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modern snregn Friday, the thirteenth of
- last March, tailed off
with a storm over the
# town of  Goshen,
Indiana. Late season
blasts from  Lake

> -4 Michigan whipped a
murky sky and batted a chartered
Beechcraft plane around like a
badminton bird. Inside, while the pilot
fought the controls, three fairly beat
rah-rah types, named Dave Guard, Nick

Reynolds and Bob Shane, rattled around,

among a jumble of guitars, banjos and
bongo drums like beans in an over-sized
maraca.

The Kingston Trio was fresh from a
swing-ding at Notre Dame University,
headed for their next one-nighter, and the
situation was normal — which is to say
— desperate.

In this clutch, two of the striped-shirted
troubadours relaxed: Stubby,
needle-nosed Nick ("the Runt of the
Litter") closed his baby-blue eyes, curled
up and snored peacefully.
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Brain-busy, string bean Dave ("Our
Acknowledged Leader") fended off flying
missiles with one hand and thoughtfully
polished a new routine with the other.
Only the usually jolly boy, curly mopped
Bob ("Our Sex-Symbol") sweated it out.
Every minute or so he leaned over the
pilot, breathing hard down his neck. "How
we doin'?"

“In this weather?" Bob got a glance
almost as dirty as the clouds. "Just great
— gas low, generator out, visibility zero
— and South Bend says we can't come
back in!"

"I got to get down" said Bob. "Doesn't
everyone? You took the words right out
of my mouth!"

They got down — blind. They ticked
power lines, skimmed roofs and clipped
trees, finally skidded to a stop in a
farmer's pasture, scattering a flock of
frozen turkeys like ten-pins. "Now,
Buster," sighed the fly-boy," Tell me —
what's your big sweat?"

Bobby Shane grinned. "Well, tomorrow"
— he glanced at his watch — "yeah,
tomorrow, I'm getting married in
Washington, D.C." The pilot grunted
congratulations, the fact that Washington
was almost a thousand miles away and
he siballncerely hoped Bob made it.

If he'd known the hi-balling Kingston Trio
better that skeptical crack was hardly
worth the breath it took to utter. Bobby
Shane made it to the altar on time, of
course, and with him Dave Guard and
Nick Reynolds, who wouldn't have
missed the fun for anything. To get there
from the turkey patch they hiked to town,
commandeered a car, drove all day,
played their date that night, then hopped
for the Capital, arriving at 3:00 a.m.
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That afternoon all were sharp for the
joyous rites. But next morming — the
groom was rousted out of his nuptial bed
at six to take off once more. And his
pretty Dixie bride didn't lay eyes on him
for a full month!

For the Kingston Trio, such risks and
rigors of big time barnstorming, mixed
with richer rewards, have been par for
the course — ever since 7om Dooley
sent them winging a little over a year ago.

Going for broke with a dream

In that time they've hustled over 150,000
miles to meet the demand for their clean
cut folk-and-rhythm harmonies, witty
cut-ups and quips. They've played over a
hundred college campuses, almost as
many clubs, fairs and theaters, and
missed only one date. To make it, they've
scrambled by ftrain, plane, boat, bus,
truck, hack, and — as Dave Guard puts it
— "If they'll bring over some coolies we'll
go by rickshaw." Along the way, they've
sweltered and frozen, slept standing up
and gulped vitamins like jelly beans to
keep going. Often they've worked
eighteen hours out of twenty-four and
started all over again after a couple for
shut-eye.

But they've also had packed houses wait
three hours to hear them sing, after
something broke down, as happened last
year in Lawrence, Kansas. At Indiana U.,
just the other day, tickets vanished one
hour after they went on sale for a date
two months ahead. Right now they're
booked ahead solid until next May. What
with albums, gold records, TV, clubs and
one-nighters, Nick, Bob and Dave will
rack up a cool million this year for their
pipes and patter and they'll top that in '60.
bracket
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Yet, their really important payoff — which
Dave Guard, Nick Reynolds and Bob
Shane gratefully recognize — is
something you can't measure in tax
brackets or fickle fame. A good sample is
just what happened that March 15th in
Washington when Bob made beautiful
Louise Brandon his bride, with his pals
standing by. That day playboy Bob, last
bachelor of the bunch, snugged down
meaning, at last, for his young life — and
the Kingston Trio became the Kingston
Sextette. Today, three wives named
Gretchen Guard, Joan Reynolds and
Louise Shane are helping build three
purposeful lives with three once aimless,
knock-around guys. But that wouldn't
have happened if the boys hadn't
teamed up first and gone for broke with a
dream. And that's notall —

"There's no doubt about it," states Bob
Shane flatly. "We've all been good for
each other. By getting together this Trio
has solved the emotional problems of
three fairly mixed-up guys."

