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Masterpieces from two giants of jazz.

J. ). JOHNSON’S SMALL GROUP RECORDINGS
THE COMPLETE COLUMBIA SHOWCASED HIS PLAYING, HIS COMPOSING, HIS MATURITY.

1.J. JOMNSON
SMALL GROUP SESSIONS For Mosaic, this set fills a gaping hole in our catalog. For the collector, these

must-have recordings capture Johnson when his playing ability was at its peak, his
compositional and arranging skills fully matured, in the setting — small groups —
that had first validated his worth.

The set includes music from the mid-"50s, when Johnson was signed to
Colombia. They include an all-star quartet featuring Tommy Flanagan, Paul
Chambers and Max Roach; two quintets, one version including Flanagan, tenor
saxophonist Bobby Jaspar and Elvin Jones, a second with Nat Adderley and Tootie
Heath; and a sextet with Clifford Jordan, Freddie Hubbard and Cedar Walton; plus
his last session for the label in 1961 with a quartet including Victor Feldman, Sam
Jones and Louis Hayes.

By the time these tunes were recorded, Johnson was downplaying his blazing
technical ability in favor of a more emotional and musical approach. In his writing,
he had perfected the an of scoring for singular musical voices. The box also
includes many pieces Johnson didn’t write, but as a composer could appreciate —
jazz tunes by Miles, Parker, Rollins, Monk and Ellington, and unusual and often-
overlooked standards by popular writers.

There are 93 selections, including five that appeared only on anthologies, and
16 that are previously unreleased. The booklet includes liner notes by Loren
Schoenberg and photographs from the original sessions. Mastered from the original
mono (1956-57), stereo (1957) and three-track (1958-61) tapes.

BILL EVANS LIVE AT THE VANGUARD —
SIXTEEN YEARS LATER, THE RUMORS WERE TRUE. Bt wc e AL

JUNE, 1980

It’s taken a long time for these recordings to finally appear. And they were worth
every minute of the wait.

Although the hip Village Vanguard crowd that heard these performances
considered them to be among Evans’ best ever, the record companies did not release
them at the time. Now, Bill Evans: The Final Village Vanguard Sessions - June, 1980
gives us all a chance to hear why fans were raving.

Evans’ personal approach to modern jazz makes him an essential link in the
chain from Bud Powell, Wynton Kelly and Lennie Tristano to the many musicians
Evans inspired, such as Herbie Hancock and Keith Jarrett. Performances by his
group made for fascinating rhythmic complexity, interplay and independence; he
even made familiar tunes new in ways their composers never imagined.

This set — on 10 Mosaic Q-LPs only — includes 58 selections, recorded over
three nights, remixed and presented in chronological order. (Most recordings from
the first night, and lesser third and fourth takes of some tunes, have been eliminated
for audio and/or musical reasons.)

Order now to secure your copy of what is sure to be a classic.

The Mosaic booklet also presents liner notes by Bob Blumenthal and an
appreciation by Harold Danke.

The Wamer Bros. CD version is available through Mosaic’s True Blue Music.
Call us for a True Blue catalog.

ANl Mosalc sets ore limited editions. Once sold we wil never moke them ovailable agein. Our sources are the originol mester fopes or discs. All rucords ere pressed on 100% virgia vinyl and endesed in specially imported Jopenese rice poper sheeves.
(Ds are produced from newly created digital mesters. Eoch of owr new releases comes pockoged in o sterdy box and comteis a lavish baoklet with comprabensive essays, newly reseorched discographies ond biographiss, plus rore photographs.
The identical dehuxe box ond booklel i inchuded with both our LP and CD sats. These defisiive collections ore aveilable by moit order only from Masekc Records.
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' L] MD7-16WMQ11-169 7CDs [11Q-LPs [Shipping Rates: | Usited | Conada Oversons I
The Columbia s$112 $165 States Surface® Airborne®®
I Name - 1J. Johneon I
Senall Group Sessions QLEe
I Address MQIO-171 wa | 10QLPs One Q-LPset | 3650 | $11.00 |$17.50 | s2400 I
. Bill Evans: $150 Each additional
l City __ State | The Final Village Vanguard Q-LP set 8225 [$850 |s11.00 | 8500 I
Zip Country Sessions-June, 1980 CDw
| . Ove CD set 8500 (8650 |ssso | s20.00 |
Daytime Phone __ _ Sub Total Each additional
l - CDset 8175|8350 |ss00 $5.00 l
0 Check/Money order payable to Mosaic Records Conn. residents add 69 sales tax _ +6-10 Wooks **Within 10 days
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Bob Haggart’s Swing Three:
Hag Leaps In
The legendary Bob Haggart’s first as a

leader in a long, long time and not only
does he leap in but he really swings as

well, with John Bunch on piano and
Bucky Pizzarelli on guitar.

AR/ARCD 19156

Dick CARry & Dick Cary and his Tuesday Night
T S Friends Playing
Dick Cary Originals

Dick Cary and his Tuesday Night
Friends, including Tommy Newsom,
Abe Most and Dave Koonse play a
musically sophisticated program of
Cary’s arrangements and original
compositions.

AR/ARCD 19132
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Dan Barrett - John Sheridan:
Two Sleepy People

Trombonist Dan Barrett and John
Sheridan, robust two-handed pianist
and arranger for Jim Cullum’s Jazz
Band, are never less than inspired in
duet performances covering a wide
range of material and moods.

AR/ARCD 19116

VISA, MasterCard and Discover accepted. Free catalog: Arbors Records,
1700 McMullen Booth Rd. Suite C-3, Clearwater, FL 34619

Toll free: (800) 2991930 Fax: (813) 724-1745 e-mail mrd@gate.net
Intemet: http://www.arborsjazz.com

= Exclusive distribution by Allegro. Toll free: (800) 288-2007
ARl  Fax: (503) 257-9061

Ruby Braff and Dick
Hyman: Play Nice Tunes

A major jazz event
celebrating two of the
greatest musicians of our
time in relaxed and tuneful
performances of some of
their favorite jazz classics.

AR/ARCD 19141
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Joel Helleny: Lip Service

Joel Helleny, an astonishing
trombone player who brings
a vast, roomy imagination
and great melodic gift to his
music, leads a sparkling,
swinging hand-picked group,
featuring Richard Wyands
on piano.

ARCD 19161 (CD only)
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Spirits Rejoice
ALBERT

the hero of the New Wave in Jazz. He had

played with Ornette Coleman and influenced
John Coltrane. He had already made his classic
recordings for ESP, the idiosyncratic outlet for the
new music started by lawyer Bernard Stollman, and
had dismayed the jazz establishment by playing music
which Down Beat claimed ‘bore little resemblance to
any other jazz, past or present’. His fragmented
themes based on New Orleans marches and the
unusual sounds he got out of his horn were anathema
to listeners reared on the rigours of bebop, yet his
music, with its deeply spiritual character and
emphasis on free collective improvisation, moved a younger generation
of listeners in the same way as his revolutionary forebears Armstrong,
Parker and Coleman had done in previous times. Extraordinary works
such as Spiritual Unity, Bells and Spirits Rejoice! appealed to a human
need in many who heard them. As time went on, his methodology was
recognized to be following a theme that runs throughout the music of
New World Africans: the collective rejoicing to the spirits.

T hirty years ago, saxophonist Albert Ayler was

When I met Albert in New York in September 1966, he told me
something about the spiritual nature of his music. He spoke of a
conscious rejection of musical orthodoxies and anticipated a growing
openness to free improvisation. He came to see me at the Greenwich
Village apartment where I was staying, accompanied by his trumpeter
brother Donald. I remember the saxophonist being soft-spoken and
slightly detached, Donald nervous and erratic; both men were polite and
neatly dressed in matching green Italian cut suits. They had spent most
of that summer at home with their parents in Cleveland, having had no
steady work since a gig at Slug’s Saloon on the lower East side four
months earlier. There had been a couple of concert appearances but no
money to speak of; now they were staying with an aunt in Harlem.
Albert’s first European tour with his own group, just a few weeks away,
was yet to be finalized.

At the time, I interviewed the brothers out of interest as a journalist
rather than with the enthusiasm of a fan. Eventually I would come to
admire Albert Ayler as the last major jazz visionary, but in 1966 1 was yet
to grasp what his music was about. An edited version of the interview
appeared in the British Jazz Monthly, but like most journalists in those
days, I did not keep the tape. Recently I found my longhand transcript
and was surprised to see how much this differed from what was
published. Albert died in 1970, his body found in New York’s East River
on November 25. In what would have been his 61st year, I present the
original version together with several photographs taken on the day of
the interview, the majority previously unseen. Val Wilmer
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| ALBERT & DONALD AYLER |

Reconstruction of longhand transcript of an
interview with the Ayler brothers recorded by Val
Wilmer in September 1966 at 61 Horatio St., New
York City (original tape no longer exists)

Extracts printed in Wilmer, Valerie: “Ayler: Mystic
Tenor With a Direct Hotline to Heaven?” Melody
Maker (London) (October 15, 1966). First
published in edited form as “Albert and Don Ayler
talk to Valerie Wilmer” in Jazz Monthly (St
Austell, England) (December 1966). This version
published in French in Jazz Magazine (Paris)
September 1996.

ALBERT AYLER: I was born July 13,
1936 in Cleveland, Ohio. I started
playing very young. I would say {that
this was] like a rebellion of my
father’s spirit. He had played
saxophone and violin since he had
been a small child. He didn’t get a
chance to travel that much and he got
married and so there I was. He taught
for three years. When I was small I
wanted to go out and play with the
kids but actually it was [like] him
[who was) practicing. So from the age
of ten to 17, 18, I studied at Benny
Miller’s Academy — he played with
Charlie Parker and Diz — [and] I
played in school bands. Our father has
helped my brother and myself quite a
bit through our musical career: always
pushing, trying to make something
out of his sons.



Interview & Photography by VA L WI LM ER September, 1966

When I was small my father would
listen a lot to Lester [Young] so I guess
I grew up under that. Wardell Gray
and Charlie Parker, and [he also
listened to] Freddie Webster, the
trumpet player from Cleveland who
only had a few chances to record —
actually he was one of the best
players that ever lived. And Clifford
Brown: it was too bad about him.
But even when they pass away,
somebody else will come along
who'll be playing the true message
from their heart. It’s just like the
person is still here and it’s one
continual flowing thing.

I actually started playing Rhythm
and Blues. [ played with Little Walter
and his Jukes. I traveled with him but
that life was quite hard for

me ‘cause | was like 15 years old

and it was traveling in the
Summertime. The manner of living
was quite different, [it was] hard.
[We'd] drink real heavy and play

real hard. [We'd be] traveling all day
and finally arrive and take out our
horns and play. It wasn’t for me so I
had to think of a way out. But that
was part of the development and I
think that this was very important in
my musical career, being out there
amongst those really deep-rooted
people.

So I played like that for two Summers
and [did] a little bit with [singer]
Lloyd Price. Then after I finished High
School I had to think of a different
way to get myself together. I stayed
around town to decide what I wanted
to do, [whether to] get a family or
what. I didn't have much money nor
did my parents, so at the age of 22 1
had to go to the army. So that’s what
carried me through to where I'm at,
But I always could play standard
music, even without [written]) music. I
just used to hear the tune and I could

play it.

But Rhythm and Blues, how could you
miss that? You had to have that to
have what we have now. The past is
also the present. It’s actually all the
same spirit, and it’s [only] just [now]
at its end.

Do you think Rhythm and Blues and the
avant garde have the same feeling?

DONALD AYLER: It's a living feeling.
Most of the kids are looking for a
living spirit to get the vibrations and
Rhythm and Blues has a type of
exciting vibrations which we have in
other forms. [When it comes to
music], we can’t limit our minds to
this or that [race]. We’re musicians
doing a duty.

A A:In the army I had a chance to
play concert music for seven hours a
day and after that I just had time out
for myself. So 1 began to take certain
scales and to try and do something
different. 1 would play them real fast
and I would play trills (?) and
different things, trying to get a new
way to play the music that could be
my own. Certain progressions and so
forth, I'd look into this. I always had
thought of the music even when I was
small. I'd be playing a ballad and my
father would say ‘Get back to that
music, stop playing that nonsense!’ |
knew there was something [else]
there. I'd be standing in a corner just
playing, trying to communicate with a
spirit that I knew nothing about at
that particular age.

I suggested that New Orleans music had
something in common with the avant
garde.

A A : Yes, collective improvisation
which was a thing of rejoicing
collectively to the spirits — or a
prayer. And it’s happening more and
more.

[How do you feel about playing creative
music as opposed to more] commercial
sounds, pop [music or whatever]?

A A : America should give their artists
more respect because it just doesn’t
make sense. In Europe everyone's
talking about me. They can’t be
wrong.

D A : They have antiquated minds and
their imaginations are very slow as far
as those who are creating around [are
concerned]. And they wouldn’t know

exactly who's who until they read
about it. They can’t hear it.

Don’t you think that jazz should be
entertainment?

A A : No, our music is pure art. Like
I'm moving, I'm creating the truth.
I'm not trying to entertain people, I'm
playing the truth for those who can
listen. I realize that not everybody is
capable of listening to real beauty.
Real beauty is beyond most people,
it’s only for a select few. I'm hoping
in the future that more people will
listen. They’ll have to attune
themselves to the truth. It’s getting
rather late now, I've been feeling the
spirit for a number of years now and I
see a lot of people, they’ve come from
all over. It has changed so much from
when Ornette Coleman started, this
playing around the beat which is neo-
avant garde music. This beat will be
eliminated.

D A: I think the most important thing
is for people’s imagination to be
enlarged. And that gives a meaning to
life. So all they have to do is accept a
certain amount of beauty and they’ll
get more meaning out of their life.
Only a fool — or let’s say someone
that is very unwise — would eliminate
it from their mind.

You can’t think of your music as being
entertainment?

A A : I couldn’t say that [But] I'd say
Archie Shepp was playing
entertainment. It’s like when they
hear my group they’d hear something
completely fresh, it’s completely
different. Those old standard tunes
have to be eliminated — but it’s
beautiful if a man can do this and
play a little bit of Duke, a little bit of
everybody. This is something of an
achievement and I could understand
that.

Do you ever listen to any of the earlier
jazz?

A A: [ prefer to listen to classical

music, not so much of the older jazz.
The ghetto life and all that, that has

CODA 5



something to do with [that] music,
that is the suffering: When one really
suffers, that’s like being without
anything. I've made eight records now

complete life like that, just humming
tunes, writing tunes and just being
away from everything... If | could do

this_this would just-carry-me back-te

why I have to leave {the country]
just like I had to leave in 1964 when
Don Cherry, [Gary] Peacock and

£ AL -

and I don’t have any money or
anything, and the people I've made
records for, they don’t send me
royalty statements. But (I knew what [
was doing when [ recorded]. 1 felt my
art was so important I had to get it
out. Most musicians had begged me,
like Cecil Taylor and other musicians
begged me not to make records for
Bernard Stollman, that it would be a
bad deal. But at that time I was
musically out of this world and I knew
I had to play this music for the
people.

Can you ever expect to make a living out
of music that you admit is not
entertainment?

D A : Entertainment music is part of
the past. Everyone in the world is
waiting for something new, anyway.
They’re looking for more than
entertainment and this is the thing
that is going to be able to exist in the
world. I think now the world is ready
for a creative mind, plus the
understanding behind that mind also.
So that would bring about more
understanding and none of that
limited feeling of colour — ‘this’,
‘that’, pink, blue or green. We need
creative minds and I think that the
music we're making is [as] dynamic
and free as the music of the East.

A A : And that’s about the freest thing
that’s going. I thought that Coltrane
was going in this direction: to play a
prayer.

Are you religious?

A A : 1 used to be a Baptist and go to
the Sanctified Church, but my music
is seeming to be the thing for me
now. I’'m not saying that it’s my
religion, but this is the thing that
keeps me alive. But I must play music
that’s beyond this world and that’s
why I have a violin [Michel Samson]
playing with me now because I feel
he’s part of it.

If I can just hum my tunes and say,
live like [Thelonious] Monk and live a

6 CODA

like where I came from. And that’s all
I'm asking for in life. I don’t think
you can ask for more than that, than
just to be along and create from what
God give [you], ‘cause I'm actually
getting my lessons now from God. I've
been through all the other things and
I'm trying to find more and more
peace all the time.

But your music doesn’t sound as though
it has much peace in it !

