
1: What’s that sound? Do you hear it?

2: Yes! I hear it! It sounds like something 

brand new!

3: It sounds like nothing I’ve ever heard before.

4: (a bit sarcastically) It sounds to me like they’re 

just making it up as they go along!

5: Well, maybe they are.  It sounds “old” but “fresh”.

6: “Honest” and “real”.

7: “African” and “American”.



4: (still sarcastically) I think they’re just making it 

up!

8: Well, if it sounds “old” but “fresh”, “honest” and 

“real,” “African” and “American” . . . 

4: . . . and like they’re just making it up!

5: It has to be . . . 

6: It ought to be . . . 

7: It’s gotta be . . . 

ALL: JAZZ!



GOTTA BE JAZZ



Improvise,    

Harmonize,

Stylize,    

That’s gotta be jazz!



Let’s create,

Communicate,

Swing or straight,

That’s gotta be jazz!



From Satchmo to Duke Ellington

Their roots were in the blues.

From Miles and Ella, to Trane and Bird,

They made their mark,

They paid their dues.



From New Orleans to Chicago

From New York to West Coast cool,

Oh, it all began in America,

Where jazz x broke x

All those old school rules.



Improvise, ba dop bop, doo bee doo bop    

Harmonize, doo bee doo whee doo bop

Stylize, ba dop ba---   

That’s gotta be jazz!

     



Let’s create, ba dop bop, doo bee doo bop

Communicate, doo bee doo whee doo bop

Swing or straight, ba dop bop

That’s gotta be jazz!



That’s gotta be jazz!

That’s gotta be jazz!

That’s gotta be---- 

Doo bee doo whee doo bop - jazz!



9: Most people agree that jazz music gets its roots 

from the songs the slaves used to sing as they were 

working in the fields.

10: Of course, the music had a lot of African influence 

in it, since most of the slaves were from Africa.

11: It also incorporated the sounds of the Caribbean 

islands.

12: Did you know that New Orleans was the first place 

that slaves were allowed to make their music in public?



13: No wonder people think of that great city as the 

birthplace of jazz.  

14: The whole world woke up to jazz around 1917, 

when the Original Dixieland Jazz Band released its 

first record. 

15: F. Scott Fitzgerald called the 1920s, “The Jazz 

Age.”

16: People started singing the blues!



17: But wait a minute! Wait a minute! I’m confused!  

Is it blues, or is it jazz?

4: Or are they just making it up?

18: Blues, Ragtime, Dixieland - if it’s any of these, it’s 

gotta be jazz!



BASIN STREET BLUES



Won’t cha come along with me,

To the Mississippi?

We’ll take the boat to the land of dreams,

Steam down the river down to New Orleans;



The band’s there to meet us,

Old friends there to greet us,

We’ll see the place where the folks all meet;

Heaven on earth, they call it Basin Street.



Basin Street

Is the street

Where the elite will always meet 

In New Orleans,

Land of dreams

You’ll never know how nice it seems

Or just how much it really means.



Glad to be,

Yes, sir-ee,

Where welcome’s free,

Dear to me,

Where I can lose

My Basin Street blues.



Basin Street is where we’ll always meet.

Ya gotta go there to meet the elite.

Down in ‘N Orleans;

The land of dreams.

You know what I mean.



Glad to be,

Yes, sir-ee,

Where welcome’s free,

Dear to me,

Where I can lose

My Basin Street blues.

My Basin Street blues.



21:  From New Orleans, jazz quickly spread up the 

Mississippi River to Saint Louis and even Chicago.

22: The great thing about jazz is that it just continued 

to grow and change.

23: Today people can take almost any song they know 

and add jazz elements to it to make it sound like a 

jazz song.



24: Really? Any song?

23: Sure! What’s your favorite?

24: (very sweetly so the other students look at her a 

bit strangely) Well, whenever I’m feeling just a 

little bit down, there’s a song I like to sing about 

my favorite things.  It almost always makes me 

feel a whole lot better.

4: (sarcastically to the audience) Is she for real?