"Face it," confirms Dave Guard. "We
were a bunch of wild hairs pointing in all
directions unti we tied into this
challenge."

"Yes, sir," argues Nick Reynolds. "How
many fellows really know what they want
to do when they get out of school? None
of us did. Mostly, you want to make a
living doing what you like, and the big
dream is to do it with your pals. Man, we
got that dream! Whatever happens later
on, these two years have filled a gap with
something we'll always prize, when we
might have just goofed off, fumbling
around alone."

All these reflections, of course, refer to
the days—only a brief spell ago—when
Dave, Nick and Bob were fresh out of
Stanford University and Menlo College,
respectively, wondering what next.

EFVSEDOD, TATH—F, =voLA/)L
RERT =08 HYNERHOTNSI LT
M EoDRBARBLEIRIM DOV TIEFHER
NHINIEDLY T VARDHY LIS
LWDTHS,

ZORWIIE, SA15BICRAEDINFED T
RIDFERBEIART SRV ETEIRICLI=C
ETHD,

Z0OAH. MADOHREDBETHI=TL—R
—ADRTEDONZEEAEDT-DHIZHAEE
BHxL-01=o1-,

OLTHFUVIT R NIAIEF TR DY
HRATYN(REZH) IZHE->T-D THo1=,
SEMS, JLFzo-H—K, Pa—r-LA/
IWXFLTIAR V1= ENS3ADES
. SETOREDENALASLTLV=3A
DBEENBHDHDANEEENDEIITD—
BERBDE, THIAN NI EmAET . &
RO TRBICHELE o= EBISLVSE
[T SEM2T=IT5ENELY,

Ffz. INFEITTIIEL RTo—21FE oK
YEZHIEHTWD, MWD EEITE #
LIEBEWZRWNDOYZEE TV AT, —1&
[C7HZETIAD BRIFHLGEEL AR TE -
DFY

MEI-EYELT. ITATFHEL TS, [
HIXZ DB T—RIZESETRENIESIE
HDENZDHZo1=, |

[ZDEY 1EZYILA/ILADH LS,
[ZZERITAELEVD O ERIAD AL LR
LTENE? ELIEEEN BN oI, KIE
(FFELRIEELTHEETZEILTEAY .. LD
REE—RICODIENBRRODBLALR, N
LD ELIEENEEBRLI-ATZ, Chbdn
AINFE DML, ESMNEIT=YUL
TAFEELI-E, CO2F/MIE. LWDOHFEYICL
TWAELEDTHA DERZEEH TN 1=

DN DEEILTIFADE LHEHID
HEEICMN TLOBITBELL, T4T . =Y
DERTIEEFNFNRREVTH—RKE, AvA
—KEZEHZIEMY T, RIZAIEPAIMNER
ELTLWARIPEDT,




MODERN SCREEN magazine

January 1960

At that point, about all they owned in
common was an education, good looks,
plenty of pizazz and obvious talents for
making music. Now and then they did,
and as long as people cheered and gave
them plenty of beer to drink they were
happy — or so they pretended. But
underneath each nursed a private
puzzler that you'd never suspect. And all
were putting off the answers.

Take big Dave Guard: Then, as now,
dapper Dave seemed to have the world
right by the tail. Six-foot-three, handsome
and smart as a whip, Dave trailed nothing
but honors, accomplishments and
popularity in his wake. Talents? You
name them; Dave had them. Athlete,
judo expert, honor student, campus
activity leader, money maker, top
musician and dynamite with the girls,
you'd say graduate student Dave was
Stanford's man most likely to smell sweet
success. "Of course, I'm prejudiced,"
sighs his pretty blonde wife, Gretchen,
today, "but | think Dave's close to being a
genius." She isn't the first to figure that
way.

Says Bobby Shane, who grew up with
Dave in Hawaii and went to the same
school, Punahou, "Dave was always two
jumps ahead of everyone in everything.
He was a natural brain. His grades were
always terrific and so was everything else
about him."

"Dave had a degree in Business
Administration. "But w#hat business? |
didn't know," he admits. "Business is
such a nebulous word. | wanted to make
the right move because, you see, I've
always wanted security." That's not too
original an urge these days, but in Dave
Guard's case it traces way back.

