A Night at Ca’ Del Sole

with Roger and Lynne

Once upon a time there was a nice jazz room high atop the Summer House in La Jolla. It was called “Elario’s” and is the only jazz room that I know of that had, on each table, a little cardboard sign requesting that patrons refrain from talking during the performances. How wonderful and how unique. Times have changed. We have become an increasingly noisy society. The circumstances in which jazz is performed have also changed. The old fashioned jazz clubs --Donte’s is a good example — were devoted entirely to the music, shunning expensive trappings and leaving it to the audience and performers to generate atmosphere. The audience was there specifically to listen to jazz music, so they were invariably appreciative, quiet and respectful of musicians. But now, the hotel lounge and the corner-in-a-restaurant seem to have become the norm. This means that the musicians have to compete with dinner-table chat or “waiting-to-have-​dinner” chat. Ca’ Del Sole in North Hollywood near Universal City is a good example of the latter. The music is presented in a cozy little lounge to the right of the entrance. The piano is situated in the center of this room. They feature some of the best Los Angeles-based singers, piano players, guitarists and, occasionally, even a saxophonist. On a quiet night it is an intimate place to hear music. On other nights, typically Fridays, I don’t understand why they bother to feature music. Let me share with you a “horror” story.

On a Friday night my wife Lynne and I went to Ca’ Del Sole to see Sandra Booker who was singing with pianist Tom Garvin. The room was packed with waiting dinner patrons who were milling around, drinking their drinks, and making no attempt to talk quietly. Sandra projected her lovely voice and endeavored to sing over the din but with little success. Mostly what we heard instead was the ice-and-glass tinkle of too many drinkers and the irritating voice of a woman sitting right behind Sandra, talking so loud she was oblivious to where she was, let alone who was singing or playing the piano. This was especially shaming since both Sandra and Tom are excellent musicians deserving of respect. But, wait, that is not my horror story. During her first set, that same lady walked up to the musicians and placed a note on the piano. Of course, Sandra and Tom as well as the audience assumed that it was a request. And it was, but not a song request. Sandra glanced at the note and, following her song, laughingly read it over the microphone. It was a request for her to stop singing so loudly. Apparently Sandra was interfering with this lady’s conversation. Of course, the few of us who were there to enjoy the music laughed with varying degrees of disbelief and sarcasm. I glanced at the note originator to gauge her response and, what was perhaps even more bothersome than generating such a note, was the fact the she obviously did not understand why we responded with derision. As the current saying goes, she “just didn’t get it.” Unfortunately, there are more and more people who just don’t get it.

Let me emphasize, however, that Ca’ Del Sole has the most consistent schedule of jazz singing in town. These fine singers include Cathy Segal-Garcia, Julie Kelly, Stephanie Haynes, Mike Campbell and Pinky Winters, just to cite a few. Some of the excellent pianists who accompany them are Marty Harris, Dave Mackay, Lou Levy and Karen Hammack. The food at Ca’ Del Sole is not to be ignored; their North Italian Cuisine is not just good, it is excellent. Last, but certainly not least, Carlos the friendly manager and mixologist not only remembers your drink, he apparently hears about your arrival while you are giving your keys to the parking jockey, because your generous drink is at your table before you are.

Roger Crane
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