23: Well, let’s give it a jazz waltz feel and maybe 

your favorite song can become part of the story 

of jazz.

24: Do you really think so?

23: It’s worth a try.  If it’s about taking musical 

risks… you know…

24: (excitedly) It’s gotta be jazz!



MY FAVORITE THINGS



Raindrops on roses and whiskers on kittens,

Bright copper kettles and warm woolen mittens,

Brown paper packages tied up with strings,

These are a few of my favorite things.



Cream colored ponies and crisp apple strudels,

Doorbells and sleighbells 

and schnitzel with noodles,

Wild geese that fly with the moon on their wings,

These are a few of my favorite things.



Girls in white dresses with blue satin sashes,

Snowflakes that stay on my nose and eyelashes,

Silver white winters that melt into springs,

These are a few of my favorite things.



When the dog bites,

When the bee stings,

When I’m feeling sad,

I simply remember my favorite things

And then I don't feel

So bad.



25: From Chicago, jazz music made its way east to 

Detroit, Philadelphia and New York City.

26: Eventually, it even headed west - “travel my way, 

take the highway, that’s the best!”

27: Hey, that sounds like a song!

26: It is a song! And it ended up being a jazz standard 

about the highway that everybody used to travel as 

they headed west to seek their fortunes at the end 

of the road.



27: You mean someone wrote a song about the road?

28: Sure, in jazz music you can write a song that is 

about almost anything!

30: Like the “A Train!”

28: A Caravan!

30: A Sentimental Mood!



32: The “A Train”? A Caravan? A Sentimental Mood? 

Well then, I guess you might as well write a song 

about a highway.

31: Not just any highway! If it’s gonna be jazz, it’s 

gotta be Route 66!



ROUTE 66



If you ever xxx plan to motor west,

Travel my way, take the highway that’s the best.

Get your kicks xx on Route Sixty Six!

It winds from Chicago to L.A.

More than two thousand miles all the way.

Get your kicks on Route Sixty Six!



Now you go through Saint Louie, Joplin, Missouri, 

and Oklahoma City is mighty pretty.

You’ll see-- Amarillo,xxGallup, New Mexico,

Flagstaff, Arizona; Don’t forget Winona, 

Kingman, Barstow, San Bernardino. Won’t youxx

Get hip to this timely tip,

When you make that California trip.



Get your kicks--- on Route Sixty Six!

Get your kicks--- on Route Sixty Six!

Get your kicks on Route Sixty Six!

Yeah!



33: I like music that you can dance to.

34: (enthusiastically, each questioner offering their 

arms for a dance) You mean like the waltz?

33: Not exactly:

35: How about the Foxtrot?

33: Not quite what I had in mind.

34: The Rumba?

33: No.

35: Cha Cha?



33: No, thanks.

34: The Hoochie Chootchie?

33: Watch it!

36: Hold everything, everybody! If it’s dance music you 

want, then dance music you’ll get.  But when it 

comes to jazz, it don’t mean a thing, if it ain’t got 

that  . . . what?

ALL: (not too loudly) Swing.



36: (louder) What?

ALL: (with more enthusiasm) Swing.

36: (still louder) What?

ALL: (loudly with a lot of enthusiasm) SWING!!!

33: (smiling at the audience) Now, that’s what I’m 

talking about!



It Don’t Mean A Thing 

(If It Ain’t Got That Swing)



What good is melody,

What good is music,

If it ain’t possessin’ something sweet?

It ain’t the melody,

It ain’t the music,

There’s something else 

that makes the tune co-m-plete.



It don’t mean a thing if it ain’t got that swing.

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah,

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah.

It don’t mean a thing, all you got to do is sing.

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah,

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah.



It makes no difference 

if it’s sweet or hot,

                     (Makes no diff’rence)

Just give that rhythm everything you got.

(Talk about rhythm!)

It don’t mean a thing if it ain’t got that swing.

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah,

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah.



Rhythm!

Melody!

Harmony!

It’s music!