R ST, SAHEEL TH-OTLV=DIE., &
B8R BRGEHNTLCERICET 585
DNEFRETH 1=,

A BEEL, BENBEUVE—ILE(SAEFE
HTNNIE \wE—F21=, HBNEFD A5
Yz&LT-,

LAL. DOETIEZNENHEENTH T,
TEUME AR B FRRL K5 EBRH TV =,
ZLTEENTDEZEEREELLTLV =D
ot=,

KWETATDIGEE. LTS, EYo&Ll=T
AT FHDOPDOZEFELEEREL TG DD
&3, 6 T4—RSAIUFDRETNUH L,
ZLTEOUINDTAI (X HEEED BN H
THRE, £E. TL TGO ZELM R
Mot FEE?2 TAT XN DBEEL TV,
EER. ZEOEAN. BIEEFLTEE. Fvv
NREHTO)—F—, &EEFESFEONL—R
DEERTLEMEICBDETEIONTAT . Lhvd
WIEB L ZHIDHIRSINDENSIRF TA
—FHET,

[, RENERNZNTE -], EHDT]
BOREOESLFIVIEEHEREDE K
(FIFERFITEVERS, IEE->TLSH . %
STRIRT HDEWRIZIFTTIEELY,

TATERICNTATELTFRIDRLER
|IZ@>=-RIoxz—2Ik [T4T1E£TIZHE
WTEICHAED2H5ETo>T UM =, &
EENDOEFOFF & BIELWNDOLES-
Lt 2 TEZESEo11EES,
[TATIEBEEZDRLEF>TUNEN, EA
BEDRADETNMIHMSEMN o=, 1EGRT
). TEDRREVNSIETERETHERE
LTWA, EIFREEWVDLEATL DD
ICTEL-h o=

DT EIFES TIIEFHRDT LN ETIER
WA, TATDEHDBE., SHDIFE>TH
RTHb,




MODERN SCREEN magazine

January 1960

When he was only seven, Dave's world
literally went up in smoke. That was
Sunday, December 7, 1941.

Red-balled Jap planes buzzed down to
the rooftops of a new housing tract at
Hickam Field and, as he watched in terror,
sprayed bullets all around him and set
the place on fire. Dave, an only child,
lived there because his dad was a
reserve colonel who worked, and still
does, for the Army Engineers. After the
Pearl Harbor debacle they evacuated
Dave and his morn to the States.

That gave a jolt to his security, for sure,
but even after he came back, "wearing
shoes," young Donald David Guard
rattled around Honolulu pretty much on
his own without a normal home life. His
mother, Marjorie, was secretary to the
Commander of Military Air Transport and
away all day. Dave was placed in private
school and "my parents gave me carte
blanche long ago." He used his
independence poking into everything and
every place, often with his classmate,
Bob Shane.

One favorite spot was Waikiki Beach,
where every Island kid bangs a ukulele
between rides on the rollers. "You get an
awful good crack at musical styles in
Hawaii," says Dave today. "South Sea,
Japanese, Chinese and good old
American jazz—the whole melting pot."
With Bob, he was sopping it all up and
sending it out, kid style, summers and
after school, which to Dave soon became
somewhat of a bore. At Punahou High he
ran the 440, 880 and hurdles, played end
on the football team, starred in a variety
show and banged out his island folk
songs.

nervous
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"I liked all that," he remembers. "It was a
bid for popularity." But class work for
brilliant Dave Guard was too easy to hold
his interest. "I figured nothing was
happening," he says. "I wanted to get
away — specifically back to the States.
Honolulu's fine but it's only eighty miles
around the Island. | still get nervous when
| stay in one place more than three
weeks," grins Dave. "That's why this life
I've got now is my dish. Travel's exciting
to me."

Dave's deal with the folks

In his junior year at Punahou, Dave
made a deal with his folks to earn half his
expenses if they sent him Stateside to
Menlo Park prep. He piled up his half
—3$1000 — greaseballing in a service
station and diving for coral. But at Menlo,
prep-ping for Stanford, it was the same
old story. Bored with work that came too
easy, Dave started messing around and,
six months before graduation, got
bounced out of school for "an incident
involving a bottle of vodka." But he stuck
around Menlo Park with another service
station job and they let them come back
for his finals. He graduated in a breeze
and walked right into Stanford.

Now, Stanford University is no joyride for
anyone, not even a brain like Dave
Guard. But to show you what a real cool
head can do: Dave fell out of a second
story window of his frat house the first
confused weekend and broke his back
on the pavement below. They shipped
him to Honolulu and he lost his whole first
year. Even with that setback, he
graduated in three vyears, taking
sometimes 22 units and hitting A's and
B's. He worked all his way through —
hashing at girls' dorms, gardening,
janitoring in the library, moving furniture
and pumping gas.
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But he still had time to staff on the humor
magazine, Chapparal, write songs for the
Stanford Gaieties, win the Sigma Nu
Award for "greatest contribution to the
house" and pin a collection of campus
queens!

It's no wonder Dave Guard took on the
graduate School of Business with the
greatest confidence although he had only
$3 to start. By that time, he had another
more interesting racket to earn his cakes.
With Bobby Shane, only a mile away at
Menlo Business College, he harmonized
for $15 a night at parties and Stanford
off-campus hangouts like Rossotti's and
The Cracked Pot. But Dave still packed
his one big nagging question mark:
Where am | really headed? "I had no real
idea," he says. "l figured I'd just try to play
my cards right and something would take
care of me. How vague could you be?"