A A : Well, that had been like the
earlier records you've heard.
Everybody has a different meaning of
peace and that scream that I was
playing was peace at that time
because whatever was inside of me,
something was happening to me

that I did not know exactly what it
was. America was going through such
a big change and 1'd been travelling
all over, seen it all, and I had to play
this out of me. But now it’s peaceful,
it's like a silent scream.

American-minded people are not
listening to music any more and that'’s

o ®
8 »

one-way ticket and I had a gig in
Denmark but I had to leave America.
And we wanted to leave to give
some of our love to someone who
would really sit and listen and be
quiet.

i At = 0

To me there’s only one emotional
level in your music; you don’t relax.

I feel that you should have
more than one level and
convey more than one
emotion.

A A : At that time that was
the way it had to go, but
the music I'm playing now
is completely different.
Artists... Just like Coltrane:
he had played a long time
ago with Johnny Hodges,
then he left and played
with Miles. But he had to
go through these things
and become peaceful just
two or three times. You
have to make changes in
life just like dying and
being born again,
artistically speaking. You
become very [old], then
you grow up and listen and
grow young again.

DA: I'll be24in
October. I started off on
alto at 13 and had been
watching my brother pretty close
and recognised a long time ago his
ability on his instrument. When

he came from the Service, I had
switched to trumpet because I liked
the personal range. So I listened

to his music and the profound
statements that he had made in it. |
could not really understand why the
people of the world had not been able
to hear this.

[A discussion followed about music
promoters who make money out of the
artist while the artist stays poor.
Speaking from the viewpoint of a
musician who, having made eight records
has no money in his pocket, Albert
said...]



A A : If two musicians meet in New
York, he'll ask you for money before
you ask him!

[I'd suggested that in Albert’s and
other such cases, either promotion was
inadequate or the record company
uninterested in showing a profit].

D A : Perhaps they think he [Albert’s]
someone who's going to drop off on
‘the way. But it’s not going to be that
way and I think they’ve recognized
this. But yet there’s a few artists here
in America who haven'’t given up the
idea that they will be able to live off
real musicians, the real creators. If you
stop an artist somewhere down the
line when you know that he’s
growing... after a while everybody
wakes up to the fact that you have let
the man go.

What are you going to do, Albert, if
people don’t like your music?

A A : They will. That’s no problem any
longer. People are coming from every
direction and appreciation of the
truth is just a matter of time. I said it
would be like two years before I would
be on top of the whole thing. And it
looks like everything is holding true.
The rest of the world seems to follow
America for some strange reason that I
have never been able to find out.
Money, maybe. You try to eliminate
that [factor] but it’s there all the time.

Do you feel mature in your playing?

A A : I feel very happy now the way
it’s going. I'm playing a silent scream.
In classical music there always was a
certain amount of peace there. It's the
way you can get your music together
that’s the most important thing. The
form in free-form is the hardest thing
to do — not just one thing, one
scream for ever and ever.

And what exactly is the form in the free-
form?

A A : Take like myself: I like folk
music, march music and so forth,
certain tunes. You have to build a solo
around something. Just like before
when I was playing with Peacock and
Sunny, Peacock would play the head

and it was just pure improvising. This
was the last stage of playing together.
Most people would have actually
thought this impossible, but it
actually happened.

Different folk songs would be there
back in my head and New Orleans
marches would come to me, and this
way I'm trying to form my own music.
Always a person should have a thing
to go by. It can’t be one thing any
more, any one emotional level, but at
that time [when the trio recorded] we
was just playing and there weren’t too
many who could do that. Now they
have come to that: just open up and
start playing.

How is your music related to
conventional techniques [of
improvisation]?

A A : There are certain tunes and
certain parts where the harmony is
required of the musicians who are
playing, but in actual fact we can get a
divine harmony or a divine rhythm
that would be beyond what they used
to call ‘harmony’. It’s a spiritual
dimension.

But how can you talk about music in
terms other than those that exist?

A A : That's been the thing, [the
problem], all the time. But look at
America: the whole thing is changing
around. What once was is not any
more. Everybody has studied but most
people are playing what they have
learned, they haven’t taken it
anywhere else. It’s like when Monk
was playing. No-one liked him, but he
was playing what he had learned in
those days and playing it his way,
justifying himself through his
instrument.

D A: I think that all artists are just
visitors to life.

A A : But the artist’s artist is the one
we're looking for now.

How do you feel about being told you
couldn’t draw a big audience?

A A : Well, that would be alright
because I'd know whoever would

come to listen would be happy. [They
think of the way the music used to be)
but this is what they don’t under-
stand, that the artist’s artist never
stands still. The way the music was
happening before, we were on a differ-
ent plateau. Now it’s peaceful and |
know that if [people] were to hear
now what I’'m doing now, they would
be peaceful. They would be hypnotized.
What I'm playing today is peace.

After I made Ghosts and Spiritual
Unity 1 would send albums to
Coltrane to help give him the direct-
ion because he’s a spiritual brother.
He’s one that can really hear music,
all different kinds. And after I sent
him those records, the next thing I
heard was Ascension. It was beautiful,
everything was building.

What is the origin of ‘screaming’ — are
you screaming at, or about, something?

A A : We're just screaming about life in
different channels. The true artist feels the
vibrations of what he is living around.
This has held true all through the past. It
goes beyond the ‘system’. A man who’s
creating doesn’t have time to hate.

Do you think that everything being
created today is [equally] valid?

-
A A : Definitely not. A lot of musicians
are playing music that they’re not sure
of and they’re not together. They run
out of things to say on their instru-
ments or they say too much.

Can you imagine playing your music in a
big band?

A A : Yes, you never can tell where it
can go from here. Maybe in ten years
time, if I won’t do it, somebody else
will. You’ll have a big band playing a
silent scream. You'll have to have all
the men thinking alike so they can
play together. Some of the young cats
are so bothered with what they have
to say that they don’t listen to the
man that’s sitting next to them — and
the rest of the group. On Spiritual
Unity we weren't playing, we were
listening to each other! The most
important thing is to stay in tune
with each other, but it takes spiritual
people to do this. O
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Kenny Barron

'KENNY BARRON |

he third time, ‘tis said, is propitious.

Which is a good thing because that
ancient adage stood in good stead when a
mix-up almost threw a meeting with Kenny

Barron out of happening. He was a

WO VIEWS

From Interviews With

JERRY D'SOUZA

gentleman about the episode. When we did meet, a long standing
suspicion was confirmed. He is a gentle man as well.

The first time I saw Barron was in the early eighties. He was holding a
workshop as part of Chico Freeman’s band and the impression he created
that day was indelible. The second time was in 1988 where he led Eddie
Henderson, Ben Riley, John Stubblefield and Buster Williams in a
scintillating performance even if he had to use a piano that oft tried to sing
it’s own tune. And then he was in Toronto for a stint at the Montreal Bistro!

Barron has been playing professionally
since he was 14. His first exposure was
in the band led by his brother Bill.
Being at that impressionable age, did
Bill have an influence on his playing?

“Not really,” he smiles. "Not in my
playing and in my style. My influences
are Tommy Flanagan and Hank Jones.
But he did in other ways, like in a
harmonic sense. A lot of his original
music which [ had a chance to play
was very unusual. It leaned a little
more towards, | won'’t say avant garde,
but in that direction. Harmonically, he
certainly had an influence on me.
Even though I've been typecast as a
bebop pianist, I think I am able to do
other things because I did that with
him.”

Having heard him play Monk with a
strong understanding and a natural
empathy, the next question was
natural.

“Oh certainly! He influenced me a lot!
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I didn't get to hear him live until I
moved to New York. The first time was
in the sixties when 1 was with Dizzy
Gillespie but we would run into each
other on the road.”

All however, did not come out of
Monk. Like the name Sphere, for his
band. “It’s interesting because when
we were forming a band we needed a
name. | had come up with other
names like Circle. But I remembered
that there was a band called Circle
with Chick Corea. So I said what
about Sphere? Oh yeah, unbeknownst
to me that was Monk’s middle name.
Charlie Rouse was in the band and we
decided to concentrate on Monk’s
music, not exclusively, but a lot of it
and with unusual arrangements.
There was a connection but purely by
chance!”

When Barron was 19 he began playing
with Dizzy Gillespie and to hear him
tell it, that was quite an experience.
So let him.

“It was definitely a challenge playing
with Dizzy especially at 19! We didn’t
rehearse for the first gig I had with
him. I remember that, in the car going
to the gig, the bass player and
drummer were telling me how the
tunes went. I was trying to remember
all the stuff. But it worked out. I think
I learned the music that way — by
remembering how the tunes went —
learning it by ear. The music was
challenging. It was arranged so the
quintet sounded almost like a big
band. The only time we rehearsed was
for a recording session.

“There wasn’t a lot of freedom but at
that time I didn’t care. I just wanted to
be there. 1 was with Dizzy Gillespie! |
was just soaking up all the stuff. As
time went by I felt 1 wanted to play
more. Solo space was limited and that
started to bother me. And Dizzy being
Dizzy, whenever I soloed it was time
for him to clown. The pianist was
playing. Which was okay (at first) but
after a while it was time to move on.”

Move he did, right into Freddie
Hubbard’s band. If Dizzy was “pretty
straight up and down” then Hubbard
provided a new dimension in concept
which was lapped by the young
pianist.

“Jumping into the band with Freddie
was kind of wild. We could go across



the history of jazz stylistically in the
space of one tune. That was a great
experience for me.”

With Yusef Lateef some of the
wildness may have gone out the
window but Barron still recalls how
loose the band was. “I could have
played with my feet if I wanted to!” he
says and appends it with a smile.

Typecasting comes easily. Barron was
no exception when it came to fitting a
mould over his style. For him it was a
case of being “a bebop pianist”. Okay,
so was this set off because he played
with Gillespie?

“I don’t think it came because of that.
Most of the players I've played with
have obviously been influenced by
that style. That is my style if [ am
playing with those kind of players. But
if I am playing with Ornette Coleman,
just as an example, I think I could fit
in there as well. Most of the work I
have done has been in the straight
ahead vein and I think that is one
reason I have been typecast. I am
starting to try and move out of that.”

Barron has the versatility to cast his
creativity into any shape.
Consider his album Sambao on which
he used Brazilian rhythms. He is
comfortable in the idiom and the
album has enough shining moments
to make it highly palatable.

“I've always liked music from other
parts of the world - Brazilian, Latin,
Japanese, Indian which I studied for a
while. I've always had a thing for
Brazilian music. The rthythms and the
way the harmonies move are
entrancing. I'd like to do another
album using all Brazilian musicians.
One of the good things about Sambao
was that it was all original music
which was great for me.”

Barron had Toninho Horta, Nico
Assumpcao and Mino Cinelu on
Sambao. Cinelu and he “turned on the
tape and played acoustic piano and
percussion. It worked so well that it
planted a seed.” That seed led to their
current collaboration Swamp Sally.

Barron says that the idea for the
recording was basically Cinelu’s. But
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he had long been fascinated by Cinelu
right from the time he first saw him
perform in Nice.

“I was with Stan Getz and he was with
Miles. I was backstage watching him
and I was fascinated! He could put
things in the right places and he
seemed to be doing a hundred things
at once and they all fit!”

Barron confesses that when Cinelu
presented him with the idea, he did
not know what to expect. “Perhaps he
wanted to do a whole album with
acoustic piano and percussion. But he
had some other things in mind using
computer overdubs and keyboards. 1
had never worked like that. We did a
lot of pre-production work in his
apartment. We played live against that
in the studio”

Computers can bring in a cold,
impersonal presence to a recording.
Was Barron comfortable with that
possibility?

“I'm not against computer patching”,
he answers. “I don’t know whether I
would like to do an entire record like
that. Mino did a lot of different
things, it was really varied. Besides
percussion, he played guitar and sang.

“I think a lot of people when they see
my name, expect a certain kind of
thing and this record isn’t what they
normally expect. One of the things
that may happen is that it may bring
in a lot of new listeners. It was a good
experience. We are hoping to do
another one, I don’t know when. I
don’t know whether it will be a duo
recording or whether we’ll add more
players. We’ll see.”

While Swamp Sally is in a way, a
departure for Barron, the whole album
churns and stirs the senses. The tunes
are well crafted and each of the players
brings in a resourcefulness that while,
dazzling, never closes out the
emotional punch. Their duo outing
Simple Thoughts is a languid, fetching
tune with Barron in delectable touch
as Cinelu sketches lines that fill the
body beautifully. Barron’s artistry
shines on the winsome Shibui and the

title cut has a lilting swing. Barron
plays the piano, yes, but he also plays
the bass.

“I studied bass when I was in high
school. I played in a symphony
orchestra made up of all the best high
school musicians in the city’s high
school orchestras. I don't play it now.
I don’t even own one. I had to borrow
a bass from one of my student’s for the
recording!”

Barron and Cinelu intend doing a
festival tour in the summer of 1997
with just acoustic piano and
percussion. Barron also plays every
alternate year in Japan at what is
called “One Hundred Golden Fingers”.
The next one, in 1997, will mark his
fifth appearance.

“The first had Tommy Flanagan, Barry
Harris, Junior Mance, Cedar Walton,
John Lewis and Hank Jones among the
performers. [ think they have decided
on some of the younger players for
1997. Mulgrew Miller and Renee
Rosnes will be there.”

Barron is comfortable in almost any
setting. The almost underlines his
nervousness in playing solo. “You're up
there by yourself and if something
happens you can’t blame anybody else,”
he laughs. “You’re kind of naked and
exposed and that really is a challenge.”

There is another problem which has
nothing to do with the musicians
around him or the lack thereof. It is
the piano. The mind goes back to 1988
and the dud note Barron plunked. He
remembers the night and smiles at the
thought.

“I was trying to make the best of a bad
situation. The piano was atrocious.
There was a note that was really out and
I was trying to use it to my advantage."

Barron has faced the same situation
elsewhere. “It can be the same in the
west where one can't use a piano
because it is meant for classical music.
I never understood that. I was doing a
concert in the Caribbean and the
piano was not so good. Then I found
out that they had a Steinway which
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was gorgeous! I inquired about that
and they said that the piano was for
concerts. That's what [ was playing, a
concert! Now I fight it. I won’t accept

other things like composing and
practicing. I haven’t practiced for
20 years, | mean really sat down and
practiced. I just don’t have the time.

“It was a pluralistic example of what
my aesthetic was. People could see a
lot of different ideas in one piece. It

was a challenge to-create-a-prece-based

that kind of attitudeFhere-are
powerful pieces in classical music like
Chopin’s Revolutionary Etude. I'm not
going to play any harder than that.
I’'m not a hard player in any case.”

Barron has to balance live appear-
ances and recording with his calling
as a teacher. “I love teaching,” he
says. I don’t travel during the school
year unless something really big
comes along. If that happens | get a
replacement. I try to have someone
who is really good. Mulgrew Miller
has subbed for me, so has Joanne
Brackeen. That's how I manage to
work it out. The only downside is that
it doesn’t give me much time for

Butr T IooKing at retirement from
teaching. I’ve been teaching for 23
years. I'll do 25 and pass it on to
someone else.”

That day is not too far off and Rutgers
University will be the poorer without
him. But even as some good things
come to an end others will take their
place. He'll get the time to practice.
Wouldn't that be a wow given how
masterful his sense of dynamics and
harmonies already are without that
professed lack of attention to his craft?
And it will leave him more time to
compose tunes that stir the senses. Per-
haps best of all he won't have to wait
six years to come back to Toronto. O

| ANTHONY DAVIS |

September 28, 1986. A day etched in the memory and in the annals of
time. The day X : The Life And Times Of Malcolm X premiered at the
New York City Opera. The day when the doors to perception opened wide
and revealed an exciting new talent in American Opera — Anthony Davis.

Anthony Davis had meshed jazz and
classical music and the praise poured
in, from critics and other viewers.

For Davis, however, the involvement
came on a dual plane — the emotional
and the musical. His father, Professor
Charles T. Davis moved by the
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assassination of Malcolm X and
Martin Luther King, had instituted
the African-American studies program
at Penn State University. His brother
Christopher suggested the story.

As for the musical connection, let
Davis have his say.

on American stories, particularly when
dealing with a controversial figure!
Besides, it was musically based on the
theory that jazz and classical elements
could be fused and, yes, that it would
work as a dramatic piece. I think there
is a crying need to create American
opera that is separated from European
opera. I am really proud of that. For
me it was my first opera, my first step
in working in that form. It was a
period of self discovery and I could
incorporate my influences of the past
like Mingus and Ellington.”