It makes no difference 

if it’s sweet or hot,

                     (Makes no diff’rence)

Just give that rhythm everything you got.

(Talk about rhythm!)

It don’t mean a thing if it ain’t got that swing.

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah,

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah.



Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah,

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah.

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah,

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah.



37: One thing I never understood is why all the old 

jazzers had such funny names.

38: You mean like Dizzy?

39: And Satchmo?

38: Lady Day?

39: And Jelly Roll?

37: Exactly!

4: They made them up!



40: You see, these jazz players were very creative 

people.  Their nicknames were either chosen by 

themselves or given to them by friends.

41: Usually it was a name that said something about 

their personality and about the way they made 

jazz.

42: A lot of jazz is about being creative and yes, 

making it up as you go along.

4: See, I told you!



40: It’s called improvisation.  Dizzy, Satchmo, Lady 

Day, Jelly Roll & many others were very good at it.

41: And probably none was better than the 

saxophone-playing kid from Kansas that some 

knew as Charlie Parker.

42: But whose friends knew him simply as “Yardbird!”

37: Yardbird?

42: Sure! Let’s meet down in Birdland and I’ll tell you 

all about it!



BIRDLAND



Five thousand light years from Birdland, 

But I’m still preachin’ the rhythm.

Long gone uptight years from Birdland,

An’ I’m still teachin’ it with ‘em.



Years from the land of the Birdland 

I am still feelin’ the spirit.

Five thousand light years from Birdland

But I know people can hear it.



Bird named it,

Bird made it,

Bird heard it,

Then played it.

Well stated!

Birdland, 

It happened down in Birdland.



Birdland, I’m singin’ Birdland.

Birdland, ol’ swingin’ Birdland.



Down them stairs, lose them cares. Where?

Down in Birdland.

Total swing, bop was king, there,

Down in Birdland.

Bird would cook, Max would look. Where?

Down in Birdland.

Miles came through, ‘Trane came, too.

There, down in Birdland.



Basie blew, Blakey, too. Where?

Down in Birdland.

Cannonball played that hall, there,

Down in Birdland.

Where?

Down in Birdland.

No cares

Down in Birdland tonight!



43: So that’s jazz!

44: Well, that was jazz.

43: What do you mean, “that was jazz?”

44: What I mean is that jazz isn’t finished yet and 

never will be.

45: That’s right.  Jazz music is only a little over a 

hundred years old and it’s always changing.  Who 

knows what it might sound like in another hundred 

years?



4: (incredulously) You mean they’re still making it 

up?

45: Exactly! But whether you hear it in New Orleans or 

New York . . . 

46: Rio de Janeiro or Bombay . . . 

47: Melbourne or Cape Town . . .

45: If the sound you hear is full of surprise and 

honesty . . .

46: Strength and improvisation . . . 



47: Sadness or joy . . . 

45: Then it has to be . . . 

46: It ought to be . . . 

4: (happy at last) It’s gotta be . . . 

ALL: JAZZ!



It Don’t Mean A Thing 

(If It Ain’t Got That Swing)



What good is melody,

What good is music,

If it ain’t possessin’ something sweet?

It ain’t the melody,

It ain’t the music,

There’s something else 

that makes the tune co-m-plete.



It don’t mean a thing if it ain’t got that swing.

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah,

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah.

It don’t mean a thing, all you got to do is sing.

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah,

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah.



It makes no difference 

if it’s sweet or hot,

                     (Makes no diff’rence)

Just give that rhythm everything you got.

(Talk about rhythm!)

It don’t mean a thing if it ain’t got that swing.

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah,

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah.



Rhythm!

Melody!

Harmony!

It’s music!



It makes no difference 

if it’s sweet or hot,

                     (Makes no diff’rence)

Just give that rhythm everything you got.

(Talk about rhythm!)

It don’t mean a thing if it ain’t got that swing.

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah,

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah.



Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah,

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah.

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah, doo wah,

Doo wah, doo wah, doo wah.