Bob's a real Kamaaina

By then Bob Shane had an equally
opaque view of his future but for different
reasons. Bobby knew what he wanted to
do and had for a long time. But it didn't
figure out with him — or his family. "So |
sort of rebelled," he says, "and | got all
mixed-up, acted pretty bad for a while,
too."

Like Dave, Bobby's Hawaiian born and
bred — only more so. His
great-grandfather came over as a
missionary back in King Kamehameha's
day, so Bob's a fourth-generation
Islander or, as they say over there, a real
Kamaaina. The Shanes aren't lIrish;
they're German and it started out Schoen,
which means beautiful — "and that's just
why we changed it," chuckles Bobby.
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Anyway, the Shanes prospered and
when Bobby came along twenty-five
years ago, just like Dave — Art Shane,
his dad, ran the flourishing family firm.
Athletic Supply of Hawaii. Curiously, that
turned out to be Bob's trouble — or one
of them at least. He was expected to
carry on in the business, but he just didn't
fit the pattern.

Maybe he'd eaten too much poi as a kid
— but somehow easy going Bob liked
the kanaka idea of letting life ripple
through you pleasantly, and no sweat. At
Punahou he was good in ftrack,
basketball, the glee club and school
operettas, but his sad report card usually
kicked up a rumble at home. In
preference to books, Bobby liked the sun
and surf at Waikiki, the native /laus,
plunking a guitar and singing. And, when
grown up a bit, he too frequently liked a
cool can of beer. Long before Dave or
Nick turned pro Bobby Shane was
playing singles around Honolulu night
spots, and having himself a ball.

For a while his folks didn't get too
nervous, thinking he'd settle down, like
his older brother. And that was another
thing: Bob's brother liked business,
worked hard and finally built up a
booming electronics firm of his own. The
contrast hatched a big emotional bug:
Bobby sensed his parents'
disappointment in him and tension
mounted. But it didn't blow off until later
on.

Both Bobby Shane's parents had gone to
Stanford and his brother to Menlo. They
hoped Bob would follow in their footsteps
and shipped him off to Menlo Park prep,
after Punahou. But it was pretty obvious
that Bobby's marks would never rate
Stanford.
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Each time he flew home for Christmas or
summers, the outlook seemed grimmer
grin from ear to earand sometimes there
were scenes. It let 'his folks down
somewhat when he enrolled in Menlo
College next, but at least he took on
Business Administration. A dim hope
flickered that he'd wind up running the
Athletic Supply after all.

But even s#adying business was a drag
for Bob. "I was a pretty bad boy all
through that school," he confesses. "Had
a lot of eight o'clock classes, but
somehow | couldn't get up in time to
make them. The most important thing
that happened to me there was getting
together and singing with Dave and
Nick."

Bobby missed graduating by a few
credits, kicked around San Francisco a
while trying to latch on as a single in one
of the clubs with no luck and finally —
busted — took out for home. Dad and
the store — a prodigal's return.

"But," sighs Bob. "l lasted at the Athletic
Supply just one week. It just wasn't for
me. | couldn't take it." That's when he and
Shane, Sr. had some stormy arguments
and Bob blasted off. But he hugged a
guilt complex that lasted, underneath
really, until the Kingston Trio's success
proved him right.

No laughs from himself

For a while, Bobby Shane sharpened his
style around Honolulu's nightclubs, the
Pearl City Tavern, The Clouds and Lau
Yee Chai's, with a song and comedy
impersonation act taking off on Belafonte,
Elvis Presley and the other greats. He
made good money and he got laughs
from everyone, but not really from
himself.
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Sometimes, when people asked Bob
how he tabbed his own singing voice,
he'd crack cynically, "A whisky baritone"
— and that wasn't far from the truth. "I
was drinking too much, gambling and
playing around," Bobby admits. "Clear off
the track."

What switched him back on was a
nagging nostalgia for the swinging
camaraderie he used to enjoy with Dave
Guard back around Palo Alto. With a
clever guy like Dave, you could really
work up a team and go places, or maybe
expand to a ftrio. Automatically, Bob
Shane's thoughts flashed Stateside to
this great little guy named Nick Reynolds
he'd palled and played with at Menlo.
Nick could do anything — harmony,
guitar, bongos and congas. Only trouble
was — Nick probably wouldn't buy. He
had things too easy. He was in a rut.