As a child, Davis had studied classical
piano and had also listened to the
music of Billie Holiday, Art Tatum,
Errol Garner and Ellington. But it was
Monk who turned on the switch and
led Davis to improvising on the piano.
A few years down the line, Davis
joined the Association for the
Advancement of Creative Musicians
(AACM) and then went on to play
with Anthony Braxton, Leo Smith and
David Murray among others.

It was at the AACM that Davis found
an “open-ended view of improvis-
ation.” That was not enough to ignite
his imagination and “new ideas” were
always creeping into his compositions.

“I began to be intrigued by
composition as a structure. The two
became more and more interesting to
me and so, rather than write pieces for
improvisers that were highly
structured, | began to write structured
pieces that could incorporate
improvisation. I began making that
leap. It was not a giant leap but, in a
sense, it crossed over to other types of
situations. I began to recondition my
work for ensembles, chamber music
and orchestras and to translate my
musical language for players who do
not necessarily speak in the jazz
tradition.”

Opera and the combination of drama
and music fascinated his muse. Not
content to float and pick within the
European tradition, he focused on
American musical forms and in
particular his experience. in jazz.



“In my own mind I don’t separate the
musics the way others do. To me it is a
continuous development. Whether it
is more structured or involves
classically trained artists or improv-
isers, it all serves a musical goal.”

Davis stops, ponders and continues to
light the way. “We suffer from too
many periods, the idea that there is
too much identity tied up in one kind
of music or the other. To me the two
have been intertwined since the
beginning of this century. If you look
at the development of European music
in the classical tradition from 1900
onwards, it has been influenced by
every major development in African-
American music. Similarly, I think jazz
has always had a fascination for the
harmonic structure of classical music
whether it be the sonorities of Ravel or
Debussy or Stravinsky. I am excited
about defining an American music
that keeps away from the apartheid
that plagues our culture by saying this
is your music, keep away from
everything else. There was a time
when it worked in the direction of
classical musicians and it was not a
situation for me to be involved in.”

There are other forms of music that are
finding their way into the expanse of
jazz, like hip-hop and rap. Would he
be incorporating these elements and
blur more distinctions?

“That is an interesting thought. I was
interested in rap and hip-hop in some
way, but I still haven’t incorporated it.
I am interested in the repetition of
words and the rhythmic pattern of
language. It is interesting to look at
the idea of speech rhythm and how to
use it. I am not one of those who
decries rap and feel that it betrays
music. The only thing that troubles
me about it, is the sampling and the
idea that there is no sense of
ownership, that they can just borrow a
track from John Coltrane or Herbie
Hancock and use that as a background.
I think we have generally crossed
musical lines. That can be seen in jazz
practice today. There are some players
who think it is reminiscent to play in
the manner of Clifford Brown or Lee
Morgan whereas in my generation it
was much more appropriate to voice
original ideas.”

Davis’ musical interests are not
confined to jazz and classical
music. It seeps into the music of
other countries dipping into the spark
and rhythm of Ghana, India and
Indonesia, pulling out the intricacies,
blending them into the art form of
European and American opera,
leading to an amalgam that is R
startling in its intensity, palpitating
in its emotional swell.

While merging different concepts of
the “language of music” like the
Indonesian wayang form with
German composition practice, Davis
uses his learning of the Carnatic
music of South India for much of his
rhythmic approach.

“The music taught me a lot about
structure, of how I could create forms
out of rhythm. I studied mridangam
(a percussion instrument) and also
how to use meters like 5/8 and 6/8, to
expand and use long forms. It filtered
into my music of the late seventies
and the eighties. It taught me how to
think rhythmically and how rhythm
creates forms.”

Even as rhythms dance in his head,
Davis probes ways of incorporating
his themes in different contexts. Take
his series of work called Wayang.
Wayang Il which was first performed
in 1978 was extended for his octet
Episteme in 1981. Wayang IV was a
solo piano piece before Davis
restructured it into the opera Under
The Double Moon which he recorded
with Jay Hoggard. And there was
Middle Passage first commissioned by
pianist Ursula Oppens. It now finds
its way into his opera called Amistad
which deals with a rebellion on a
slave ship and was inspired by the
poem Middle Passage by Robert
Hayden.

“The poem deals not only with a
rebellion on this ship in 1839, but
also with what happened on other
slave ships. It is a very beautiful
poem, one of the great poems in
American literature. The music will be
classical in the sense that it is written
for an orchestra. But there will be
improvisation, choirs of singers, jazz
elements that are not nailed to the
period and elements of the blues.”

Davis has also been captivated by
science fiction. Intrigued by allegorical
stories, the magical and the eerie,

he reveals that his initial idea for
opera was to “create science fiction

for opera. I am still interested in that
and will write a science fiction opera
in the future.”

That future may be hazy right now
but Maps has already embodied the
metaphorical. The work has three
movements: Timothy Island, The Ghost
Factory and Planet J.

“Maps was suggested by my son
Timothy. He was nine years old,”

he says with a smile. “Timothy Island
was an imaginary creation. Ghost
Factory was based on a painting that
Timothy did. It shows what happens
when one dies. A body goes through
a factory and the bones are separated
from the spirit. At the end of the
assembly line there are ghosts. It is
eerie, but it looks like a map of what
happens after death. I found that very
interesting. It is a lot of fun doing
something like that.”

The surreal air that sat on the edge of
black comedy was the inspiration for
Tania based on the Patty Hearst
kidnapping. He was also drawn to
the ambiguity and the switch of
identities between the two. “It was a
transformation story just like Malcolm
X" he says, “but Malcolm X was a
heroic story”. At the end of it all,
Tania gave Davis the strongest jazz
base of all his operas.

Davis also has a lot of fun filling his
compositions with complex time
signatures. Wouldn’t his music be
more accessible if he had fewer meter
changes? The laugh comes again and
his answer is direct.

“There are different ways of
presenting rhythm, but the nature of
a notation is to present a hierarchy of
rhythm. I guess I like the idea of
adding an eighth note. I am
fascinated by irregular rhythms and
in particular by prime numbers.

I am drawn to having a beat turn
around.

*That’s how I hear music. I seldom
hear things in 4/4.” O
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Cats think on their feet. That’s
always been a big part of this
music’s appeal — so much dancing

on tightropes — but the latest box of
wonders dispatched from Coda West
is especially valuable for its productive
risks, and spurs the hyperbolic mind
to thoughts of a finer intelligence in
the brewing. The old symbiotic
relationship between composing

and improvising seems increasingly
moot. A Dutch ensemble called it
‘instant composing,’ and hearing the
earliest Duke Ellington sides you know
that’s not a new thing, but it’s
growing. Proper, then, to begin with
Myra Melford.

The pianist credits improvisation as a
major influence behind the works on
The Same River, Twice. The cobra
could well be another. The music
snakes like that, winding at its own
pace, pensive and alluring, then
suddenly snapping around a new idea
worth absorbing. Melford isn’t new to
this, as her Hat Art recordings (Alive in
the House of Saints and Even the
Sounds Shine) confirm, but here it
feels, well, more organic.
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e Myra Melford « THE SAME RIVER, TWICE » Gramavision GCD 79513

¢ John Lindberg/Albert Mangelsdorff/Eric Watson/Ed Thigpen
RESURRECTION OF A DORMANT SOUL e Black Saint 120172-2

e Marion Brown ¢ PORTO NOVO e Black Lion BLCD 760200

e Elton Dean/Joe Gallivan/Brian Cuomo
THE ORIGIN OF MAN ¢ No-Budget Records NB 102

e Thomas Chapin Trio Plus Strings
HAYWIRE ¢ Knitting Factory Works KFW 176

e Dennis Warren’s Full Metal Revolutionary Jazz Ensemble

WATCH OUT! ¢ Accurate AC 5017

e Joe Rosenberg’s Affinity with Buddy Collette

A TRIBUTE TO ERIC DOLPHY e« Music & Arts CD 939
e Mitch Seidman « ANTS IN A TRANCE e Brownstone BRCD 9603
¢ Michael Moore/Gerry Hemingway/Marilyn Crispell

MGM TRIO ¢ Ramboy 09

Her quintet is exquisitely balanced.
Erik Friedlander’s cello, Dave Douglas’
trumpet and Chris Speed’s tenor
saxophone and B-flat clarinet merge
and split with ease. Drummer Michael
Sarin is on top of everything. Melford
herself is some kind of story-teller at
the piano; in the introduction to Crush
she moves from the concert hall to the
pool room in one flourish. The Large
Ends The Way closes with an
astonishing mix of game plans and
splendid deviations.

Resurrection Of A Dormant Soul
reunites bassist John Lindberg,
trombonist Albert Mangelsdorff,
pianist Eric Watson and drummer Ed
Thigpen in a bristling four-way
quartet that celebrates the individual
and also the subsuming that turns
distinctive soloists into alloyed team
players. Bits leak out, nonetheless,
with Mangelsdorff digging into the
signature multiphonics in Birds Of A
Feather, Watson recalling his exper-
ience in classical rigours with the
punishing riff in Quartet Pluckin’, and
so forth — all this in a program that
favours swinging tunes you can hum.

Lindberg has the trenchant tread you
expect from the best bassists. Sliding
in cool and fat on the opening, title,
track, he's everywhere and in the best
way. For kicks, check out Thigpen’s
cheerful E.T.P., where Lindberg

switches instantly from fingers to
bow. Mangelsdorff relives his own
wide compass, going back to the
Tricky Sam Nanton growls in Birds Of
A Feather. Smart programming gives
every writer a chance and keeps the
spirit level high.

he free thing from the ’60s is still

too raw for reclamation, but
provocative documents continue to
surface. Porto Novo expands on a 1967
session by altoist Marion Brown with
Maarten van Regterren Altena (to use
his full name) and Han Bennink with
20 minutes of a 1970 duet meeting
with trumpeter Leo Smith, and offers a
variegated declamation of freedom.

Brown himself is in supple form
throughout. A hint of advocate
Ornette Coleman'’s elastic blues is
evident, especially in Similar Limits,
which has that same buoyant but
lonely feel, but if comparisons are
necessary, think of Jackie McLean’s
citric economy of means applied to a
more free-ranging style. Some
ferocious blasts in Improvisation are
more commanding, but the thoughtful
flow of ideas in Sound Structure is more
telling. Bennink gives it some, and
then some, but the estimable Altena is
rather under recorded.

And Then They Danced and Rhythmus
No. 1 are basically improvisations on
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short themes, with Brown and Smith
moving through celeste, drums,
percussion and ‘little instruments’ in
addition to their prime horns. Both are
sporadically arresting, but there’s a
feeling you had to be there.

Another alto player fares better in a
recent improv date, though Elton
Dean sounds a bit too lonely in The
Origin of Man.

The disc began when drummer and
old partner Joe Gallivan invited the
Englishman to come to Hawaii, where
Gallivan has a duo with keyboardist
Brian Cuomo (in fact, they had just
recorded their debut CD, Night
Vision). Jamming followed, and this
one is culled from that.

Dean’s way with a well-turned phrase,
evident since his work 25 years ago
with Soft Machine, still hits like a gift
of perception. On alto he’s Johnny
Hodges with roughening; his saxello is
keen as a surgeon’s blade, and his
blues exploration in Ballad For Maui
captures some of his loveliest work.
The problem is that Gallivan and
Cuomo sound stymied by this reser-
voir of ideas, to the point of deference.
Gallivan’s brushwork on the opening
tracks, The Origin Of Man and Never
Alone, sets a pace that rarely changes
through the program. Cuomo splashes
some Debussy colour here, drops dense
clusters there, and conjures some con-
vincing bass lines from a digital
keyboard, but the attempts at
interaction never take.

Reedist Thomas Chapin is more
aggressive with the welcomes in
Haywire. It's billed as the Thomas
Chapin Trio Plus Strings, acknow-
ledging the amendment of his group
with bassist Mario Pavone and
drummer Michael Sarin (who gets
around) by violinist Mark Feldman,
cellist Boris Rayskin and bassist Kiyoto
Fujiwara, but in Chapin’s rainbow
conception the extras are equals.

This live set from the Knitting
Factory bulges like a resume. The
scorching title opener and a gorgeous
interpretation of Enrico Rava’s
Dolphy-ish waltz, Diva, are scant
preparation for the 37-minute suite,

The Devil’s Hopyard, where Chapin the
composer/player opens room for
alternately delicate and Kirkish flute,
cat-walk pizzicato, foghorn baritone,
an alto sax assault that spooked the
reviewer’s cat, and, frankly, enough to
fill several paragraphs more would we
have the space.

Does it work? Hell, yes. Chapin has a
generosity of the spirit — there is a
rare openness in the liner notes — to
match his fertility as a composer and
his versatility as a player. Taken all at
once, Haywire may be too easily
slotted in that category known as ‘all
categories’ — everyone plays mix ‘n
match now — but in each moment
Chapin gives his all.

o does Dennis Warren’s Full Metal

Revolutionary Jazz Ensemble with
Watch Out!. The drummer/leader
works to the scores of burning trumpet
player Raphe Malik, but for most of
this fifth release restlessness makes the
loosest seams bulge. Malik and tenorist
Raquib Hassan do much of the
stretching to the forefront, but it’s
Warren himself who, with percussion-
ist Martin Gil, keeps up the pushing.

Sometimes that makes for tiring
listening. Better, occasionally, to have
the action in your face instead of rust-
ling forever below your feet. It isn’t all
so itchy, fortunately. Dedicated to the
struggle against tyranny in Columbia,
Song For The Resistance is a stirring
march with warm echoes of Charlie
Haden. Baptism, moved by “the daunt-
ing task of explaining the inequities
of life to a child,” proves once again
that passion can burn just as surely at
a lower flame, and there are feeling
solos from Malik, flautist Earl Grant
Lawrence and bassist Larry Roland.

he recent reissue of Eric Dolphy’s

Prestige sides has a neat echo in
the live disc from Joe Rosenberg’s
Affinity, A Tribute to Eric Dolphy.
Compositions by Mal Waldron (Fire
Waltz), Jaki Byard (Ode To Charlie
Parker), Booker Little (Bee Vamp) and
Dolphy himself (Booker’s Waltz) are on
the bill, and the program closes with
Mingus’ So Long Eric. Interestingly, the
disc offers a three-reed-plus-rhythm
lineup. More interesting still, the alto

and flute roles are handled by Buddy
Collette, whose long years as the West
Coast'’s first-call session flautist hardly
seem the right recommendation.

That’s the beauty of it. There are
similarities in the pure-but-not-sweet
flute tone in the lithe Fire Waltz, but
no attempt to ape the honoured
musician. Indeed, there’s a
disconcertingly boppish take on So
Long, Eric. The more commanding
solos come from burly tenorist Rob
Sudduth and Rosenberg, who plays
fine soprano. Working with deep
bassist Michael Silverman and fleet
drummer Bobby Lurie, they play with
conviction — the three horns blend
well — though a more satisfying take
on Dolphy can be heard in a rare disc
by Belgian reedist Thierry Bruneau,
Live at De Kave.

here’s a chamber delicacy to

Ants In A Trance, with guitarist
Mitch Seidman leading a small
ensemble of bass (Harvie Swartz), viola
(Ella Lou Weiler) and bass clarinet
(Leonard Hochman). One of the tracks
he interprets is by Jimmy Giuffre (the 5
noble Frog Legs), who pretty much
patented that quiet style. Rumination
isn’t always so dominant, as the natty
reading of Monk’s Bye-Ya charmingly
confirms, but most of the action
happens on the quiet. Seidman’s
measured acoustic solo on In Your Own
Sweet Way is a nice entrance to
Seidman’s conception, and Hochman'’s
bass clarinet on If I Could is the
handsomest example of that mascara
detail this side of John Surman.

