time Bud went there, he just came in and put his feet on the table, like he was never brought up in a decent home. The waiter, he was gonna throw him out, but Monk said to leave him, 'cos he was only a kid, and he was very talented. Any young feller could do that - ain't no problem of colour.  It's just comin' on a bit, ‘cos you think you a big man now.  

PAUL (MV5):
Thanks, granpop.  I’ll bear it in mind!
(RECORDED MUSIC: fastish, quite dissonant, comes forward, fades down, moves in and out of the next speeches) 

BASSIST (MV2): 

Bud was always - ever since I knew him - a bit on the 

edge. You know, he'd do little things that would let you 




know he was off. 

DRUMMER (MV l):
Oh yeah. he was crazy, nuts, out of his head, un poco loco. 

BASSIST (MV2): 
Do you remember how he'd finish his solo and then just sit there gazing at the audience in the bullpen - not moving, with this weird look, for chorus after chorus? 

DOCTOR (MV3):
Yes, that's him. He was with us for a year or so in '52. He was always very garrulous. He would talk for hours if you would let him, non-stop, with his thoughts running away with him.  A real stream of consciousness. He certainly needed the shock therapy - he was much quieter after. 

ELINOR (FV1):
Oh, they said he was crazy, but then some people have no humour. He was like a lot of hip people at that time - he was always putting you on.  I suppose it was a way of covering up how he really took things, 

DRUMMER (MV l):
Do you remember the time - it was just before Christmas, in '47 - no, '48?  There was a gas of a session at Birdland, and Bud took this solo where he blew his ass off, and then he walked off the stand, applauding himself!  He didn't come back, and Milt Jackson. the vibes player, had to finish the number on piano.  But I mean, Bud knew - he ust knew that he had peaked.  It was like he was saying “"Well, yes, that was the end, wasn't it. and there's nothing else to say." 

PARKER (MV4)

No, he ain't crazy, I taught him to act that way. 

BASSIST (MV2):
Lots of people pretend to be crazy. and I've heard them say that Bud got it from them  But I knew him in high school, and I know that he got it from his buddy there., Elmo Hope. He is a musician too, you know. 
DRUMMER (MV l):
Sometimes he'd do something. and I'd just think "Bud's into his Napoleon thing again." 
DEDE (FV2):
Well, yes, he did act a little strangely at times. But nothing serious, I mean, he wasn't violent or anything.  But I recall how he'd often sit for hours in a chair and say nothing, especially if there were others talking.  Then all of a sudden he'd get up and go play a chorus or two at the piano, and then he'd go back to his chair without a word. 
SONG:



wail  wail  wail 

un poco loco 

the glass enclosure 

the scene changes    changes     changes 
dance of the infidels 

Bud's bubble 

wail 

hallucination 

wail 

oblivion 

DOCTOR (MV3): 
He's dead?  Pity - or perhaps not. Excessive drug abuse is usually a pretty hopeless business. They become unreliable - their memories go usually - and they're unable to cope.  And they nearly always drift back onto the drug, even when they're supposed to be cured. They can't do without it, you see. It's become part of their physiological system.  And then as well, they have a craving to get 'high' -to get away from the flat old ordinary life that the rest of us have to live.  That's why they go back to it. 
YOUNG JAZZMAN (MV4):
 - or to deaden the misery, Just think.  To remember, even sometimes, how you were, and then to see  how you are now. 

(SONG begins.   We hear the rhythm section and the word 'wail' at various points, as indicated. Interweaving we hear the internal voice of the CRITIC. ) 

SONG: 


wail 

CRITIC (MV6):



passion stretched and broken 

SONG: 


wail 
CRITIC (MV6):



fearing to walk in the bustling afternoon 

SONG: 


wail 
POWELL (MV5):



'what did you say my mother's name is?' 

SONG: 


wail 

CRITIC (MV6):



and memory sightless and silent as death 

SONG: 


wail wail wail 
ELINOR (FV1):
- four, no five times, in hospital.  It must have been hopeless really, mustn't it? 
BASSIST (MV2):
He became very unreliable at the end. after he came back from Paris. 
DRUMMER (MV l):
Yeah, you'd book him for a gig. and he wouldn't show. Or he'd come up to you in bar, bum a drink or a dollar, you'd go to the john, and he'd have split. 
BASSIST (MV2):
Then two days later they'd find him in Brooklyn. staying with some friend he'd not seen for ten years. 

ELINOR (FVl): 
He was only ever really himself at the piano.  Everywhere else it was just a strain, At the piano he could hear it all, feel it all,  say it all, and it was in shape.  There he was totally in command.  But what could he do when that went? Everything he could say in his life was at the piano. 
BASSIST (MV2):
I think he had too much shock treatment.  You know, he couldn't remember much about the past. I'd mention Fats or Bird and he'd say "Who?" or- "Tell me about that". Like when he was in Pilgrim State, I mentioned the Massey Hall concert - I mean, the Massey Hall concert - that had to be one of the biggest moments of his life - and all he could say was "Did I?” It's amazing he could remember the chord of C major. 
DRUMMER (MV l):

He didn't always. 