Back on Coronado Island, California,
Nicholas Reynolds was in a rut, but
nobody had called it to his attention.
Although he'd been carted all over the
world as a kid with his Navy captain dad,
Coronado was always home port and it
never occurred to Nick that his future lay
anywhere else. Coronado's a cozy,
sleepy resort, a ferry jump from San
Diego's fleet base. Retired sea-dogs, like
Nick's dad, crowd the place. The life's
routine: sports, home life, cocktails when
the sun dips under the yardarm. The best
business is hotels. After snagging his
Business Administration B.S. at Menlo,
Nick had returned like a homing pigeon.
He found a job in a hotel and took up
where he'd left off after leaving Coronado
High.
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Nick liked it there — why not? He knew
everybody. He was close to his parents.
His married sisters, Barbara and Jane,
had homes next door to each other in
Coronado and everybody in the family
got along great. As for sports — he could
beat all of the ones he loved right at
home. Nick Reynolds was a whiz at most
every sport. Small but mighty, he'd won
tennis  tournaments  and skeet
championships at Coronado, and the U.
of Arizona, too. Later, while at San Diego
State, he'd road raced his Crosley Fiat
Special, until a pal got killed on the Torrey
Pines run. To top all this, worries about

future security never wrinkled Nick's brow.

A great uncle had willed him a fortune,
which he'd come into (and still will) by his
thirties!

But deep inside, Nick Reynolds still felt
restless and unfulfilled. Was he just set to
go down the drain in his cozy corner of
the nation? What troubled Nick was an
unexpressed talent. He was musical by
nature. His mother and his sisters all
sang. His Aunt Ruth had been with the
Metropolitan Opera. Even Captain
Steward Reynolds, USN, off duty,
thrummed "a real swingin' guitar."

Ferment of discontent

Nick had the hotel business in mind
when he tailed off his training at Menlo
Business College. But, like Bob, his
rosiest campus memories were those
free riding harmonies at Stanford parties
and spots with Dave and Bob.
Something made him keep in touch with

Dave, up North, and Bobby in the Islands.

When he ran on to a good tune, he'd
write them about it, and hear what they
were working up.
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"I loved nothing better than the life | was
leading," Nick sums it up today. "But |
couldn't forget what Dave, Bob and |
might be doing together." When he
learned that Bobby Shane had suddenly
flown back from Hawaii to join Dave, the
sun didn't seem quite so bright over
Coronado.

That was the ferment of discontent that
brewed the fabulous Kingston Trio.
Ingredients: three variously gifted,
attractive, high-type guys. But — for one
reason or another — fizzing off flat on
their own. They needed a swizzler to mix
them up — and luckily one came along.
His name was Frank Werber.

Frank's the Trio's manager today. To the
boys he's 'Black Bart' or "The Whip.""l run
interference," grins smart, beatnik,
bearded Frank. Actually, he runs the
whole Kingston show and nursemaids
the Kingstons wherever they go. It was
Frank who pulled the Trio together,
whipped them into shape and
shoe-homed their first breaks. Only,
when Werber first spotted them they
weren't a Trio, but a quartet—and their
tag was "Dave Guard's Calypsonians."

Dave and Bob had started that combo
with a bass fiddler and a girl singer, while
Nick was still dragging his feet in
Coronado. They played the party circuit
again, still around Stanford, with a steady
home at The Cracked Pot. Off nights they
auditioned San Francisco at famous
clubs like the Hungry i and the Purple
Onion. "Okay for college — but too
unprofessional® was the verdict they
usually got.
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But during one tryout at the Purple Onion,
a waiter hustled upstairs to the
two-by-four office where Frank Werber
squeezed out a living as a nightclub
press agent. "Catch these kids
downstairs," he advised. "They ain't bad."

Frank caught one song — but at first he
didn't get the message at all. Used to
professionals, he thought  the
"Calypsonians" were strictly for amateur
night. Then, on a hunch, he gambled the
gseedas to Palo Alto to hear them in their
natural rah-rah setting. At the Cracked
Pot, with the Stan-ford kids whooping he
thought he saw something. "But the
fiddler and the girl are drags," he told
Dave. "Know anyone one who might
work into a trio?" Did they! That night
Nick Reynolds got a wire: GREAT
THINGS ARE COOKING. GET UP
HERE FAST. DAVE AND BOB.

Woke up and live. man

Nick got there fast enough, but the great
things, he learned even faster, were
mostly a lot of wild hopes jazz. As he
wobbled indecisively, Dave unleashed
the hard sell. "Wake up and live, Nick,"
he plugged. "You want to shrivel up and
go to seed in that sunny rat race down
there? Come on, Man, let's get some
beer and talk."