On B-flat clarinet, Michael Moore
arguably has no comparison at
all. MGM Trio promotes his comp-
ositions in a trio with pianist Marilyn
Crispell and percussionist Gerry
Hemingway, and says as much for
deep group texture as solo brilliance.
Real Goods re-affirms the jazz chops
(hence the title?) and Temperamental
Annie unveils pretty counterpoint, but
this music is more about slower
feelings — slow clarinet over ringing
piano chords, clarinet over chattering
marimba, a rattle of steel pan, etc.
Giuffre, again, is a reference point, but
really this world is their own. Dive in,
and it’s yours too. O
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LBERT THE TRUTH IS MARCHING IN

The music of the ‘60s is remembered primarily for rock and roll’s monstrous leap from the simplicity of
Chuck Berry to the colourful adventurousness of Jimi Hendrix and his peers. But during the same era jazz
covered no less distance, moving from the formality of cool jazz and hard bop to the free jazz of Ornette

Coleman, Cecil Taylor, John Coltrane and others.

s significant as Coleman and Taylor have proven to be,
four saxophonists, Coltrane, Archie Shepp, Pharoah
Sanders and Albert Ayler, created free jazz that was inseparable
from their personal beliefs: along with a dedication to ending
racism, they promoted a black spirituality that unapologetically
mixed ancient African religion and Eastern philosophies with
Christianity. No other figures in the history of jazz have better
melded spirituality and jazz than this foursome, not even the
first New Orleans jazz players whose repertoire was heavy with
funeral hymns. The aggressive blowing by Ayler, Coltrane,
Shepp and Sanders on their freedom-themed pieces are the
musical equivalent of men thrashing about to put out the
flames enveloping them. These artists have made the exhausting
and cathartic playing a defining factor of '60s free jazz.
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They represented a new set of values for young blacks
that differed from what the psychedelic movement
offered, values that had no interest in emphasizing
drugs as a means of transcendence. Even today, there
remains a reverence for the orange-coloured albums on
the Impulse label, for which all four recorded. While
they may be passed over for lighter fare due to their
intensity, their presence in the racks remind us, like
unread philosophy books on the shelf, that this brave
handful once strained for a degree of spiritual
understanding at the expense of popularity and financial
success.

Coltrane is of course the best known of the four, with
Shepp and Sanders next in line, mostly thanks to their
appearances on his albums and sometimes blatant
imitation of his style. Ayler, coming in fourth, remains
the most confusing for many jazz listeners, who are
soon turned off by his seemingly simplistic honking
through compositions built on nursery rhymes and
military marches.

Albert Ayler was given very little attention by the jazz
community even during his life. He was hired to perform
publicly probably only three times in 1965 in a brief
career covering 1962 to 1970. And his few recordings
on ESP and Impulse have been generally unavailable
until recently. Yet so highly was he regarded by several
band members that positions offered to his drummer
Ronald Shannon Jackson to replace Danny Richmond’s
position with Charles Mingus, and to bassist Gary
Peacock to replace Ron Carter’s job with Miles Davis,
were rejected in favour of staying with the abrasive
saxman.

While free jazz sounded quite unlike any other style of jazz,
Ayler sounded quite unlike any other free jazz player. Coltrane,
Shepp and Sanders were more inclined to pursue spiritual
ecstasy through shrieking that utilized the high end of their
instrument’s range, while Ayler’s overpowering gruffness
dropped the range considerably due to his preference for using
the hardest of plastic reeds. And, rather than alter the pitch
through the keys of the instrument, Ayler relied far more than
most players on the possibilities of embouchure through an
uncanny manipulation of his facial muscles. The sound was so
powerful that poet Ted Joans, having nearly fallen out of his
chair following the opening notes of an Ayler set in Denmark,

ALBERT AYLER & MILFORD GRAVES
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described Ayler’s band as sounding “so... raw, like screaming
the word ‘FUCK’ in Saint Patrick’s Cathedral on crowded Easter
Sunday.” His was certainly a new sound for spiritual music,
even compared to the changes presented by his three peers.

Some very good overviews on Ayler’s life and recordings are
already available: chapters on Ayler in Valerie Wilmer’s As
Serious As Your Life, Frank Kofsky’s Black Nationalism And
The Revolution In Music, Ekkehard Jost’s Free Jazz, John
Litweiler's The Freedom Principle, and, foremost, Jeff
Schwartz's in-depth Albert Ayler: His Life And Music, available
on the Internet. (Many thanks to Jeff for much of the
information included in this piece.) To avoid repetition, less
time will be spent on the chronology of Ayler’s life in order to
here focus more on what contributed to the creation of this
jazz giant’s extreme style.

Anyone associating free jazz with cacophony will be surprised
to hear Ayler’s very structured, often repetitive compositions.
As Barry McRae wrote in the liner notes of Witches And Devils,
what motivated Ayler “was never the merely licentious desire
to do anything at any time.” Ayler was a figure whose church
upbringing had taught him the value of discipline and
abstinence, even in his music. Toward the end of his life Ayler
was to preach against cursing, arguing and too much sex, all of
which, ironically, his music can occasionally sound like. Ayler
created his freedom music around restraint and self denial.

Even more so than Coltrane’s music, Ayler’s music frantically
pursues a variety of personal freedoms, carried out by a man
shackled with more than his share of chains. He suffered on a
family level through an abusive father, on a social level
through experiencing the racial tension of his day, and
psychologically through a destructive mental illness. If anyone
in free jazz can truly be said to have used — and developed by
necessity — the style as a means of personal exorcism, it’s
Albert Ayler.

Freedom became a major theme for him while in the military.
Ayler’s trip to France during his stint in the Army resulted in
alasting affinity for not only the French National Anthem, “La
Marseillaise” (which he jokingly called “La Mayonnaise” but
found significant enough to work into every performance
from 1965 through 1967) but other anthems and marching
songs as well. “Bells” and “Spirits Rejoicing” are both built on
a series of regal military pieces. They were a precarious source
of inspiration considering how the military was gradually
becoming a dirty word among those of his age group, yet no
other familiar type of music better represented the conquest of
freedom for Ayler. It was how Ayler chose to turn blackness
into a point of pride rather than shame.

Even more unlikely song fragments found their way into
Ayler’s music, not as witty quotes squeezed into a chord
progression a la Dexter Gordon’s improvising, but purposely
intertwined so thickly as to form the theme. Nursery rhymes,
Christmas carols, quaint folk songs and old hymns are
everywhere in Ayler’s music. Dexter Gordon’s thematic
interjections show his love of America’s catalog of standards
and thorough knowledge of their chord construction; Ayler’s
suggests a lasting affinity for the songs of his youth, reminiscent

of simpler days when freedom was associated with innocence
and his close relationship with his mother and brother. Ornette
Coleman is also known for implementing simple, childlike
phrases as themes, but his were never the blatantly nostalgic
quotes used by Ayler.

Unfortunately, Ayler was to eventually make a career decision
that unintentionally offended his family. Because of his close
ties to all but his father, and debilitated thinking that had
taken on a messianic urge (no doubt fueled by his role as a
spiritual figure in jazz) Ayler’s life ended tragically.

rummer Beaver Harris stayed at the Ayler household in

1966, following a concert he had played with Albert and
his brother Don. Harris described the environment as “all the
comfort in the world,” due to Ayler’s mother being “highly
spiritual, solid, active in the church.” Albert, though, that
same year in a Downbeat interview offered a different picture
of the household he had grown up in: as a child, his father had
“insisted I practice, sometimes beating me to play when I'd
rather be out on the street with the other kids.” Friends of the
family remember Albert playing the saxophone publicly in
second grade, struggling with an instrument nearly as tall as
himself. His father, Edward Ayler, was a musician known
locally in Cleveland, who found himself frustrated with his
inability to make a career of music. Edward personally gave
Albert lessons on alto saxophone for four years, with the two
of them frequently dueting in the Baptist church they regularly
attended.

Being physically intimidated by a father who truly wanted for
his son what he personally lacked must have presented the
young Ayler with extreme and contradictory feelings for the
man. Although Albert loved music, the strong-arm technique
may have backfired. Not coincidentally, Ayler assisted in
developing a style of jazz that presented itself as the antithesis
of musical training. He was also financially unsuccessful to the
extent that for the majority of his life Ayler relied on his
parents for support. Both were no doubt the exact opposite of
what the elder Ayler had in mind for his son. The grown Albert
may very well have feltboth guilt and the pleasure of retaliation.

When Ayler moved away from home, his music quickly became
an expression of his direction rather than his father’s. Charlie
Parker’s bebop, then considered the ultimate music of freedom
for any young alto player, was quickly digested. Ayler so
thoroughly incorporated the style that he became known as
“Little Bird” around his hometown Cleveland. When Ayler
joined the Army at age 20, bassist Edmund Coombe states that
he would warm up by playing Parker solos backwards. The alto
was soon dropped for the very gruff tenor sound he was to
permanently adopt, and his deep love for bebop was replaced
by feelings of the opposite extreme: bop “was like humming
along with Mitch Miller,” he stated, adding that the music was
“too simple — I'm an artist.”

It was the first of many times he would attack someone
previously close to him. Although he came to have much in
common with Archie Shepp, he was to ludicrously criticize
Shepp’s hard-edged albums as “entertainment music.” It was
as though his idea of transcending sometimes required stepping
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on the toes of peers, previous influences, and,
as his mother and brother Don came to believe,
family.

\A’hile a_number of Ayler seleases-appear
on small labels, ESP and Impulse each
featured Ayler on four albums as leader. Don
Ayler, the trumpet playing brother, was to
appear on the last two ESP releases and the
first two Impulse outings. Don’s involvement
covered the middle third of his brother’s career,
from 1965 through 1967, the period many
consider to be Albert’s creative peak.

The brothers created a progressive style of jazz
ironically built on regressing into the past.
There was the twisted revision of the trad-
itional New Orleans street band sound and
angular references to their church upbringing.
But above all, their outside music transcended
the confines of conventional music theory.
Their playing suggested the innocence of
mature jazz musicians who have learned the

rules and intentionally discarded them. The abrasive music

sounded almost naive, given the odd song references, and
quite unlike the squealing of Coltrane, Shepp and Sanders.

“Coltrane said it would be two years before I would be on top
of the whole thing and it looks like everything is holding
true,” Ayler told Melody Maker in 1966. Coltrane, Ayler’s
most avid admirer and ongoing source of validation, had that
year sat in the audience as Ayler recorded the Greenwich
Village album. It was Ayler’s first for the well-known Impulse
label, and had been arranged through Coltrane’s urgings with
the record company executives. It is questionable whether or
not he would have been offered a contract without Coltrane’s
influence. Unfortunately for Ayler, Coltrane, a financial
supporter as well as a friend, was to die six months later in July
of 1967.

The first half of Love Cry, Ayler’s second Impulse release, was
recorded the month following Coltrane’s death. The session
was comprised of intentionally brief pieces that Impulse
believed could be released as singles. The hippie era was in full
bloom, and jazz artists like Miles Davis, Charles Lloyd were
being booked between rock bands at Bill Graham's Fillmore
auditoriums on both coasts. The psychedelic cover art of
Ayler’s Greenwich Village and Love Cry albums attest to the
label’s interest in attracting an audience of flower children,
and the dreadful harpsichord used on Love Cry is a sad attempt
to be hip. Although the music created was considered to be
outside jazz, such instrumentation was as corny and dated as
the lame, updated big band charts Hollywood was then using
in soundtracks in an attempt to convey psychedelica.

When Ayler re-entered the studio six months later to complete
Love Cry, the pieces were lengthier, as if Ayler had decided that
intensity through uncorraled exploration — a point he held in
common with the late Coltrane — needed representation.
Coltrane/Ayler ties are also heard in the structure of “Dancing
Flowers” and “Love Flower.”
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Of mutual interest to Impulse and Ayler was the inclusion of
his female friend and lover Mary Parks, listed in the credits as
Mary Maria, who supplied glib love-child lyrics and coaxed
Albertinto singing along. Hardcore jazz fans must have felt the
same way about Parks as the rock crowd was to soon feel about
Yoko Ono and Linda McCartney and their effect on the music
— and demise — of the Beatles.

Ayler’s producer, Bob Thiele, wanted Ayler to play with a rock
band on New Grass, the third Impulse recording. Ayler
countered by insisting that he choose the players himself. But
the results show that the compromise was at the expense of
Ayler’s musical integrity. Ayler craftily explained away the
weak session with a biblical metaphor presenting the
compromises as actually a period of transcendence: “You have
to make changes in life just like dying and being born again,
artistically speaking. You become young again through this
process, then you grow up and listen and grow young again.”
Itwas a perfectly accurate overview of Ayler’s previous reliance
on the music of his youth as a means of inspiration — when
left to his own devices. But the youthful influence of the
Impulse recordings were initiated by a marketing department
rather than Ayler’s internal direction. The saxophonist
remained far more legitimate implementing an obscure
childhood folk song than he did bringing in a rock guitarist.
Giving Ayler the benefit of the doubt, he may or may not have
been aware of this. Either way, his explanation has since been
used by dozens of hard-core jazz players who have opted to
water down their art for less discerning audiences and larger
royalty checks.

The follow-up on Impulse, Music Is The Healing Force Of The
Universe, also catered to the sensibilities of the younger
generation, which is not to say that the values presented were
not consistent with Ayler’s lifelong beliefs. But it was no
coincidence that Henry Vestine, guitarist for the rock band
Canned Heat, had played at Woodstock only days before the
album was recorded.

DON & ALBERT AYLER
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Just as obvious as the influence of rock music was the fact that
brother Don had been conspicuously absent since Love Cry.

Donald had all along related more to their father than to
Albert, both father and brother experiencing frustration over
their considerably smaller musical talents in comparison. In
fact, Don first entered Albert’s band in 1965 on a note of
potential embarrassment, with Albert having asked saxophonist
Chatrles Tyler to bring his brother up to musical speed. Don’s
input was often no more than a limited range of guttural
squawking, his competence as a musician never nearing his
older brother’s. If his entrance into the band was somewhat
demeaning, a worse encounter was to follow: Ayler fired Don
from the band in the middle of 1968. Albert’s impressive debut
album on Impulse had been well-received, and a further
toning down of the abrasive element was suggested by Impulse
management. Albert was asked to bar Donald from appearing
on his future releases for the label.

For the first time in Ayler’s career, the critics, who had
generally been open to his experimentation, were beginning
to question his musical direction. Internally, Ayler was suffering
a battle of values: how much substance should be sacrificed in
playing Pied Piper to young, unsophisticated music fans? And
how many fans were worth the sacrifice of his brother’s
livelihood? For someone with Ayler’s spiritual background,
Albert’s dismissal of his brother suggested he was something
akin to a Judas.

Charles Tyler, who played with his cousin Albert on several
albums, mysteriously said of him, “(he) was a real sad person...
that ‘old time religion’ was what caused his sadness; it was in
his music.”

But there was more to his inner turmoil than just sadness, and
it appeared to grow as time passed. One acquaintance saw him
in the summer of 1970 in Times Square with Mary Parks and
her sister, happy over some recent shows played in France, and
looking forward to a recording session and tour of Japan. Yet
a previous band member found him wandering the streets
wearing a fur coat and gloves in the middle of that same
summer, vaseline covering his face — ironic given his longtime
reputation for dressing elegantly. His explanation was that he
was “protecting himself” — from what, is less important than
the fact that he was beginning to exhibit the signs of what
would clinically be deemed a delusional disorder. Ayler was
beginning to listen to, and fear, forces that others did not hear.

Ayler wrote a long, bizarre open letter to jazzwriter LeRoi Jones
in 1969, which was published in Cricket. In it he speaks of
having received a series of visions from God, all of which are
detailed in somewhat twisted symbolism loosely based on the
Book of Revelation: a flying scorpion, a man making war with
alamb, Jesus returningin clouds from the east. Ayler establishes
himself as a modern prophet, warning readers to ready
themselves for the imminent return of God, who resides on
the only real planet, Venus, more accurately known as Zion
Hill (also a song title on Love Cry). A reference to Elijah
Mohammed as the true Prophet was a mystery to those who
knew him, considering his lack of commitment to, and
familiarity with, the Islamic faith. Most likely the growing

interest of the black community in the teachings of
Mohammed, frequently referred to in the music and liner
notes of other free jazz artists, were his source of inspiration.

One of his visions revealed to him that he and his brother Don
“had the right seal of God almighty in our forehead.” “I’ll have
more to say next time,” he states in closing, reminiscent of St.
Paul and his ongoing series of letters to the first churches, “We
must move this by chain letters and get it in the papers.”

In a conversation with writer Frank Kofsky, Avler wondered
aloud if Coltrane wasn'’t the Father, Pharoah Sanders the Son,
and himself the Holy Ghost; and whether or not Coltrane
hadn’t purposely intended that very interpretation when
titling his piece “The Father And The Son And The Holy
Ghost” for 1966’s Meditations. The modest Coltrane,
uninterested in any sort of personal elevation, would have
been appalled that someone considered him to be the
embodiment of God in the jazz trinity. (One wonders why
Ayler handed the third position, that of Christ, to Sanders
while holding such contempt for his remaining peer Archie
Shepp.)