(ORIGINAL MUSIC: piano phrases typical of Powell's style, hard tone, slightly distorted electronically.  These phrases move in and out of the next speech) 

DRUMMER (MVl): 
…or you'd come across him standing in the doorway of some closed down store in Harlem, just looking out into space, like he was blind.  (Pause). He didn't seem to hear you if you spoke to him. 
(The final piano fragment is obviously cut off in mid-phrase by electronic muting).

PARKER (MV4): (P/A mike. strongly treated) Bud Powell. Bud Powell. Bud Powell. (repeats as needed) 
(This starts well forward and continues during the next speech, by the CRITIC. As the CRITIC is drawn into his reflections. PARKER'S calling fades until there is silence, except for the CRITIC'S voice, very soft, and very close to the microphone. 

During the speech there are sudden bursts of total, dead silence, created by muting). 

CRITIC (MV6): 

hearing nothing 




nothing 

nothing 

and then a fragment of the roaring chattering world 

'she really should get wise - purple just doesn't suit     

her'….. and the clicking heels fade into 

nothing 

nothing 

nothing 

until someone putting out trash 

by a basement door 

releases 

the voice of the horns straining towards 

the music of the new men 

(Sound muted.  The final silence leads into a long pause). 
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(The final sequence begins.  First come a few notes of ORIGINAL MUSIC.  We hear occasional fragments, well spaced, of what will become the drum part of the SONG. At first, the notes are faint.  Gradually they get stronger.

Once the presence of the drums is established we hear the voice of the CRITIC, quietly, in internal monologue).

CRITIC (MV5): 

So how do we make sense of it all? 
(Cut to)

ELINOR (FV1):
There was the time he got seventeen hundred dollars from a benefit concert they gave in New York.  Altevia - that was his wife, my friend - was so pleased. because they owed eight hundred dollars to the sanatorium. And Bud just signed the cheque on the back so some French guy could cash it.  And then he took a taxi to meet Buttercup - that's what we always called Altevia - at Saint Germain. And he had no money - so she had to pay!  She sure must have loved him. 
FV2:
His liver, you know. was very, very bad. He had to keep taking Vitamin B tablets and lots of other things. 
DRUMMER (MV1): 
- one little glass of brandy would completely flip him. I've never seen it affect anyone like that. 
(Mix to street noise) 
BASSIST (MV2):
I was sitting outside a bistro opposite Saint-Germain, and he suddenly came into sight.  I ran up to him and said "Hey Bud. over here !" and all he said was –

POWELL (MV5)

Buy me a red wine. Please, buy me a red wine. 
BASSIST (MV2):
- and I asked him how he was and he just kept on saying it and saying it so I gave him the money and he went.

ELINOR (FV1):
…he shuffled onto the stage like an old man. and I thought of all that he went through - for what ?

CRITIC (MV6):

The old masters had their Muses 

who heated the blood of Arcadian shepherd lads 

rhapsodic with draughts of Olympian wine 

divine frenzies, mysterious oneness, passion’s flame 
how do you get that with the man at table three talking too loud? 

(Fade into club noise. Clumsy clashes of piano). 

ELINOR (FV1): 

Don't hit him, Bird, don't hit him! 

PARKER (MV4):
Are you kidding, baby? I ain’t gonna hit him.  I love him as much as you do. 

(Cut to)

CRITIC (MV6):

And they had Muses 

for the grand and noble themes 

of an heroic age 

(More club noise and clashes of piano). 

But for times such as these 

what we need is 

not a Muse of Tragedy 

...



but a Muse of Desolation. 

PARKER: (PIA mike, strong, then fading over many repeats) Bud Powell. Bud Powell. 






Bud Powell. 
DRUMMER (MV1): (pre-recorded excerpt from later speech) But those nights at 




Birdland  -they're the moments you live for.

(At this point, the bass joins the drums. The music is in time, though we are not really aware of the fact as yet.  The fragmented phrases. become busier)

CRITIC (MV5):


Yes…yes 

despite all that there is the moment 
a long moment 

though not longer than the union of man and 
woman 

the mind implodes 

fuses 

burns up the world 

and then burns out itself 

concentrating passion 

transfigured by order 

till energy and stillness melt 

creating the newly born and the always known 

in ecstasy
(A brief silence in the music, which then goes into a busy pushing rhythm).

CRITIC (MV6) 


Perhaps then... 
(Cut to)

PAUL (MV5): (hurrying in)
Hey man! This is something else! The street is packed out there. The Law reckons there are at least five thousand people waiting. 
JOSH (MV4): (to himself)
The Lord be praised!  For the people came to honour their prophet, and he was no longer with them and they were sorely grieved. 
(After being nearly inaudible, the rhythm sweeps suddenly into the foreground). 

CRITIC (MV6): (addressing audience) Perhaps then…

the answer lies
(Music breaks)

not in the Muse but the music. 
(As he hits the last word, the break ends, and the singers and piano come in strongly with) 

SONG: 



wail. wail wail 

bouncing with Bud time waits 

keeping in the groove 

bouncing with Bud 

(The song leaps into joy.  At the climax, there is another break and we hear :) 

ELINOR (FVl): 

Everything he could say in his life was at the piano.

(The music comes out of the break, not into the SONG, but into RECORDED MUSIC, an example of Bud Powell at his finest.

The music builds, rides out, and fades to silence).

END

