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Epigraph

 


“Success to me was standing on stage singing
a song I wrote to hundreds of people that knew every word. That
makes me smile and fills me with joy as much as any amount of money
I could have made. It’s music that raised me. At times music has
saved me. It has held me in heartache and rejoiced with me in
success. In songs I find memories or friends, family and, so often,
perfectly captured moments of time. Many times it’s music that
breaks me but more so it’s music that made me.”

 


—Robert Toner, A Boy Named Sioux
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Information from “Steev RX” and
“The Undignified” websites reprinted with permission.

 


Special thanks to Mark Bonsall, Tom
Truscott, Barry Woodward, and Courtney Rene for research

 


and content input.

 


(Note from Jeffrey Ross: I apologize for any
name or place misspellings in this text. I admire and

 


respect every musician and venue
mentioned.)
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Jeffrey Ross and Rich McQuillen circa
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Overture

Ross Ojeda

Promotion and Artist Development

Formerly with A&M Records

 


I would like to contribute to this book by
providing a look at local history and how then and now affect the
Phoenix music market.

I speak to both lovers of music and to those
who have a desire to hone their skills and gain an understanding of
what needs to be done in order to succeed professionally in
music.

I will limit my analysis to musicians. But
if you are wanting to make a living in the peripheral occupations
such as concerts, personal management, services that support an
artist (photography, videography and publicity), you may then gain
a fuller understanding of how all the pieces fit to create a
prominent niche where people can succeed.

My background is in promotion and artist
development. I worked for A&M Records from 1974 to 1988. I also
organized a music conference and showcase a la South By Southwest
(SXSW) in 1991. I will detail that venture a bit later.

There are music centers beyond the three
music capitals of Los Angeles, New York, and Nashville. Some
developed in the 80s and 90s such as Austin, Minneapolis, and
Seattle. Record companies went to these areas to select from
thriving music scenes where artists were creating fresh new
music.

In the mid 80s, there was a plethora of
bands who either were homebred or decided to come to Phoenix/Tempe
to perfect their chops in hopes of making good pay and landing a
recording contract.

I could feel the scene in my bones. There
were many songwriters and performers with magnetic stage presence.
They built cult-like followings. I want to name names, but there
were so many in different genres, not just rock, who were rising to
prominence. They made you feel there was something infectious
happening.

That is why I decided on a venture to
duplicate what was a successful model in NYC and Austin. I received
some help from The New Music Showcase in NYC. It was the first of
its kind to showcase new, unsigned acts but also to attract
industry people. This was a sharing aspect that also attracted all
kinds of companies and professionals: Producers, equipment
manufacturers, specialists like publishing companies and management
companies, publicists, and marketing professionals. If you wanted
to learn the music business, professionals of every kind were there
to impart their knowledge.

Then, four guys did the same in Austin. They
began South By Southwest (SXSW). At first, it included panels and
music showcases. Then, it quickly expanded beyond music to film,
and other entertainment forms.

I got help from both New Music Showcase and
SXSW organizers on how to put on a similar event in Arizona. Timing
is everything. The time in 1991 was right. After the Arizona
Showcase And Music Conference, there was a flurry of bands who were
signed by major record labels. The most prominent was The Gin
Blossoms, but there were also groups like Dead Hot Workshop. There
were musicians that caught the eye of major, established bands like
Metallica. Jason Newsted was one. He was a member of Flotsam and
Jetsam here in Phoenix. He was recruited to join Metallica.

 


So, what’s my point? It takes a music scene
to develop in order to foster growth of a locale. The scene just
doesn’t happen. Many forces come together to create a place where
talent hones their craft, a musician gets paid, and the public
becomes rabid for more and more and more.

If a scene is sustained, as in Austin’s
situation, the inevitable creation of a center of influence occurs.
And musicians flock to the area to participate.

It didn’t happen for Phoenix as successfully
as Austin. But it has had all the ingredients and effects that make
Phoenix a destination for bands and solo artists.