The failing Ayler, who had previously courted a larger listening
audience, slowly removing himself from the company of
others. “Never try to figure out what happens, because you
would never get the true message,” he told Kofsky regarding
attempts by mere mortals to comprehend his music.

Ayler expert Jeff Schwartz believes that using Ayler’s
increasingly bizarre commentary to suggest the presence of a
mental disorder is “highly reductive and unfair to Ayler, who
was well educated and articulate.” Unfortunately, education
and articulation are no protection against mental dissolution.
Schwartz defends Ayler by saying that “(the article’s) language,
if not content, (is) within the religious discourses that Albert
had been exposed to as a child.” True, yet its messages are
sloppy and inaccurate as interpretations of the Bible’s
apocalyptic writing, and suggest that Ayler was using the Bible
to taut himself as a messiah.

Ayler’s odd message also cryptically eludes to what the self-
ordained prophet was feeling beneath all the pontificating.

Ayler may have exiled his brother from his band, but he
guiltily found room for him in God’s kingdom. Albert needed
distance from him in the material world (not only did he
exclude Donald to please the Impulse label, Albert was no
longer interested in sharing an apartment with him) but felt
connected to him as a spiritual brother.

Don Ayler had his own bout with mental illness following his
dismissal from the band in 1968. (He claims instead that he left
the band of his own accord, due to his distaste for the musical
influence of Mary Parks.) He was institutionalized for at least
several months, which he later weakly explained away by
saying that “I had a nervous breakdown because I was into
Yoga too deep.” The mental health treatment did not diminish
his bitterness toward his brother nor stave off Don’s ensuing
drinking problem. Six years after the saxophonist’s death, his
brother continued to purposely avoid mentioning his name.
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“If it wasn’t for that

LB E RT situation (Albert’s death),”

Don told interviewer Bob

Rusch nine years after his

mise, e up

in New York City playing
right now.”

While alive, Albert remained painfully aware of his brother’s
personal battles, regularly driven further home by their
mother’s blaming of Albert for Donald’s financial,
psychological and alcohol problems. Coupled with his own
mental and monetary difficulties, it became too much for
Albert to bear.

Early in November, 1970, Ayler disappeared from his Brooklyn
home. Mary Parks called the police shortly afterwards, but it
was to be twenty days before his body was discovered floating
in the East River at the end of the Congress Street Pier.

The bizarre circumstance of his death led many to assume he
had been the victim of foul play by the police, an assumption
that fit in well with the racial tension of the period. It wasn't
until thirteen years later that Mary Parks chose to reveal
Ayler’s state of mind at the time of his disappearance. Ayler
had announced that his blood needed to be shed to save his
brother and his mother.

Mary informed Albert’s father, who dismissed the threat,
suggesting that continuing problems between Albert and his

father accounted for the latter’s absence in the list of those to
be redeemed.

Albert soon repeated-his—need—to—sacriffce MMmsell for the
benefit of saving Don and their mother. An ensuing argument
resulted in him smashing the television with his saxophone
and leaving the house. Considering his dedication to free jazz,
it may have been no coincidence that Ayler took the ferry to
the Statue of Liberty, where he jumped off the boat near
Liberty Island. (There is, of course, the possibility that over
time Mary Parks invented the story to romanticize the awkward
ending of Ayler’s life. But it is just as likely that the story is
true, and she kept it to herself for so long to downplay his
severe mental health problems.)

Ayler’s father, along with Albert’s longtime pianist Call Cobbs,
was called to identify the body of his son.

While a thousand people had attended Coltrane’s funeral,
only 55 showed up for Ayler’s, conducted a month to the day
from his final threat and disappearance. It was an accurate
parallel to the amount of attention and credit each had been
given when living.

“It’s late now for the world,” Ayler had once said. “And if I can
help raise people to new plateaus of peace and understanding,
I'll feel my life has been worth living as a spiritual artist.”
Sadly, he found his life’s musical offerings to be of little
interest to the masses compared to the sacrificial value of his
death for two. O

o ALBERT AYLER: THE FIRST RECORDINGS (GNP) October, 1962
o MY NAME IS ALBERT AYLER (Debut/da Music) January, 1963
* GOIN’ HOME (Debut/da Music) February, 1964
o WITCHES AND DEVILS (Freedom/da Music) February, 1964
* PROPHECY (ESP) June, 1964
o SPIRITUAL UNITY (ESP) July, 1964
o NEW YORK EYE AND EAR CONTROL (ESP) July, 1964
o GHOSTS (or) VIBRATIONS (Freedom/da music))
September, 1964
o THE HILVERSUM SESSION (Osmosis) November, 1964
THE NEW WAVE IN JAZZ (Impulse) March, 1965
o BELLS (ESP) May, 1965
¢ SPIRITS REJOICE (ESP) September, 1965
SUNNY'S TIME NOW (Jihad) November, 1965
e LIVE AT SLUGS - Volumes 1 &2 (Base ESP) May, 1966
o LIVE AT LORRACH: PARIS (Hat Art) November, 1966
ALBERT AYLER (Philology) November, 1964
& November, 1966
* IN GREENWICH VILLAGE (Impulse)
December, 1966 and February, 1967

performance, and it's worth waiting for. Stuart Broomer.

ALBERT AYLER DISCOGRAPHY

A NOTE: Atwo CD set of Ayler’s performance from June 16, 1964 at the Cellar Cafe has recently been released on the In
Respect label. Listeners are warned that this release is based on an inferior cassette copy of Paul Haines’ original tapes. A release
of the digitally remastered original tapes, with correct titles and speed fluctuations corrected, is imminent. This is a great

2

THE VILLAGE CONCERTS (Impulse) 1966/1967

* LOVE CRY (Impulse) August 1967, February, 1968

* NEW GRASS (Impulse) September, 1968

e MUSIC IS THE HEALING FORCE OF THE UNIVERSE (Impulse)
August, 1969

* NUITS DE LA FONDATION MAEGHT - Volumes 1&2 (Shandar)
July, 1970

¢ Indicates that these recordings are available on compact
disc. There are other recordings listed in Tom Lord’s Jazz
Discography that we have been unable to locate, or are
bootleg issues. If you have information on other CD issues
please send the information to Bill Smith, Coda
Publications, The Shire, Hornby Island, British Columbia,
Canada VOR 1Z0. e-mail: codawest@mars.ark.com

Special thanks go to STUART BROOMER and MIKE HAMES for
assistance in compiling this discography.
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LEO RECORDS

< Music for the inquiring mind
and the passionate heart

NEW
RELEASES

ALEO LAB CD 022 THE MAT MANER!
TRIO; FEVER BED

Second CD of the violinist Mat Maneri on LEO
LAB, this lime with different partners: Randy
Peterson on drums and Ed Schuller on bass.
The Trio explores Mat Maneri’'s compositions
by creating new musical relationships in a fluid
and lyrical way. Virtuosity of all three musicians
allows for uninterrupted flow of new ideas.
Avant/chamber music you have never heard
before. Total duration: 60 minutes.

LEO LAB CD 023 MAX NAGL

DAILY BULLET

Max Nagl's DAILY BULLET consists of six
Austrian musicians. The group performs ten
Nagl's compositions written to the poetry of
Maria Maturana. To give you an idea of the
poetry we intriduced a 12-page booklet. The
originality of Nagl's music matches the original-
ity of the poetry. Vocal part is performed by the
guitarist Jonathan Bepler.

i)

LEO LAB CD 024 ENSEMBLE
UNCONTROLLED

TAPES FROM THE FOREST

Christoph Gallio (Zurich) - saxophones, Eduard
Akutin (Tallin) - trombone, Mart Soo (Tallin) -
guitar, etfects, Kalle Laar (Munich) - guitar,
electronics, Takashi Kazamaki (Tokyo) - per-
cussion. Don’'t be misled by the titte ENSEM-
BLE UNCONTROLLED. These musicians play
highly controlled, spontaneously structured
music.

LEO LAB CD 025 GREEN ROOM

LIVE TRAJECTORIES

Live recording by the Scottish trio which pro-
duced a huge wave with their first CO “HIDDEN
MUSIC” on Leo Lab. In spite of the outstanding
reviews enjoyed by their first CD, the writers
failed to pinpoint the idiom in which Chick Lyall,
David Baird and David Garrett operate. With
their huge arsenal of instruments they touch on
many traditions and genres. Total time: 70 min.

LEO LAB CD 026 ENZO LANZO
RONDONELLA PROJECT

Led by the drummer Vincenzo Lanzo,
Rondonella Project envolves nine musicians,
some of which are well-know on the interna-
tional scene: Pino Minafra, Antonello Salis, to
name just a few. Vincenzo Lanzo tries to revive
forgotten folk songs of his beloved Italy and
present them in a new way. The music is full of
Mediterranean flavour. Total time: 64 min.

LEO LAB CD 027 IVO PERELMAN
featuring RASHID ALI &

WILLIAM PARKER; SADLIFE

Brazilian saxophonist Ivo Perelman, who set-
tled in New York, is destined to become a big
star. It is not a coincidence that he recorded
with the former John Coltrane’s drummer
Rashid Ali and a near legend William Parker,
for only these musicians are capable of match-
ing the intensity of lvo’s playing. Ten composi-
tions, 74 minutes of music, notes by John
Corbett. Check your equipment, make sure
your CD player does not meit down.

Distributed in USA by.
Northcountry, Cadence
Building, Redwood,, N.Y. 13679,
tel: (315) 287 2852. in Canada tFar

Verge Music, 215 Stewart Str., Peterborough, Ontario K9J 3M6, tel/ fax: (705) 742 1173

ENTS...

CRUISE LINE

floating Jazz Festival Cruise
£01-08, 1997

Novembe

Cruise & Air\lgia‘t@ rein CONS
from Téronto
prices from $1 773,;?1 rt taxes of $151

k...

i
Call Main Streef Travel to
Tel: (905)47 1€0056

Fax: (905)4M 0615
Web Site: http://ww&}dbl.‘com/j zcdn

e-mail: BeBop@istar.ca

Deposit required, $300, balance tuedgy Augibst 5, 1997
B oy
NORWEGIAN® “Olidallm
CRUISE LINE

NEW YORK

JAZZ & OTHER SOUNDS
A low priced OO
sampler of
music from the
Knitting Factory.

Features Don Byron, Wa}me
Horvitz, Arto Lindsay, D

Spooky, Steve Naive, & 22
other artists on Knitting

Factory Works.

This is an eclectic mix of
jazz and what can only be
called “other sounds’

Write for catalog:

Knitting Factory Works * 74 Leonard St * NYC 10013
www.knittingfactory.com
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MAINSTREAMING

« BOB WILBER ° Bean: A Tribute To Coleman Hawkins

Arbors Jazz ARCD 19144

* HARRY ALLEN & KEITH INGHAM ¢ The Back Room Romp

Sackville SKCD2-3059

* LESTER YOUNG ° The Complete Aladdin Recordings

Blue Note CDP 7243 8 32787

* JULIAN CANNONBALL ADDERLEY ° Sophisticated Swing

Emarcy Verve 314 528 408-2
* TEDDY EDWARDS ° Back To Avalon
Contemporary CCD-14074-2

« ART PEPPER & ZOOT SIMS ° Art ‘N' Zoot

Pablo PACD-2310-957-2

* BUCK CLAYTON ° Jam Session 1975  Chiaroscuro CR(D) 143

Once more into the Mainstream:
swimmingly, swingingly. Blue
mooningly, too. As in, once in a... You
know? You get a disc, very
occasionally, that just tugs you right
into the groove from the very
beginning. Such, for me, is Bean: A
Tribute to Coleman Hawkins, Arbors
Jazz ARCD 19144. I take back all those
lukewarm things I've said about the
Wilber Way being a bit too polished.
This is an absolute winner. Four tenors
doing the Bean.

Bob Wilber is one of the world’s most
perfect soprano players, but here he is
on tenor all the way, just a little
rougher ‘round the edges, and I
actually prefer it. He has recruited
three tenor confreres and a British
rhythm section for this disc, recorded
in England in 1994. The other tenors
are American Harry Allen, Finn Antti
Sarpila, and Briton Tommy Whittle.
Everyone gets a chance to shine in
solos on arrangements, mostly by
Wilber, of tunes associated with the
Great One of the Tenor, such as Crazy
Rhythm, Buh de Daht, Stuffy, the lovely
Netcha’s Dream which Hawkins
recorded with the Dutch dance band,
The Ramblers, and Just A Gigolo, which
Wilber thought Bean never recorded
but was spiritually his tune — wrong,
it was cut on what I believe was his
last date, in 1966, and issued on a
Pablo Ip called Sirius, a majestic, yet
poignant musical epitaph. Wilber has
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BUCK CLAYTON PHOTOGRAPH BY JORG KORAN

added a pair of originals very much in
the spirit of Hawkins.

The one who sounds most like the
master is the one you probably haven’t
heard of, Finland’s Sarpila, especially
on his own composition Flight Of The
Hawk, and very nice, too. The one who
might surprise you the most is
Whittle, a marvellous swinger all too
little known across the Atlantic, even
though he is now a remarkable 70
years old. His solo outing on Avalon is
a whiz. Dig back, everyone, and try to
find his rare U.K. discs (he was buried
in studios for many years). Wilber is
Hawkishly himself, and also swings
mightily. Even Allen, the least original
soloist here, rises to the occasion and
produces an intriguing high-register
outing on Tenderly. But these aren’t
the only clever guys on the disc. Every
member of the group is tip-top,
especially pianist Mick Pyne who gets
off a great solo against marvellous riffs
from the tenors on the opener, The
Man I Love. Tragically, Pyne died, aged
54, not long after making this disc.
Search out his work with such diverse
leaders as Tubby Hayes, Humphrey
Lyttelton and Jon Eardley. Bassist Dave
Green, another Lyttelton alumnus, is
just one of the best in Britain and
sterling support comes from Dave Cliff
on guitar and Clark Tracey, son of
pianist Stan, on drums. Wilber has
done a first-class job: A must for sax-
lovers. A must for music-lovers.

Harry Allen pops up again on The

Back Room Romp, Sackville
SKCD2-3059, sharing nominal
leadership with British expatriate
pianist Keith Ingham. The mood is
decidedly small-group Ellington and
Bechet — some of each, that is.
Ingham is a solid pianist of some
imagination. Allen is a rougher jewel,
who sometimes irritates with a whiny
tone and can’t always finish his
phrases neatly, although in some
circles he is highly praised as the new
Scott Hamilton. That he isn't, but
perseverence may pay off. The real
saxophone star on this CD and the
one who deserves top billing is Scott
Robinson, identified in the notes as a
veteran of big bands but, I wonder,
could he be the same-named sometime
child prodigy of percussion? Whoever
he is, he plays soprano and baritone
and clarinet with equal élan and
completely steals the show. Here's a
message to Sackville: give this man a
disc of his own. The tunes are mostly
roly-poly small-group swing, booted
along amiably by drummer Jackie
Williams. Staid but sure trumpet is
provided by Peter Ecklund.

he recordings made by Lester
Young for the Philo and Aladdin
labels in the 1940s are not as well
known as the earlier Basie or later
Verve output but they caught him at a
flashpoint, just after an ill-starred term
of military service. If the traumatic



experience (as all the writers describe
it) irrevocably changed his persona, it
didn’t seem to wreck the music which,
especially in the earliest items on the
two-CD set, The Complete Aladdin
Recordings of Lester Young, Blue Note
CDP 7243 8 32787 2 S (and don't you
forget that number!), ranks pretty high
in the Presidential term. In fact, these
tracks are steppingstones on the presi-
dential revolution away from the
hard-hitting style of Hawkins, to the
real birth of cool. There is, for
example, one shining masterpiece:
These Foolish Things, made in 19485, in
which Young never touches the
melody but darts around it in a long,
flirtatious improvisation that is
marvellous. Also interesting is Lester’s
version of Body And Soul, as compared
to Hawkins’; it is surprisingly close to
the melody this time, the
improvisations very subtle and the
tone lacily light. Nat Cole contributes
a delightful piano solo. Young’s tone
hardéned in the later 1940s, but he
still made some pleasantly swinging
sides with the trombonist Vic
Dickenson, who proved a most
compatible companion. Also included
here are some rare items with the
sometime Basie singer Helen Humes
and altoist Willie Smith. There is

a lot of Young here, some of it is
second-class, but well worth having on
disc again. It was previously available
on a short lived Blue Note two-Ip set.

