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HEAUY 1ENNY
by Mr. Lucky

ack in  the dark ages of  the 1980s,  those seeking out  swing
and sway had to prowl the back alleys in their '38 Buicks des-

perate ly  seeking the sounds of  p ianos and horn par ts .  l t  was a l l  sk in-
ny,  purp le-hai red whi te boys pushing peachluzz out  thei r  ch ins,  nurs-
ing angst ,  and learn ing to p lay Iuzz- lone ( l ike,  there 's  a but ton by your
foot  for  that ,  man. . . ) .  Down the Lower East  Side every weekend,
legions of  metal  men in b lack leather  bunt ing and chrome studs would
stream into Manhattan-and sti l l  do-devoted followers of the clang-
ing d i rge of  bands wi th b lack and death in  thei r  names,  wi th no sense
of irony, whatsoever.

Through the grime that was "Olde Times Square" strode one man
in the mist  of  the smoking sewers,  br inging great  music to the starv ing
ears of  the o ld- t imers who had l ived i t  and the smal l  number of  us
under- th i r t ies who worshiped the Swing Gods.  His name was. . . "Heavy
Lenny."

Lenny Tr io la was the music d i rector  at  the legendary WNEW from
1982 to 1989,  which was then home to Al"Jazzbo" Col l ins,  Wi l l iam B.
Wi l l iams,  and Jonathon Schwartz,  a l l  p lay ing the music we' re in  love
with now to that station's devoted audience. Lenny took on Central
Park 's  famed Tavern on the Green's Oak Room and turned i t  in to a
respi te for  jump 'n '  

1 ive,  featur ing Count  Basie,  l l l ino is  Jacquet ,  L ionel
Hampton,  Ray Char les,  Sweets Edison,  Al  Grey,  J immy Scot t ,  and
many more legends and legendary s idemen.

Lenny worked wi th c lass ic  s inger  J immy Rossel l i  on Rossel l i 's

new book,  which deta i led h is  s inging career  and the muscl ing he
took-and gave back-to the mob. He hung with the Hamp. He pal'd
wi th J i l ly  Rizzo and put  together  a benef i t  for  h im af ter  J i l ly  d ied dr iv ing
his Jag.  Fr iends spared Frank the deta i ls  of  J i l ly 's  f iery demise.  St i l l .
Frank was never  the same wi thout  h is  number one pal .

Mr. Triola saw Sinatra sixty-five times-every Radio City show in
the '80s,  Carnegie Hal l ,  Nassau Col iseum, the Garden,  At lant ic  Ci ty-
wherever. lf Frank needed cigarettes or some Jack, Lenny was there.
Lenny laughs when he recal ls  seeing St ing,  James Taylor ,  and some
other rock star outside Frank's dressing room, nervously awaiting the
opportunity to genuflect. Frank told Lenny to tell the longhairs to cool
thei r  heels t i l l  Monday Night  Footbal l  was over .  Later ,  a  nervous l i t t le
g i r l  in  a sexy dress walked in.  "So you' re Madonna,"  Frank looks her
over .  He g ives her  a hug.  Af ter  a l l ,  she 's  a broad.  You got ta be n ice.

Those blue eyes shot through everybody they gazed upon. "lt 's

hard to believe a world without Frank," Lenny muses. "Jeez, what a
par ty  must  be going on up in  heaven wi th Dino,  Frank,  J i l ly ,  Basie,  and
Sammy-wow!"

Lenny has not  only  been responsib le for  br inging Tommy Mara
back to the fore (a long wi th Mara 's  manager,  the indomitable L ightn in
Harry) .  Mr.  Tr io la has a lso booked and pushed many other  s ingers of
today, doling out what really is today's music every bit as much as
rock is. We asked Lenny who to look for and he mentioned Tom
Post i l l io ,  Doug Ferony,  Joe Francis,  Cather ine Dupuis,  Michele
Anastasio,  and George Gee.

In case you don' t  know, gang,  work l ike th is  has i ts  rewards in  the
music,  the great  people,  and the great  t imes.  " l f  I  was in  i t  for  the
money, I 'd work Wall Street, not Swing Street," says Lenny. "lt 's been
a good twenty years of the booze, the swing, the saloons-the presi-
dent  of  some country should be so lucky!  I 'm lov in '  every note." '  .  '