That night they tried to drink all the brew
in San Francisco and wound up climbing
statues in Golden Gate Park. But by
dawn Nick was persuaded. They rented
a one-room San Francisco apartment, all
slept in the one bed and rehearsed night
and day until the landlord threatened to
call the cops. A week later they walked
into Frank's attic office and said they
were ready. Frank wedged them in
downstairs for one week's tryout. They
stayed seven months.
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Of course, Dave Guard, Bob Shane and
Nick Reynolds didn't Cinderella into the
slick Kingston Trio via one easy stanza. It
took work, seasoning and discipline to
turn that trick. Says Frank Werber, "What
the boys had was natural talent,
enthusiasm, sharp humor and a fresh,
intelligent slant on songs. But to them it
was still mostly a ball and they were
plenty rough around the edges."

For one thing, all three were singing
themselves hoarse each night. Frank
routed them to Judy Davis, a
professional voice coach, who taught
them how to relax and spread it out. For
another, the boys were tossing their
rapid-fire wit around ad /bitum and
forgetting the good ones. Frank camped
each night with a notebook jotting the
best down, then turned Dave Guard
loose to write a crisp patter routine. He
made them rehearse six days a week
before the show and then a couple of
hours afterwards, polishing this and that.
Most important, "I made them take the
pledge," chuckles 'Black Bart.' "They
signed on the line not to take a drink for
six months — and | guess that really hurt.
If they backslid or acted up — no
paycheck. | figured that could hurt even
more."

After seven months at the Purple Onion
the Kingstons had got to believing they
owned the joint. Frank took them down
several pegs by booking them into
Holiday 54 Hotel, a gambling lounge in
Reno. Up there, if you started drawing
attention from the gambling play the
dealers hollered, "Shut up!" and the
normal clatter was awful anyway. By the
time they left Reno, Bob, Nick and Dave
knew a few more hard facts and tricks
about show business. All this polished a
raw college combo into a smooth team of
pros.
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They went to Hollywood next, to make
their first album, "The Kingston Trio," for
Capitol. In it was a haunting lament
they'd always scored big with at the
Purple Onion. "Tom Dooley." They didn't
dream how big that would score. In fact,
for the next few months, in Chicago and
next in New York, at the Blue Angel and
Village Vanguard each one was still living
on $60 a week, and Frank Werber was
chronically floating loans to keep them
going. They flopped in crummy hotels,
ate in one-arm joints. The money looked
good —but a trio's expenses swallowed it
up. Whenever Bob, Nick or Dave would
ask Frank, "How's the album doing?" the
answer was, "It ain't." Appropriately the
Trio came back to San Francisco playing
the Hungry i. That was the summer of
'58.

A disk jockey in Salt Lake City flashed the
good news first. He called Frank at the
Hungry i. "All they want to hear up here is
‘Tom Dooley from that Kingston album,"
he complained. "Can you bring those
guys to town?" Seattle d.j.'s called next
— same thing. Frank buzzed Capitol
Records in Hollywood. They shot out a
single of "Tom Dooley" and put the
promotion works behind it. When the Trio
rolled into Seattle a few weeks later it
was behind a police motorcade. They
cleaned up $3000 in two nights.

Since then, the Kingston Trio has rolled in
triumph almost any place you can name
— except Kingston, Jamaica. This winter

they fly to Australia, next spring to Europe.

They've turned down four movies, but the
right one comes soon. Three hot selling
albums, their own publishing firm and TV
make the Kingston Trio, Inc., big
business. Off hand, you wouldn't say the
boys had a problem in the world. But they
have one. Home life.
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Dave, Nick and Bob all owe their happy
marriages to the Trio. Gretchen Ballard,
for instance, first laid eyes on Dave
Guard when he sang at a Stanford
football rally. A tall, tailored type, Gretchen
was a mere freshie there at Stanford and,
although she rated Dave "dreamy" right
off, her prospects seemed slim. Dave
dated her big sis, Sarah, and after that
pinned her best friend, Cordie Creveling.
When he finally got around to Gretchen,
Dave was heating up The Cracked Pot,
so that's where he took her on their first
date. From then on all Dave's songs
were beamed at Gretchen. "The child
bride," as Nick and Bob call her, was the
first female to crack the Kingston club.

That happened in September of '57
during their first paid engagement at the
Purple Onion when the whole crew and
half of Stanford University traveled to San
Marino, California for a full dress wedding,
with Nick best man and Bob head usher.
Gretchen's dad hired
champagne-stocked busses to haul the
wedding party away and pour them on
trains and planes. Life afterwards wasn't
so plush.