Another saxophonist whose early
work hasn’t been readily
available is Julian Cannonball
Adderley. He made his first quintet
records with his brother Nat in the
1950s for Emarcy, who complained,
“Our problem was that we had a band,
but we weren't releasing albums by the
band.” But four of the original Ips,
plus unissued material, are gathered
on a new two-CD set under the title of
one of them, Sophisticated Swing,
Emarcy Verve 314 528 408-2. The 36
tracks shed light on the evolution of
the Adderleys from bop to funk, which
came a little later in their career. The
seeds are here, however, on such
numbers as Sermonette and That Funky
Train. Cannonball was never apt to let
one note do the talking when two
could say as much, but he was an
engaging and clever musical
personality never at a loss for notes, as
on his flowery version here of

Yesterdays, a tour de force. Brother Nat
on cornet, sometimes was an even
better soloist, although he was
publicly overshadowed by the
Cannon. He is especially effective with
mutes on such numbers as The Fat Man
and Rattler’s Groove. Was he also just a
little bitter? “We weren’t promoting
the band, we were promoting
Cannonball,” he recalls in a lengthy
interview sprinkled through the
booklet accompanying these discs.
And, after a Philadelphia gig, “The
owner paid Cannon $300 and only
gave me $200.” We are still promoting
Cannonball and that’s a good thing;
but give Nat more of the credit he
deserves.

Yet another veteran of the 1950s is
the Californian Teddy Edwards,
who is still around. He never made it
to the top flight and his records didn't
get much hype. But some of them are
very good. Back to Avalon, Contem-
porary CCD-14074-2 is a previously
unissued date so murky that no one is
sure who all the musicians are.
Edwards guesses they were Nathaniel
Meeks, trumpet, Lester Robertson,
trombone, Jimmy Woods, alto,
Modesto Brisenio, baritone, Danny
Horton, piano, Roger Alderson, bass
and Lawrence Marable, drums; not
exactly household names, but CD
producer Ed Michel has doubts and
says “all any listener can do is relax
and enjoy the music.” All right, we
will. And Edwards demonstrates he
was a writer of considerable ability on
these mid-band charts, which swish
along a merry stream. We do know
Edwards played tenor for sure and his
ballad feature, You Don’t Know What
Love Is, against the tide of the disc’s
successful up-tempo, boppish swing, is
a shiny gemstone in the current.

A pair of saxophonists who appear
on a “lost” date are Art Pepper

and Zoot Sims — together for the first
and last time at a public radio concert
recorded in Los Angeles in 1981. Why
this material lay so long forgotten is a
bit of a mystery seeing as the
co-producer of the show was none
other than Michael Cuscuna, the
peripatetic restorer of classic material.
In fact this was previously issued on a
West Wind CD which, even if you
found it, would have cost you plenty.
Now you can get it reasonably on Art

‘N’ Zoot, Pablo PACD-2310-957-2. It’s
not surprising these two weren’t an
item — I can’t think of two more
different personalities, musical or
physical. The intense, emotional,
perfectionist Art on alto, and the laid-
back, witty, gregarious Zoot on tenor.
They clash head-on in two long
numbers here of which the most
interesting is Breakdown Blues. Pepper
wins it handily. This is not to
disparage Zoot's contributions, though
he seems more relaxed on three
quartets without Art; especially
appealing is the unusual tempo of Girl
From Ipanema. As always, Zoot is easy
on the ears. But for sheer, gripping —
no, commanding — musicality there is
Pepper’s solo track, Over The Rainbow,
a number that was his specialty but
never more special than here. Pepper
wasn'’t always easy on the ears, but he
made you listen. Valuable support on
most of these tracks comes from
pianist Victor Feldman, Ray Brown on
bass and Billy Higgins, drums.

ust as you thought we were
drifting out of the mainstream,

here’s Buck Clayton and his famous
jam sessions. A Buck Clayton Jam
Session 1975, Chiaroscuro CR(D) 143
is the second CD of the mid-1970s
New York jams Clayton made for Hank
O’Neal. It doesn’t have Earl Hines, like
CR (D) 132, but Tommy Flanagan,
despite being third choice for the date,
turns in some stellar performances,
especially on Glassboro Blues. Among
the wealth of a cast of thousands —
well, a dozen talented improvisers —
the most consistently classy are tenor
saxophonist Budd Johnson and altoist
Earle Warren, both on Glassboro and
especially The Duke We Knew, which is
also blessed by a rocking Ellingtonian
rhythm sustained by Jones, Milt
Hinton and drummer Mel Lewis. The
only one who sounds a bit out of place
here is alto saxophonist Lee Konitz.
Clayton was a great organizer and
arranger. He was a pretty good
trumpeter, too, but unfortunately
doesn’t play on these tracks, made
when he was suffering from too many
physical ailments. A third CD is
promised. The material appeared on
Ips except for some rehearsal tracks,
two of which are added to this disc.
It’s all a great stretch-out and with
Buck at the helm, sails right along the
Mainstream. >>>>>>
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MAINSTREAMING CONTINUED

* BEN WEBSTER ° Black Lion Presents e Black Lion BL 7607-2 (3 Discs)

¢ BOB WILBER ° Yellow Dog Blues ¢ Chigroscuro CR(D).339
—<TEDDY WILSON * And His All Stars e Chiaroscuro CR(D) 150

* JAY MCSHANN © I'm Just a Lucky So and So ¢ Sackville SKCD 2-3035

* STAN TRACEY ° For Heaven's Sake * Cadillac SGCCD 04
* PETE YELLIN  It's You Or No One  Mons MR 874-773
* MATT GORDY ° Almost Spring * Brownstone BRCD 957
* PHIL WOODS ° Heaven e Evidence ECD 22148-2

Unique artists are usually recognizable after only a bar or

so of music. Sometimes their uniqueness comes from clichés,
sometimes from banality; but, occasionally, we are privileged
to hear artists who are unique and great. Anyone who has
heard his music more than a few times will recognize Ben
Webster instantly. His style was certainly unique. He was the
heavy breather of the saxophone. Sometimes, listening to him
was like getting a phone call from an unseen, speechless
admirer. But Ben’s tone and subtlety of phrasing were also
unique and instantly recognizable. In his younger days, he
could rough and tumble with the best, but as he got older, his
music became simpler, more direct, and frequently sublime.
Ben’s music was the true meaning of soul as well as romance.
It gets to you. I've often tried to introduce people to jazz
music through Ben Webster. It always works.

t works on Black Lion Presents Ben
Webster (BL 7607-2). These are not

necessarily the best that could have
been chosen from Black Lion’s
archives: I would have liked the three
recordings from the Montmartre Club
in Copenhagen, a city where Ben
found peace and harmony in his last
decade. But I'm not complaining. Two
of these three were recorded in Danish
studios. And one and a half of them
are wonderful, the rest pretty darned
good: there are enough masterpieces to
satisfy if you can get the set at a
reasonable price. If not buy at least
two of them separately. The weakest
disc — let’s get it out of the way — is
Ben Webster Meets Bill Coleman,
recorded in London in 1967. Sad to
say, this is not one of the often-
felicitous trumpeter’s better
performances. Here he is sometimes
off key and fluffs. And he sings. The
best tracks are those by Ben alone with
rhythm. For All We Know is sax
heaven. And time after time British
pianist Fred Hunt steps in with fine
solos. A second disc, The Jeep is
Jumping, with Arnvid Meyer’s band, is
better than good, with a strong
Ellington-small group flavour. Meyer,
a Danish musicologist, plays sound
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trumpet, and pianist Niels Jorgen
Steen does some fair imitations of the
Duke, though he’s not so fair when he
is being himself; but the outstanding
member of the support band is
trombonist John Darville who is lustier
than Lawrence Brown if not as
mellifluous. Ben is very much at ease
in this company and does some lovely
things, particularly on Blue Light and
My Romance. The best of the three
discs is There Is No Greater Love, with
a quartet anchored by fellow
expatriate pianist Kenny Drew and the
awesome Niels-Henning Orsted
Pedersen on bass, recorded in
September 1965 in a Copenhagen
studio. Webster is marvellous. A
sensuously slow Star Dust will shiver
any sensitive listener’s spine. What's
New will raise goosebumps.

Ben’s consistency was amazing, as was
his musical tenderness, in view of his
volatile personality. A British critic
once summed him up: “Wonderful
player, awful person.” This is going a
bit far, though Ben did have his rough
side, hence one of his nicknames, The
Brute. Does it matter? He was also
Gentle Ben. Anyway it’s the art that
counts. And this is art.

BEN WEBSTER STAINED GLASS PANEL
BY TON VAN WAGENINGEN (1981)

Another consistent reedman,
though not in the same class
emotionally, is the prolific recordist
Bob Wilber. His Soprano Summit
recordings with Kenny Davern have
already been reissued. Now we are into
Summit Reunion on Yellow Dog Blues,
Chiaroscuro CR(D) 339 where B & K
(weren't they once a Russian political
comedy act?) get together again with
some of the boys. The big difference
between this and the originals is the
bassist Milt Hinton who holds this
group together like Crazy Glue — and
enlivens it with some genuinely
creative solos. B & K are their usual
selves and at their best on the title
track — it was always a good tune
anyway — and one you might not
have heard before (and never will
again): Irving Berlin’s I’ll See You in C-
U-B-A. Good sound from ace engineer
Rudy Van Gelder and if you liked the
original SS you’ll dig this one.

o n the same label is Teddy Wilson
and His All Stars, Chiaroscuro
CR(D) 150, a 1976 reissue featuring —
yes, again! — Bob Wilber, along with
Sweets Edison (substitute for Bobby
Hackett who had tragically died on the
eve of the recording), Vic Dickenson



and the always-tasteful Wilson on
piano. Did Teddy ever make a mistake?
The mood is low-key and the music
warmly pleasant if not especially
exciting. The fleet-fingered Wilson is
the best soloist as you might guess and
the only non-standard, his own Blues
In D, a musical sequel to his justly
famous 1936 recording Blues In C Sharp
Minor, is the top track here. You get a
bonus seven minutes of chitchat from
Wilber, the date’s arranger, recorded
almost 20 years after the event.

Another even more pleasing
mainstream reissue is Sackville
SKCD 2-303S, I'm Just a Lucky So and
So, by Jay McShann. The Kansas City
gent makes about the most easygoing
music around (he’s still around, too, at
the age of 87). He was a mere 74 when
these tunes were recorded in 1983.
The disc features McShann'’s raffish
vocals and his superb bluesy stride
piano with sterling Canadian
accompaniment by Jim Galloway on
saxophones, Don Thompson, bass,
and Terry Clarke drums. Now this is
the guy Robert Altman needed for his
movie, which seems to have been a
bust. These are all well known tunes
given a fresh turn with especially
appealing versions of the Duke
Ellington title number and Red Sails In
The Sunset.

B ritain’s Stan Tracey, another
pianist of note, is more eclectic
~— he’s run through several styles in a
long and satisfying career and on his
latest CD For Heaven’s Sake, The New
Stan Tracey Quartet, Cadillac SGCCD
04, he is mostly in his Monk groove.
Nothing much wrong with that, and
Stan is a little more organized and a
bit more melodic than his eccentric
model, seemingly more purposeful in
his adventuring. He has the benefit of
fine backing from his drummer son,
Clark, and the interesting contri-
butions of a young trumpeter, Gerard
Presencer, 23 when this disc was made
in 1995, and who — good for him — is
more in the Clifford Brown mould
than too many other young
trumpeters veering off in other
directions. He is melodic and gently
inventive on Just Friends, Only Child
and his own Blah De Blah De Blah.
Tracey shines on the last, and his

composition in waltz time, H.J.C.
Something non musical I liked was the
simple packaging of this disc in
cardboard foldout.

ne of today’s trumpet turks is

Nicholas Payton, who shows up
as a sideman on It’s You Or No One,
Pete Yellin and his All Star Group,
Mons MR 874-773. The leader is an
accomplished saxophonist and veteran
of big bands, including that of tenorist
Bob Mintzer, who is also on this disc.
Altoist Yellin occasionally follows Art
Pepper’s line, although any
comparison would be invidious for the
passion is missing. The arrangements
— by Yellin — are good and tight and
Payton fairly mellow rather than
pyrotechnic. We are being pulled out
of the mainstream current here,
however, and sail nowhere in
particular on Almost Spring, Matt
Gordy, Brownstone BRCD 957. Gordy
is a Boston percussionist and veteran
of opera and symphony orchestras. He
describes his jazz as “melancholy
without being dark,” and if there’s an
inspiration it’s probably Miles Davis.
All the musicians are very good and
their efforts pleasant but it’s difficult
to guess where they’re really heading.

owever, there’s no doubt

whatever about the Phil Woods
Quintet, Heaven, Evidence ECD
22148-2. They are boppers and Phil, as
often, is in good humour which means
he is having fun and sometimes
poking fun, too. But what qualifies the
music to be heard within sight of the
mainstream (I guess the editor was
smart enough to divine this) is that
here is superior artistry, whatever the
style, that stands the test of time —
surprise! this material was actually
recorded in 1984 and first issued on
Black Hawk CD 50401. Despite the
hard-bopped I'm Getting Sentimental
Over You, there are some sensitive
performances of a couple of Ellington
tunes, including Heaven from his
Sacred music, as well as some nice
flashes of Woodsy clarinet — he really
plays this instrument well. Otherwise
he’s on alto along with a well-behaved
Tom Harrell on trumpet and the most
reliable rhythm section in Hal Galper,
Steve Gilmore and Bill Goodwin. Solid
stuff in its own stream. O
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The world’s most complete
discography of jazz records
and CD'’s

Almost 100 years of recorded jazz
Over 1 million musician/tune entries
More than 100,000 recording sessions

If you're a jazz fan or record collector,
The Jazz Discography is essential.
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complete session data of all categories
of jazz recordings from 1898 to today.
Entries are arranged alphabetically and
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jazz discography available.

“The Jazz Discography is now the
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John Norris, Coda
The Jazz Discography is being
published in 25 volumes of 600 plus
pages each. Volumes 1 through 15 are
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and book stores, or by mail order at US
$60.00 per volume postpaid worldwide.
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10 Cadence Building

Redwood, NY, 13679 USA

Tel: (315) 287-2852 or
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THE RETURN OF

ROSWELL RUDD

"BY KEVIN WHITEHEAD

If you love the trombone, that’s a happy prospect. In this case we mean a return to Holland,
where he hadn’t been since 1982, since the tour playing Monk and Nichols tunes that resulted in
the album Regeneration (Soul Note) with Steve Lacy, Misha Mengelberg, Kent Carter and Han
Bennink. Rudd was supposed to do the all-Nichols sequel Change Of Season too, but was replaced
in the end by George Lewis. That is a story Rudd fans know well at this point; too often family
commitments prevented his taking many good gigs offered him.

e was coming to Holland in

October to play with tenor sax-
ophonist, clarinetist and composer Ab
Baars, and Ab was a little nervous.
Roswell had been slated for some gigs
with Baars last winter; Ab had written
some new pieces and rewritten some
old trio works to make a temporary
quartet, using his regular thythm
section, bassist Wilbert de Joode and
drummer Martin van Duynhoven.
When Roswell reluctantly canceled Ab
called Steve Lacy. It made sense in a
way: Steve and Roswell had been
fetllow-travelers since dixieland bands
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in the early '50s, and crossed paths
with Cecil Taylor, and had that
amazing all-Monk pianoless quartet of
the early '60s, memorialized on School
Days (hat ART). But it didn’t work out
the way Baars had hoped; Lacy wasn’t
inclined to be a sideman, made
himself de facto co-leader of the
quartet. They played his tunes and
Monk’s as well as Ab’s, a better-than-
average pickup band.

(Steve Lacy, about a2 month before that
adventure: “I worked with Misha and
Roswell on the Herbie Nichols project.

It was a revelation for a lot of people,
myself included. They really started
getting people to pay attention to his
music. When Roswell and I had our
band in the early '60s, the idea was
repertory, but at that time the idea was
so radical no one would touch us. Now
everyone wants to play Monk tunes,
and repertory is institutionalized.”)

Rudd had vowed he’d make it up to
Ab, but observers were skeptical. And
then, here he was. Word spread fast:
he looks and sounds fit. We met the
day after his arrival — Baars and



company had kindly offered me a lift
to their first gig, Friday night at a fest-
ival in Groningen. (Rudd did not get
the returning-hero treatment he de-
served: the quartet was restricted to
two half-hour sets in the smallest hall.)