Much of this is nurtured by clubs and venues
who support local music. Recording studios add blood to the
heartbeat. About the only thing lacking in Phoenix that places like
Austin have is municipal or state support. Austin had it. Phoenix
still needs it. A state or city funded office acts to bring
disparate silos of influence to converge and benefit each
other.

But what of the band or artist that wants to
ply their talent ? How do they get started? They have to mesh and
become not only musically adept but also engage in self promotion,
marketing, and publicity in order to complete the package that will
create the path to success.

One doesn’t need a record label anymore to
make six figures. Look at Billie Eilish and her brother, Finneas
O’Connell. They started on SoundCloud, followed by Apple Music.
They got a publicist and did a Chanel fashion branding to shape an
image. Their YouTube channel was the next step. It took just two
years. By the time Billlie was 15, she had her first major label
contract.

All the parts came together to support the
writing, talent, and performance. And that spelled success beyond
their wildest dreams. They have sustained this through the
years.

So how to duplicate that? I ask potential
clients who I think have “it” the following:

What is working for you?

What is not working for you?

What do you want to have happen ?

 


If they provide me with thoughtful answers
in great detail to these questions, they will garner the best
opportunity to succeed as Eilish and Finneas did.

The music scene here in Phoenix, in my
estimation, is very vibrant. The scene in Phoenix was just a
seedling in the Sixties, grew in the 1970s, polished in the 1980s
and 90s. In the first 21st century decade, it seemed to have
stalled a bit, but since 2010 it has rejuvenated.

So what does this mean for aspiring
musicians? Phoenix is fertile. Phoenix is an ideal place to plant
your career and harvest the results of your work. It all starts
with talent. If you are gifted with talent, desire, goals and
perseverance, your return will pay off. Even amaze you. You may not
accrue fame and fortune. Not everyone does. But your personal
success will be accompanied by monetary rewards.
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Raising the Curtain

Professor Heather Moulton

Author,
Graveyards of the West (America Through Time)

 


Dr. Jeffrey Ross, a.k.a. Ol’ Doc Roz, Local
Musician.

There I was.

It was 2006...or 07—some time in the aughts,
for sure!

I was a relatively
new faculty at a local community college, and I
had heard rumors about the rock
legend who was part of my
division.

Doc Roz was already known to me as an
exemplary and popular instructor and a staple in his community of
(the totally-rural-Wild West-suburb-of-Phoenix) Apache Junction. I
could not believe my ears when I was told he was also in a
band.

We were in an otherwise boring and
uneventful faculty meeting when Roz extended the invitation to his
colleagues. Jann & the Moondoggs (Roz was/is a Moondogg) would
be playing a show at a local Moonbucks—a favorite coffee shop in
the area—and we were all invited.

Once I stopped
fangirling (a hip term I
thought was new but was actually used first in 1934) and recovered,
I enthusiastically agreed to attend the show.

There I was. Peppermint white hot chocolate
in hand—because I don’t drink coffee much to the bewildered
Moonbucks’ barista’s dismay—waiting for Jann & the Moondoggs to
take the stage on a crisp and clear October afternoon. And then.
There. They. Were.

I remember the suit jacket
over T-shirt get-up Ol’ Roz wore and the bass guitar he held. As
the band broke into “Hard Day’s Night,” I
noticed Roz played a violin bass reminiscent of Paul McCartney’s.
While Dave Forrester was the leading man on the mike, the
Moondoggs—including Roz and Jann, the
drummer—sang backup. Other hits included “Kansas City,” “Johnny B.
Goode,” “Secret Agent Man,” “Folsom Prison Blues,” “Good Hearted
Woman” (by another Arizona legend, Waylon Jennings), and other
popular folk, rock, and country songs from the 60s and
70s.

The crowd at Moonbucks went wild. We knew
all the words to the songs because we grew up singing them (and
they happen to be the most popular songs among 60s and 70s cover
bands). We also danced on the cement patio and cheered on the
rockers before us.