"We spent our honeymoon in Dave's
bachelor apartment — a slum, believe
me," sighs Gretchen. "He went to work
the next night and | stayed awake until
3:00 a.m scared half to death." Mrs.
Guard got used to it though and until she
was pregnant, scooted around wherever
the boys went. But Dave bit his nails
alone in New York waiting to hear he was
a father. Their daughter, Cappy, is now
eighteen months old and they're
expecting again in May. "Cappy's wild
about Dave," smiles Gretch. "l tell him it's
because she likes strangers."
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Nick Reynolds tumbled next tor cute,
bouncy Joan Harriss, who's almost a
double for Shirley MacLaine. In fact, Joan,
a San Francisco girl, was a comedienne,
too, "set to be the biggest thing ever to hit
night clubs, sex and all that," she admits,
"when | got hooked on this Reynolds
man." That happened at the Purple
Onion, too. Joan was just around the
corner at Ann's 440, where she was
giving out songs and satirical sketches.

"Nick started it all by dropping into Ann's
after his show for a beer and peeking at
me," relates Joan. "Now, | spend half my
life waiting for a peek at Am.” The
romantic switch took a little longer to
come about than Gretchen and Dave's,
although from point of contact, Joan has
been in on the Kingston act as long. And
she's the only wife who's been on the
payroll. When Frank Werber first took the
boys away, he hired Joan (who's a typist,
too) to run his publicity office. Then she
took off for New York, hoping to crash
Broadway, but ended up a hostess in
Verney's restaurant down in the Village.
Guess who was at the Village Vanguard,
nearby — and who picked her up every
night after work? That's right, Nick.

"It just kind of gradually, inevitably
happened," says Joan. "When the Trio
went back to the Coast, | said 'Nuts to a
career' and went, too. When they got
booked in Hawaii next — well, that
seemed awfully far away from Nick."

Half way through the Trio's last night. at
the Hungry i, Nick whispered something
to Bobby Shane right before intermission
and the pair ducked out. When they
came back, late for their show, Joan was
with them, her face as pink as her nuptial
dress.
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The orchestra struck up the Wedding
March, best man Bobby hopped up on
the stand to announce it — and the place
went wild drinking champagne on the
house and smashing the glasses. Joan
flew with the Trio to Hawaii, as Mrs.
Nicholas Reynolds. That's where the last
Kingston hold-out began to weaken.
Bobby Shane didn't know it, but a
dark-eyed Atlanta belle was already
talking about him aboard a boat steaming
for Diamond Head.

Louise Brandon certainly would never
have met Bob if she hadn't heard "Tom
Dooley." Not that Louise was a cool cat
particularly. On the contrary, soft spoken,
queenly Louise was educated in select
seminaries as befits a gentle young
Southern lady and had made her debut.
Her grandfather was on the Board of
General Motors, her dad a successful
Atlanta lawyer. Louise had been to
Hawaii a few weeks before and liked it so
much that she was going back to stay
with a friend for a year. Her cabin mate
was a delightful, sixtyish lady named
Miss Evelyn Shane.

"Those Kingston brothers"

They discovered a love for classical
music in common (Louise plays the
piano). "But when | left Atlanta," she
remarked, "all you heard around there
was a song called "Tom Dooley " by
those Kingston Brothers." Miss Evelyn
nodded understandingly. She'd heard it
plenty herself, she allowed. Her nephew
Bob was one of the Trio — only they
weren't brothers at all. Bob's dad, Art, met
his sister at the boat. So Bobby Shane
had two family members telling him
about the beautiful girl who'd just arrived.
Next morning Louise found a note at her
hotel, "Please call Bobby Shane." She
didn't; she's not that bold.
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But Bobby called back, inviting her to a
party his dad was throwing next night at
the Royal Hawaiian when the Trio
opened there. Shane, Sr., playing cupid,
picked Louise up.

"There were three other single girls at the
table," says Louise. "Bob spent the
evening trying to figure out which girl he'd
talked to on the phone."

"I knew it was the prettiest one," says
Bob, gallantly.

"He doesn't see very well without his
glasses," explains Louise.

Anyway, they didn't miss an evening
together the rest of that month. And when
the Kingstons hopped back to San
Francisco, Bob called the minute he
landed begging Louise to come back, too.
When the Ledlans sailed next day Louise
was on it. She traveled down to
Hollywood with Bob, Nick and Joan for a
TV date, met Dave and Gretchen there
and it seemed like they'd always been
together. Back in Atlanta the Brandons
got the word: "We're having a visitor for
Christmas." Bob met the folks and
slipped on Louise's engagement ring
Christmas Eve. They were married after
that wild plane ride in Indiana last March.
Washington got the nod because it's
Louise's second home. Her grandfather
owns a hotel there. Also, it was closer for
the Trio. When they left at dawn, Joan
Reynolds helped dry Louise's tears and
took her out to San Francisco for the next
lonely month, "just like a sister."

Actually, that's about how the Kingston
wives think of each other by now. Nor
was Louise too wild when she called Bob,
Nick and Dave "the Kingston Brothers."
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"It's amazing," ponders Gretchen Guard,
speaking for the girls. "We're all from
different backgrounds, we live differently
and in different places. We never knew
each other before. But we've never had
even an argument.”