Roswell is one of those folks who can
endear themselves in the first five
seconds. Within five minutes in the
van he was telling us about the
ecstatic tradition of improvisation in
9th century liturgical chants — an
Islamic influence on European music,
coming through the eastern corridor,
centuries before the Moorish invasion
of Iberia. (The chanters had a manual
which was something like a thesaurus
of scales and something like a fake
book: a roster of raga-like scales they
could use to warm up with; texts to
sing. But at some point soloists were
free to embellish as they saw fit,
soaring above the background.) It was
something he picked up during his
teaching years.

Roswell, why don’t you write
something about this?

Shrugs. Oh, this is common
knowledge.

( — This is the author talking. I
remember thinking in the van, if I was
really conscientious we’d be doing an
interview now. But that would have
killed a very nice ride it wasn’t mine to
kill. I took a few notes in the dark,
true, but much of this was
reconstructed from memory later.)

Roswell Rudd is a handsome man at
60: distinguished gray thick wavy hair,
beard ditto: a TV ad’s grizzled sailor.
His eyes — well they don’t twinkle
exactly but they come close. He has
the kind of self-deprecatory sense of
humor you can’t dislike.

How did you wind up living in
Woodstock?

1 wanted to move from Maine to New
York, but I only got that far before I
ran out of money.

How did you start working with show
bands at resort hotels?
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Somebody heard I could read a little,
and gave me a job. It sure helped my
reading — guys would show up with
these big arrangements for the
Hollywood Bowl orchestra someone
had suckered him into buying, and
then we’d have to figure out which
were the essential lines to play in a
normal size band. (Someone who
rehearsed with him later would remark
on his ability to transpose parts on
sight.)

Did the guy know who you were when
he hired you?

I'd just about forgotten myself.

oswell first came to Holland in

1965, with John Tchicai and a
version of the New York Art Quartet
(with Louis Moholo on drums). They
did a broadcast from one of the
Hilversum radio studios, issued by the
America label in ‘72 under the title
Roswell Rudd.

He started forging a connection to the
Dutch scene while in New York the
following year, but he didn’t know it
at the time. One day in July 1966-his
phone rang. The man on the line had
an odd European accent. He asked:
Could you perhaps teil me where is to
be found the grave of Herbie Nichols?
Roswell said he didn’t know, he hadn’t
been invited to the graveside service,
but suggested the man call the
veterans’ hospital where Nichols spent
his last days. Many years later Rudd
found out his caller was Misha
Mengelberg, passing through New
York on his way home from playing at
Newport. He never did find the
cemetery.

Roswell met Misha in the 1970s,
probably on the ‘76 trip when he
recorded the lp Maine (BVHaast) live
in an Amsterdam bar with van~
Duynhoven, bassist Arjen Gorter and
tenor saxophonist Hans Dulfer.

Arjen Gorter: “Roswell Rudd came here
for a radio recording of compositions
by saxophonist Theo Loevendie, which
were incredibly beautiful, in my
memory. About a 15-piece band, with

Roswell as the featured soloist. I told
the radio guy to put at least three
microphones on him. The guy looked
at me as if I was crazy. But Roswell
spent the whole concert moving his
bell around. He biew at the ceiling,
toward the floor, side to side,
everywhere but in that one
microphone, so sometimes you hear
"wwwOOOWWwww’ as he passes by.
The recording sounded like nothing.
Roswell is an amazing guy. Theo later
wrote a piece called No Devils, because
he was always talking about devils, all
kinds of weird shit.

“While he was still here, Hans Dulfer
lined up some gigs, and one of them, a
Sunday afternoon, was recorded, and
put on a record. I heard it lately; |
thought it was awful. Toward the end
of the first side, Hans and Martin van
Duynhoven and me are playing like
idiots, uptempo, and all Roswell keeps
playing is Three Blind Mice. |1 never
caught on till now! Great!”

It’s better than Arjen remembers, but
it does have the balls-to-wall so-sue-
me sloppiness of Dulfer’s better
records. Rudd slips into other tunes
too, including an old hymn making
perhaps its only appearance on a jazz
record, Praise God From Home All
Blessings Flow, which Roswell says he
knew from boyhood churchgoing with
his grandmother.

That '70s period was his last great
heyday: Trickles (Black Saint), reunion
with Lacy, and Kent Carter and Beaver
Harris (who he’d played in the
memorable '60s Archie Shepp band
that recorded for Impulse; Roswell still
has the same trombone case depicted
on the cover of Live In San Francisco);
a few where he was teamed with
Enrico Rava: Enrico Rava Quartet
(ECM), bassist Marcello Melis’ unsung
classic New Village On The Left (Black
Saint — where jazz quartet reacts to
and weaves into recordings of a
Sardinian vocal quartet) and Rudd'’s
own Inside Job, one of a pair he made
for Arista/Freedom; a few with Carla
Bley, a run which began with Charlie
Haden'’s Liberation Music Orchestra
and ends with Musique Mecanique.
>>>>>>
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In the ’'80s, he and Misha (and Mosaic
Records) masterminded a re-
appreciation of Herbie Nichols. In the
van Roswell told us he’d played a

has an old Holten
student trombone,
the kind that
sounds like a pie-

dixtetarrd-sesSTom T The late  >0s where
he noticed the pianist played in a
“quieter, spacier, more thoughtful
kind of way” than was common.
Afterwards the pianist said, I think you
have a good ear; maybe you'd be
interested in some other music I can
play on piano.

Anything you want to know about
Rudd and his ability to hear Nichols
you can find out reading his notes for
the Mosaic’s out-of-print Nichols box,
expanding on notes he wrote for Blue
Note’s Nichols 2-fer The Third World
in the ‘70s. Rudd and Nichols were
close but he has no proprietary
tendencies about his music — spoke
warmly of Buell Neidlinger’s and Duck
Baker’s interpretations of Nichols
tunes. (Rudd: “He always wanted
people to take his stuff and do their
own things with it.”) But Roswell and
Misha are really the heavyweight
interpreters; Mengelberg had been a
student and fan of Nichols music since
hearing his Blue Note 10-inchers
almost as soon as they came out —
had recommended Nichols’ writing to
Dolphy when they played together not
long before Eric’s death in 1964.

He was pleased to learn that one of us
had heard Toby Delius playing House
Party Starting at a jam session in
Amsterdam the night before.

Roswell told us his first inspirations
were Tricky Sam Nanton and weird
laughing on Spike Jones records: vocal
sounds. Anyone who’s heard his
plungering can hear what he means,
both cases.

n Groningen, even the soundcheck
was a revelation. I've heard the

Baars trio a fair amount, knew the
older pieces on the program pretty
well. As soon as Roswell played a
handful of notes with them, it
sounded like a quartet — he got
further into their sound in two
rehearsals than Lacy did on a week’s
tour. It’s a shock to realize his sound
isn’t so large: none of that Lewis-Ray
Anderson-Wolter Wierbos volume. He
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tin when you strike
the bell. But the
horn sings in his
hands, as much as
it did 20 years ago.
It took mere
seconds to realize
Rudd was really
back.

Anyone paying
attention was
grinning all night.
In the '60s free-jazz
musicians liked to
talk about the
common ground
between collective
improvisation and
dixieland —
parallels reinforced
by the variety of
vocalized
techniques popular
in the '60s and
'20s. With Roswell
more than anyone
you could hear the
direct stylistic
connection. He
will play the
corniest dixie shit
in the hippest
context and get
away with it — is
the only trombone
player not wearing
a straw hat who
dares play the grandest tailgate cliché
of all: slide the dingus from closest
position to the furthest reach and then
back, with no change in lip position.

Baars’ concepts can be a little rarefied
— he likes eccentrics: Von Freeman on
tenor for pushing the limits of
acceptable intonation; John Carter on
clarinet for false-fingering falsetto
research — and has one piece where
the main pitches are dictated by Van
Duynhoven'’s cymbals. Their music
tends to be dry — droll dry — where
Roswell’s exuberance is all wet
(literally — he's a master at
manipulating rhythm of the sound
spit makes when it’s trapped in the
tubing).

Rudd had as much trouble following
Ab’s abstruse music as a dog has
following a wagon load of steaks. He
heard the same possibilities Baars had
heard: that his concept was so
complementary to theirs, it was as if
he was filling a hole in the concept: a
barnyard element that made crazy
sense combined with Baars’ at-least-
partly cerebral fascination with earthy
sounds. Rudd’s punchy notes fit De
Joode’s attack, and his timbres went
well with the metal colorist in Van
Duynhoven. Maybe that thin-shell
trombone even helps.

On stage, wearing a snappy black suit
and a baseball cap, white hair and
beard cresting over his face, he looked



weirdly like Hal Russell. On stage he’d
do a little soft-shoe when someone
else was soloing; in print one critic
called it an “old man dance,” but it
looked to me like something he
picked up playing with those 40-ish
youngsters in NRBQ. He introduced
the band a couple of times so
everyone could see he was happy to
be with them. He was quite evidently
satisfied with the bassist’s explosive
pizzicato.

The gig was nice, if short — did the
promoter actually know who Rudd is?
someone fairly asked — but proved a
warm-up for the next day, Saturday
afternoon concert in the auditorium of
Amsterdam’s modern art Stedelijk
Museum. It was all but unpublicized
but word of mouth was strong; here
everyone knew who he was; I counted
at least five trombonists in the
audience, including Wierbos, Joost
Buis, and Willem van Manen (an old
admirer who'’d given Everywhere on
Impulse a rave in a Dutch jazz
magazine 30 years ago).

The quartet played a bunch of Baars
tunes, including the new Portrait Of
Roswell Rudd, and Ellington’s Ricitic,
and Rudd’s The Guardian Angels,
prefaced by an enthusiastic speech in
favor of those uniformed urban
vigilantes; it incorporates There’ll Be
Some Changes Made, dixie style. On the
turnaround van Duynhoven went for a
corny cowbell syncopation, then stuck
with it to remake the tune in a latin
groove. Slick.

After the gig Baars looked very happy.

When Roswell heard I was heading
back to Groningen for the evening, he
debated going along. (He knew from
previous day’s experience it meant five
hours in a car, up and back.) He asked
me to tell Joshua Roseman that he’d
really wanted to hear him with the
Dave Douglas Sextet — with whom by
the way his trombone sound and licks
were smooth as the contents of a
Dutch dairy case. Roseman said after
his gig that he’d run into Roswell on
the plane over, that they’d sat together
and had a long talk — and that seeing
Roswell on a Bob Dorough gig in
Boston when he was a student in the
early '80s was a prime inspiration.

he next night Baars, Rudd, De

Joode and Van Duynhoven
played in Antwerp. That was the end
of the tour, but Roswell had decided in
advance to stick around for a few days
as the guest of Baars and violist Ig
Henneman. His urge to play was not
exhausted — he was picking up on
folks’ pleasure hearing him. Tuesday
night De Joode was playing his usual
weekly gig in a cozy room at the
community centre Zaal 100 (at 100 De
Wittenstraat, in case you’re in town),
with Joost Buis’ Famous Astronotes,
which mostly play tunes from Sun Ra’s
book. Rudd came with his horn, was
naturally invited to sit in.

For a change Buis had decided to
feature Ra’s arrangements of tunes
from Disney films tonight; Rudd dove
right in as soon as he heard the first
notes of Zippity-Doo-Dah. He and big-
toned Hawk-flavoured tenor
saxophonist Toby Delius shared solo
space on a nice movie ballad, Second
Star To The Right. That was goose
bump time: two beautiful tones
twining.

While we were gabbing at the break
Rudd made reference to Strayhorn
being one of his five favorite
composers. When I asked him who the
other four were, the more he thoug‘h’t
about it the less he wanted to answer.

That was the last time I saw him; the
next day I left town on family
business. The first thing I heard about
when I got back a week later was that
Tuesday night was just the beginning
as far as sitting in went. The next
night Roswell went down to the loud
awful tourist trap Cafe Alto to join
Dulfer on his weekly gig. Thuisday
night in Utrecht he sat in with
Henneman'’s 10tet, which he’d heard
earlier in the week. Sunday afternoon
he came to the weekly jam session at
the musicians’ bar De Engelbewaarder;
even stay-at-home Misha dropped by
for a long talk. Someone asked Roswell
to play Skylark. No one on the stand
knew it, so he said, just play the
colors.

Monday he rehearsed Ellington tunes
with Buis and cornetist Eric Boeren,
played with them at Zaal 100 Tuesday,
even squeezed in a mini-set on the

break with his old friend, pianist and
Amsterdam fixture Burton Greene. He
also found time to play Misha and
Burton a tape of Mary Lou Williams
playing Herbie Nichols tunes. And
then the most popular man in Holland
flew to England — one more working
stop before heading home to
Woodstock.

Waiting for me when I got back to
Amsterdam was a letter from Roswell
Rudd. Some of what he said about the
scene here: “I've really gotten a great
earful so far. One of the reasons:
fabulous improvisers. Another reason:
fabulous composers who know how to
get the most mileage out of
improvisers. I think the source music
is looking very good going into the
21st century — if we can find the
means to stay alive. You're in a good
place.

“P.S. My five favourite composers of
all time:

Le Sonir Partch

Thelonious Strayhorn

Duke Nichols-Coleman

‘Kid’ Igor Oliver

Vernon A.(nton) Weill.”

I heard Joost Buis two weeks later; he
always sounds good, but this time he
was using a little heavier vibrato,
working the slide a little more than
usual. He was feeling Ruddy and
sounding no worse for that. He even
called Nichols’ 12 Bars.

In the arts section of the Friday 8
November Volkskrant there was a nice
profile of Rudd by the critic Erik van
den Berg. Just before they took the
photo for the article Baars said to him,
why don’t you do it naked? and
Henneman said, Don’t you dare. So he
compromised.

In the paper he appears shirtless, horn
to his lips, under a title which
translates “This Horn Has a Lot of
Karma.” O

ABOUT THE WRITER:

KEVIN WHITEHEAD is currently
residing in Amsterdam where he is
writing a book on Dutch music.

(C) Kevin Whitehead 1996. No reprint or
reproduction without author’s permission.
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A REVIEW BY

SKETCHES Jack Chambers

OF MILES DAVIS AND GIL EVANS

hat exchange occupies only a few

moments of Miles Davis & Gil
Evans: The Complete Columbia
Studio Recordings (Columbia CXK
67397), but it is a moment to savour.
And there are many more. The six CDs
— bound with 198 pages of text by
George Avakian, Bill Kirchner, Bob
Belden and Phil Schaap in a hardcover
booklet with a brass spine and a
slipcase — run seven hours and 20
minutes.

Two of those hours have held a secure
place among the treasures of recorded
jazz for more than 35 years. The
original masters of Miles Ahead
(1957), Porgy And Bess (1958) and
Sketches Of Spain (1960) are here in
all their glory, their rich textures
perhaps never heard better than in
these digital remasterings. The most
noticeable sound difference from the
first vinyl pressings is the dynamic
range. Here the double-reeds hum
more subtly and the brass ensembles
shout more assertively than in the
originals.

The first digital remasterings of this
music — the original CD versions
issued by Columbia in 1987-89 — were
sometimes shrill in the high registers.
The shrillness has been eliminated in
the new masterings by Mark Wilder.
The first CD version of Miles Ahead
accidentally issued several alternate
takes instead of the original Ip master.
Those alternative takes are here too
following the original master takes,
and so are the best alternate takes

It is May 1957 and the tape is running in Columbia’s 30th Street
Studio. Gil Evans is rehearsing Blues For Pablo with the 19-piece
orchestra that will play his score behind Miles Davis on the Miles
Ahead lp. Something sounds wrong. If you are familiar with the
released version, this rendition sounds frivolous. Evans stops them.
He calls to the trombonists. “Delay it a little more than you’re
doing,” he says. “Like you’re in misery.” And when he starts them
up again it is suddenly there — the etched blues, the civilized
misery that will set off Davis’ flugelhorn solo like a gemstone.

from Porgy And Bess and Sketches Of
Spain, available here for the first time.
The alternates are intelligently coupled
with the original masters on the first
three CDs. They thus provide a kind of
double-take of the classic Ips. You hear
the original music first in its entirety
and then the best alternative versions,
offering the same music from a
different and usually more candid
angle. Recording specs are not
provided, but to my ears the sound
seems as good as it is on super-bit-
mapped gold disks. In spite of a
warning in the preface about “the
original tapes... starting to show their
age,” the sound is sumptuous.