After a couple of hours,
the show was over, and we all dispersed to our homes, weary but
satisfied from the energy spent. I would return to Moonbucks a few
more times to see Jann & the Moondoggs
play; sometimes, Roz would grace the audience with a vibrant gold
sequined jacket, and we would all be transported back to
American Bandstand or Solid Gold.

Ol’ Roz has been in other
bands, including The Slip, The Terry Kaiser Band, New Story, and
the All Starz—a band you, too, could see now if you happen to be near Apache
Junction.

Happily, I came to know
Roz beyond his rock-n-roll persona; we became friends, and I
discovered his talents extended beyond guitar playing, singing, and
even composing original songs. He’s also a successfully published
author—which you may have guessed since you have picked up this
book. His texts range from solving taxes (1040 Taxes Could Be Replaced by One-Cent
Fees!) to examining
(and—perhaps—extinguishing) the challenges of life
(Mr. Fleming’s Suicide: A Love
Story).

Ol’ Doc Roz is a complex
and fascinating figure: he is a son, a father, a father-in-law, a
professor, a rock star, an author, a motorcycle rider, a historian, and an
all-around good dude. So, raise a glass and get your autograph now;
here’s to more music, more stories, and more fun in the future with
Dr. Jeffrey Ross.

 


Your fan for life,

Heather L. Moulton

Chandler, Arizona, December 2023


 


Still Trying to play Correctly After All These
Years

Jeffrey Ross

Gilbert/St. Johns, Arizona

 


How I became a Musician

Some would say I’m still trying to become
one. My dad, Doyle Ross, my uncle, Valta Ross, and my grandpa, SE
Ross, were all accomplished brass players. They were involved in
dance bands, community bands, church bands—all that, when I was a
little kid. (My dad’s sisters, Beverly and Deanna, were also
musicians. Beverly played the piano, and Deanna played piano and
the French horn. (Deanna was named after Deanna Durbin, the famous
Canadian singer and actress, BTW.)

I was an adolescent in the
60s, but I never wanted to be a Beatle or Elvis or anything of the
sort. There wasn’t much family interest in the emerging artists of
popular music in the late 50s and 60s. (My Uncle Valta told me none
of the guys he knew liked Elvis since most of the local girls had
crushes on Elvis. The Pelvis was apparently very
big trouble in Aurora, Nebraska.)

I remember a night in 1964
when we were watching the Beatles on The
Ed Sullivan Show. My dad said, “Look at
the hair on those guys. Criminy. They’re never gonna make it.” And
he changed channels. The end of the Beatles for me until about
1970.

At home, we listened to Roger Miller and big
band music on the radio back in those days. And Herb Alpert, Peggy
Lee, and my mom’s fave, Tom Jones.

My dad did, however, have an interest in
Gene Krupa, the excellent drummer. Dad decided I should take drum
lessons. So, I did for a year or two at the Tempe Music store on
Mill Avenue in Tempe, Arizona.

This was probably also
around 1964. My teacher, Joe, was a fellow of about forty who could
really play drums. He chain-smoked filtered Camels while he taught
me flams and paradiddles on my calf-skin snare. (I still have
the Kent drum with the original head! The
drum rests quietly in a bedroom closet, secure in the original
black hard case.)

I played the snare in the concert bands at
Evergreen Elementary and at Casa Grande Junior High. I remember my
band director, Mr. Lentz, in junior high, very well. He would spend
quality time working with the four to five drummers in the
band...and introduced us to other supportive instruments like the
bells, triangle, and cowbell. (Learning to play the drum was very
important to me in terms of the sense of “keeping time” I
developed.)

My career as a drummer
ended after junior high. I became involved with sports and
motorcycles (not girls) in high school and my snare drum grew
silent. But I certainly credit drum teacher Joe and Mr. Lentz with
giving me a sense of time—and the importance of starting and
stopping a song correctly. I started playing guitar, I guess,
during my junior college years around 1973 or 1974.
We were living in York, Nebraska in the early
1970s.

When I was eighteen or nineteen
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