BATTLE OF THE BAND BUSES.

A rveport of ¥he first emnuel Boston to. New ¥ork Band Bus Race - xeporied from
the ebobgon seat of the Meynard Ferguson Band Bue - piloted by Bernaxd "The Bolt"
Myars of P4ittaburgh, PA.
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A brighs sunny Beston moming set the scene this Octo.3rds 1973, the grand final

of the Boston to New York Band Bus race was about to commence.

Both fineliste for this first annual race were seleoted ( after many thousends of
miles had been tolled in sheer hard work) by that renowned agent Mr. Willaxd
Alexander of New ¥ork City, not forgetting hie right hand man ( ox is it his left ?)
the jolly Bob Kashe. Note. Both AM.exender and Kashewere asked to resigan from the
last Olymplos se they were discovered %o be Fhe worlds worst darts piayexs.

Two of Lhe world's hotteat.bau&s lined up at the starting gate.

From Califormis in the yellow bus the mighty STAN KENTON ORCHESTRA., |
Apd today sporting the traditional red, white, end blue bus, from Englend, Cansda,
New Zealand, Philadelphis and Archer St, THE MAYNARD FERGUSON ORCHESTRA,

After four bavs jn from & man heavily disguised as Woody Herman, they were offl

Ferguson's band leaped to the fore only to atop completely several furlongs from
the sterting gate as it was disoovered that lead trumpet Lin Biviano was not on
board, After & wait of some 45 minutes Bivisno asrrived, he said he couldn't get
the cork out of his vino bottle, and Myers, ( Bernie to his friends) was galvanised
into action and menned the wheel ( He had been training on watered Seven Up and
two blondes psr night for the past two weeks and was all adtion!

After a rousing cheexr from the band Bernie soon had the iron lung into top gear
and rocketing down the fast lane.

For the firsgt 70 or 80 miles or so nothing spectacular happened, ( except two
punctures and a tea stop for the English guys, Juntil we spotted on the hoxizon
near the outskirts of New Haven - the Kentonbus.

The atmosphere was tense ~ & hush fell upon the Ferguson band - everyone strained
to gee the distance between the two buses shorten. Inch by inch- could Myers

keep up this gruelling pace after such e disappointing start 7.

But Bern tooled his fourteen ton bullet in and out of lanes like the master he 1s
and slid past Stan's bus intd the lead.

Mr. Ferguson was quoted as mumbling, "Just like shit through a goose."

More cheers from the band and after a sip from a rusty Coke can and a quick rub
down with & wet Melody Maker, Bernie settled down to a steady 90 miles an houx.
However, this proved to be false pride for at the next toll booth Kenton's yellow
arrow again took the lead - Myers gave the limp exouse that he had no small ohange.
After snother 20 miles, by skill and dangerous driving, the MFs oaught sight of
their yellow target. Myers grinned confidently and proceeded to close the distance,
helped no doubt by Ermie Garside, who wes seen throwing out of the windows weighty
suitoases, old band uniforms and Glenn Miller Wewa mutes.

The man was desperate , as he also threatened to throw off heavy packs of M.F.E.U.
forms, PLUS all the girls on the bus if Myers couldn't do better.

Ferguson ocursed the day he bought " all that heavy rock and roll equipment".

Ag Bern once again drew level Stan's men decided also o unload weight, and threw
out a pile of disused Hank Levy charts and Willie Maiden's old beer cans,

It was no good, for both busesran neck and neck until the finishing line, where the
Turnpike splits into a South and West right angle.

A photo finish was called for, ( copies sent in plain brown wrapper £2.50 from

this office, or direct from The Destructive World Of Maynard Ferguson, 58, West St
Harrow on the Hill, England. ) before the race was declared a ile.

Heavy money is already being placed on the next time they meet, - terms and dates
are being disoussed. Less 15% to Willard of course.
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