"There's never been a reason," explains
Joan Reynolds. "We're all in the same
boat. Same crazy time demands, same
problems, same waiting at the garden
gate..."

" ... And the same wonderful thrill when
they all come in!" adds Louise Shane.

That same one-for-all — all-for-one spirit
glues Nick, Dave and Bob together.
"We're solid," says Shane. "Why not? We
aren't rivals. We all make the same
money, work the same hours, have about
the same talent and stand or fall together.
Besides, we're all pals from away back."

"Things wig us now and then — sure,"
admits Dave. "Sometimes, the way we
work, we could wind up a bunch of
neurotics yelling at each other. But we
don't. We play it silly. And a hassle turns
into a laugh. We know each other so well
that nobody has to pretend. On
one-nighters sometimes we don't speak
to each other once we're off. Just hit for
the sack. All in all we keep the whole
thing a gas."

The only time they missed

That one time the Trio missed a play-date
found them in Minneapolis boarding a
plane for the University of Montana at
Missoula. But a blizzard swooshed down
and they spent three hours right there on
the ground. Things were getting gloomy
when Bob Shane had an idea. "This is a
champagne flight, isn't it?" he asked the
stewardess. "Well — ?"
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So they talked her into unlocking the bar.
As the snow howled outside they had a
bash, finally unlimbering the guitars and
bongos. "This is for you, Missoula,
wherever you may be!" cried Dave —
and they warmed it up all by themselves
with the stewardess joining in. "Luckily,"
says Nick, "we didn't get there that night
at all. Luckily, that is, for the customers."

Half the year — when the boys make
those frantic one-nighter dashes —
Gretch, Jo and Lou are widows. If the
gang lights anywhere near for as long as
a week they're all on hand, fussing
around the motel rooms to make them
seem like home.

But when the heat's off, even briefly, the
Reynolds, Guards, and Shanes scatter to
separate set-ups and stay there. "On the
road we all practice togetherness until it's
frightening, laughs Gretchen Guard. "But
athome — it's three wives, three lives."

Their homes are all around San
Francisco, but not one's alike. Nor, for
that matter, are the three designs for
living.

Conservative Nick Reynolds, for instance,
is now the bohemian of the bunch. For a
while Nick and Joan lived on a
houseboat anchored off the picturesque
art colony of Sausalito, where about
anything goes and nobody cares. "When
the house got dusty you just opened the
windows and the breeze blew it out"
says Joan. "You dumped the garbage out
the door and the tide took it away." With a
baby due in April, Joan and Nick have
given that up for an old artist's studio, with
a skylight in the kitchen, perched on a hill
with a view of all San Francisco, over the
Golden Gate Bridge.
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Nick and Joan love Sausalito, never plan
to leave. Their dreams rest right there.
"Someday," says Nick, "maybe we'll have
our own bar and night club here. We'd
like that."

On the other hand, once skittery Dave
Guard /s now as solid a citizen as you'd
care to know. Dave and Gretchen rent a
place in Palo Alto, drive a '53 Ford wagon
with a dent in the door, play tennis and go
to movies just like any exurbanite pair.
With one child and another due, maybe

Dave's more of a worry wart than the rest.

He and Gretchen don't stop a minute
building for a solid future: "You see," says
Dave, "l've still got problems of security
that Bob and Nick don't have. My goal's
$400,000, and I'm getting on the way
there. We're buying good Danish
furniture a piece at a time, so it will last
the race. One of these days Il get a
Rolls-Royce and drive it the rest of my
life." Moreover, Dave has leveled down
on what he really wants to do if or when
the Kingston bonanza plays out. "I know
now | want to write," he says. "Someday
we'll move to Big Sur (a remote beauty
spot on the Pacific shore) and dig in."

Bob and Louise Shane are already dug
in at a new modern-Oriental pad across
the bay in Tiburon with their toy poodle,
Trinket. No stork signs have shown yet
but they're hoping. Just the same,
free-wheeling Bob has settled down to a
contented domestic pattern with Louise.
He sends money to Honolulu where he
has set up an investment company with
his dad. There's always a light in the
window, too, at the Athletic Supply.
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But right now, all things considered, just
what the Kingston Trio's doing suits Dave
Guard, Bob Shane, Nick Reynolds and
their wives right down to a living "T."

"The truth is," agrees Dave, "we're all
having even more fun than we did in
school—and we're getting paid for it?"
But Nick Reynolds hits nearest to the
heart of the matter: "We've been loaded
with luck. But so what if we'd flopped?
We'd have kicked ourselves all our lives if
we hadn'tgivenitatry." -- end
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