Obviously, music as good as this
flatters the technology. With tubas
and oboes, tympani and castanets,
quartets of flute/clarinet/French horn/
bass trombone in the background or
trios of bassoon/bass trombone/string
bass playing counter-melodies to the
harmon-muted trumpet in the
foreground, this music is suffused with
range, shadings and contrasts rare in
jazz or any other music. The digital
technology happens to be adequate to
capture what was there from the
beginning.

The converse also holds. When the
music is bad, the technology doesn’t
matter. And there is bad music here
too. After all these years, it is still hard
to believe that Quiet Nights (1962)
belongs to the Miles Davis/Gil Evans
canon. This is insipid, unfeeling,
cliched music. It was intended to catch

the bossa nova wave that Stan Getz
was riding. It must have seemed like a
good idea at the time. Davis was back
on drugs and Evans was starting his
slide into a performing coma that
would eventually last almost a decade.
The prospect of making a big selling
record must have tempted them as
much as it did their Columbia bosses.
But their hearts were obviously not in
it. To Davis and Evans’ credit, they
abandoned the project. To Columbia’s
shame, they released it anyway. Davis
refused to talk to producer Teo Macero
for four years. “He fucked it up,” Davis
said. Evans just shrugged and said, “It
was just half an album.” Its brevity is a
blessing (about 21 minutes on CD 4,
tracks 1-6). Remastered sound cannot
raise it from the dead.

We know now, with hindsight, that we
were lucky the malaise evident in
Quiet Nights did not set in earlier and
ruin Sketches Of Spain. The first
recording sessions for Sketches took
place in November 1959, starting with
Rodrigo’s Concierto de Aranjuez (Adagio)
— and almost ending with it. Evans’
orchestration proved exceptionally
difficult and some of the musicians
were grumbling. For the beleaguered
Evans, Davis was no help. He failed to
show up for the first session, and he
played very little at the second one.

Surprisingly, the only comment about
this turmoil in the notes
accompanying the music is Phil
Schaap’s ingenuous observation that
“Miles Davis did not approach the
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recordings of November, 1959 with
the same directness and work ethic as
on Miles Ahead and Porgy And Bess. |
do not know the reasons.” But the
reasons are no secret. Davis had been
assaulted by two policemen in front of
Birdland in late August. He took ten
stitches in his scalp, spent the night in
jail, lost his cabaret card, and faced
criminal charges. He counter-sued, and
in October saw the charges against
him dismissed in return for dropping
his suit. But the assault became a
lifelong obsession. At first, like a
trauma victim, he talked incessantly
about being persecuted by the police
and cheated by the courts. And then
he stopped talking. For a time, he also
stopped working. The Sketches Of
Spain sessions were his only studio
work for 23 months.

E vans worked on the Concierto
score that fall pretty much
alone. Unlike the two earlier
collaborations, Sketches Of Spain
exists because Gil Evans took charge.
He was used to standing his ground
when musicians were struggling to
master his charts. (Bill Crow said that
in the waning days of the Claude
Thornhill orchestra, Thornhill used to
bring out Evans’ arrangements only
“when he wanted to punish the
orchestra.”) So Evans stood his ground
now, and the battleground was the
longest and probably the most
complex score he ever wrote. In the
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end, the results more than justified his
faith in the score, but it was four more

measured silence, the exact phrase, the
truest note. CD 6 includes 11 overdub
tracks, sometimes with the

months before he returned to the
Strdoto ord ETEST O e music
for Sketches Of Spain.

The four versions of the Concierto in
this boxed set document the studio
drama surrounding it neatly, if
inadvertently. The earliest take (6, 28),
with Davis absent (contra Schaap’s
note, p. 163), shows the orchestral
beauties emerging fitfully from the
long, ragged (but spliced) rehearsal
run-through. The next version, five
days later (3, 9), shows Davis figuring
out his solo spots in a complete
version (also spliced) with a
surprisingly gritty sound in the brass
ensembles. Big-band fans might even
prefer this version to the glossy,
dramatic delicacy of the master take
(3, 1) or the alternates (3-10 and 6-29,
which together make a complete, but
unspliced, take) recorded five days
later. Only the master take has ever
been heard before.

Evans emerges as the hero not only of
the Concierto sessions but of all the
out-takes, rehearsals, breakdowns and
discussions sprinkled through CDs 4, §
and 6. He is heard cajoling the players,
persuading them to alter their
intonation, correcting their parts,
gently but persistently impressing his
vision on them. He is completely in
charge, uncowed by the first-call
studio musicians around him. His
assertiveness will surprise anyone who
remembers him best as the benign
anarchist at the heart of the Monday
Night Orchestra from 1975 until his
death in 1988, the only really public
phase of his career.

Davis’ heroism is quieter, contrary to
the myth. When he speaks, it is
mainly to the producer and it is
unfailingly friendly, especially to Cal
Lampley at the Porgy and Bess
sessions. In an inspired moment, Davis
interrupts his open-horn solo on I
Loves You, Porgy (6, 24) and
announces, “Calvin, I'm gonna play
this in a mute... Can I raise this
microphone?” Here and elsewhere, we
get to see him working his uncharted
way through these beautiful settings,
seeking the perfect sound, the

prerecorded orchestra on the left
channel and Davis alone on the right.
The effect is disconcerting on first
hearing — after all, it is far removed
the way music is meant to be heard —
but in the end it seems a brilliant
deconstruction of the music. After
hearing the overdubs, the old master
takes gleam again, much as they did
when we first heard them.

The brand-new music is anticlimactic.
The long-awaited Time Of The
Barracudas (4, 10), released here for the
first time, is music Davis and Evans
worked on as incidental music for a
play of the same name for several
weeks in 1963. They were living at the
Chateau Marmont in Hollywood
during an otherwise unproductive
spell for both of them. It was long
known that this music was the source
for Barracuda (aka General Assembly)
and Hotel Me (later Jelly Rolls), both
recorded by Evans a year later on his
Individualism lp (Verve ). Here they
show up as snippets, and the track
turns out to be a minor curiosity — a
12-minute medley of fragments, a
mini-soundtrack with no solos.

More interesting is the previously
unreleased Falling Water (4, 11-14),
recorded in New York with a 16-piece
orchestra in February 1968. By this
time, Davis and Evans had become
intrigued by electric instruments and
exotic percussion. The four takes of
this one tune are surprisingly varied.
Clearly, they were experimenting with
integrating electronic effects into the
underscore. In the years that followed,
of course, those effects would become
the score rather than the underscore
for much of their music.

Falling Water was the first session,
apparently, of what was long
rumoured to be rehearsals for a full-
scale new collaboration. Some of that
new music was played at a legendary
concert at the Greek Theatre in
Berkeley, California, in April, and that
concert was rumoured to have been
recorded by Columbia. It comes as a
bitter disappointment to learn from
Bob Belden’s notes that neither the



Berkeley concert nor any other
rehearsal tapes exist in the vaults.
Apparently they never did.

SO we will have to content
ourselves with the music we
already knew. In that, there should be
no reason for disappointment. The
extra hours of music in this box,
imperfect though it always is,
illuminate the classic recordings
beyond our expectations. No matter
how familiar the master takes are, we
hear things we never heard before.
Some of those things are trivial, as
when the acute remastering picks up
the sound of Davis turning a
manuscript page on The Pan Piper (3,
3, at 1:42), or catches (as Schaap
notes) the sound of him dropping a
mute on the floor in the coda of
Springsville (1, 11). But there is much
more.

The breadth of the offerings should
shake up our fixed ideas. Here for the
first time is the full version of Saeta (3,
7) alongside the edited master version
(3,4); editing turned the track into
Davis’ private prayer to the grieving
Virgin but Evans’ original made the
grief communal. Here too is a veritable
symposium on Evans’ Gone from Porgy
and Bess; the master (2, 3) stands by
any measure as masterpiece — one of
the great jazz recordings of all time —
and here it is augmented not only by
two alternate takes (2, 14 and 20), less
than perfect but still brilliant, and
also, as a kind of appendix, by a
rehearsal sequence (6, 18) and the
discussion (6, 20) that preceded the
master recording.

Nearly three hours of this music is
previously unreleased, and much of it
is startling for one reason or another,
from Davis’ clams (especially
embarrassing on the alternative take of
the Concierto (3, 9, around 4:40) and
the opening melody of There’s A Boat
That'’s Leaving Soon For New York (2,
18)) to the sheer drudgery that
underlies the inspiration and the
shambling that precedes the sudden
leaps of genius.

As grateful as we are for what is
included, it is impossible to overlook
what is missing. The only small-band

collaboration in the package is an
obscure 1962 session with Bob
Dorough (4, 7-9), whose hip singing
captured Davis’ fancy for a while. But
Davis and Evans collaborated on many
more small-band sessions and many
better ones, notably the brilliant Round
Midnight in 1956 (an omission noted
by Bill Kirchner in his notes), the
entire Filles De Kilimanjaro session in
1968, and Star People in 1982. These
will eventually be made available as
part of Columbia’s master plan for six
more boxed sets of Davis’ music in the
next two years, but Evans’ role will
undoubtedly be underplayed, perhaps
even ignored, as it was when these
were originally issued.

The packaging is opulent but awkward
to use. The cardboard inserts for the
CDs are bound into the fancy booklet.
They bend reluctantly so that reading
the text requires you to press the pages
apart as you read to keep them from
snapping shut. (The virgin vinyl
package from Mosaic Records will
presumably avoid this problem in a
large-format 12 x 12 booklet; Mosaic
Records can be ordered from 31
Melrose Place, Stamford, Connecticut,
U.S.A. 06902.)

Quibbling about the packaging and
the omissions seems like an act of
ingratitude in the light of what this
package makes available. All thanks to
Michael Cuscuna of Mosaic Records
for alerting the corporate monolith to
the legacy it was hoarding in its vaults
with the earlier Plugged Nickel box.
Now that they are awakened,
Columbia have done themselves proud
with a high-class production. This
boxed set feels good in your hand,
looks good on your shelf, sounds
brilliant in your ear, and adds lustre to
some of the finest recordings ever
made. O
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ALBERT AYL

Breakfast in Montreal...

any of those things, but a wall of
impossible sweetness. At midnight
there was only a scattering of people

...a reflection by Stuart Broomer

n the late summer of 1967, | went

with my band of the day from
Toronto to Montreal where we were to
play in a Michael Snow performance at
Expo '67, Canada’s World’s Fair. We
arrived at night, the day before our
accommodations in a vacant college
dorm would be available. One band
member had a friend in the city, and
we arrived late on his doorstep. It was
going to be crowded, with five of us
sleeping on the floor in one small
room. Imagining the sleeplessness
before me, I decided to go exploring,
thinking that just walking around
somewhere unfamiliar would be more
fun than trying not to wake other
people.

With the approximate address of a
club I knew might have interesting
music, I set out. [ didn’t know what I'd
find, but it was one of those rare
moments that happen only in youth.
The band that was playing was Albert
Ayler’s. Now that would be one kind
of surprise, maybe even better, for
someone who’d never heard of Ayler,
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but at.the time I was convinced that
he was among the most important
musicians on the planet. In the
previous two years I'd written a couple
of pieces to that effect for Coda, a long
review of Spiritual Unity and an article
on all his records available at the time.
His playing had contributed much to
my thinking about music. I'd heard
some of his key sidemen live — Sunny
Murray, Henry Grimes, Charles Tyler
— but I'd heard Ayler only on record.
So it was a special instant, when even
the fear of insomnia seemed in some
special synch with the universe, one of
those rare and generous moments
when the world feels like it’s been
staged just for you.

I can still feel my surprise at seeing his
name on a hand-lettered sign on the
street, but my recollection of the club
itself is sketchier. It was an after-hours
coffee house, a few steps below street
level. The band was already playing,
the music seeping outside, but when |
went through the door Ayler’s tenor
hit like a wall, not violence or anger or

there, and I sat down close to the
stage.

he band was a quintet with Ayler’s

brother Don on trumpet and Call
Cobbs playing an apartment-size
piano. I recognized Rashied Ali on
drums. I’d met him a year before when
I'd gone to Detroit to hear Coltrane.
The bass player, unfamiliar to me by
both sight and sound, turned out to be
one I'd never heard, or heard of, either
before or since, named, I'm almost
positive, Bill (not Steve, not Art, and
not Richard) Davis. I’'m not sure now if
the band didn’t outnumber the
audience even at the start of the night,
when the club was as crowded as |
would see it.

The music was extraordinary. I know
I'd heard better Ayler bands on
records, but Ayler’s sound was one of
the great musical truths, so huge and
bright and various and alive, the most
fully human — and humanly full —
sound I've ever heard from a musical
instrument. He was playing alto, too,
that night, with an incredibly broad,
almost cavernous tone. Don Ayler, it’s
true, shared few of his brother’s
talents, but he played trumpet as if
everything else had been sacrificed to
sheer sound, a great metallic blaring
that seemed to carve the air into
blocks then shunt them around that
low-ceilinged room. There’s much to
be said for a musical conception large
enough to include very different levels
of skill, and Ayler’s conception was
one of those. I've never heard a
recording that did justice to the parade
band sound of the brothers playing
Albert’s simple themes together, the
concordances and divergences tangible
in the air.

I introduced myself between sets.
Ayler knew the articles I’d written
about him and was pleased by them.
He thought that people could hear the
music better “outside the empire.”
Coltrane had died only a few weeks
before, and his presence could be felt
in the way Albert and Rashied played
that night (the loss had not yet come
to mean all that it would, though, for
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Coltrane was a principal link between
the art and the business of jazz). Albert
told me that the last time they’d
talked, Coltrane had declared himself
the father, Pharoah Sanders the son,
and Albert the holy ghost. It was a
kind of statement that could send me
running, but from Ayler it seemed
plausible. There was no arrogance in
it, only his wonder at the scale of the
music he was playing. It was a way of
finding language to give the music its
rightful dimension. He had a sense of
his own ascendancy, telling me
confidently and modestly, as if the
avatar of outside were a job, that he
had to keep working at it as he felt
Pharoah Sanders gaining on him.

The performance ended around 4:30.
By the end of the last set, I was an
audience of one, something that’s
made it hard for me to line up ever
since. We left the club and went for
breakfast, the sun just coming up. It
was really just a pleasant conversation,
but there were things Ayler said that I
remember still, and one in particular
stands out.

H e asked about the instrumentation
of my group, and registered
surprise that there was no bass player.
He remarked that you had to have a
bass player in New York, otherwise
people would “think it was weird.” It
struck me then, and strikes me still, as
one of the most valuable things
anyone ever told me about jazz. What
I felt was Ayler’s resentment of the
nagging, even ridiculous constraints
on making music in the jazz business.
Even for Ayler to hope for acceptance,
it was important that the band “look
like” a jazz band. It might help explain
why, in his brief career, he had gone
from playing with the very best bass
players (Grimes, Gary Peacock) to
touring and sometimes even recording
with ones who mattered little to the
music, or how he went from those
beautiful performances with strings to
what “looked like” conventional
groups. That night in Montreal the
band had the instrumentation of a bop
quintet. This isn’t to say that Ayler
didn’t have bands where one or even
two bassists were an essential and vital
element, only to say that Ayler’s view

of the audience required a bass player
whether or not he felt any musical
reason to have one.

The first important band he’d played
in, Cecil Taylor’s, had managed
without one, but that, after all, had
been in Denmark, far away from “the
empire.” When he recorded the first
session for Love Cry within a few days
of that Montreal performance, he used
Alan Silva, a fine musician who played
the instrument as little like a “bass” as
possible. That sense of continuous
constraint may have made it easier for
Ayler to shift to the electric fusion
settings of the later Impulse records. In
a sense, perhaps, the continued
presence of the veteran Cobb, who had
played with Johnny Hodges and Billie
Holiday, was a literal sign of jazz
history, part of a complex bargain
Ayler had made between his ideas of
music and audience. Given that view,
the electric harpsichord that Cobb
played on Ayler’s records may refer
ambivalently to a longer musical
history. O

RESTAURANT/BISTRO & JAZZ CLUB

65 Sherbourne Street, Toronto, Ontario,
Canada M5A 2P9 » Tel. (416) 363-0179

FEBRUARY 18TH - FEBRUARY 22ND -+ JAY MCSHANN / JIM GALLOWAY QUARTET
FEBRUARY 25TH - MARCH 1ST * CAROL WELSMAN / GUIDO BASSO QUARTET
MARCH 4TH - MARCH 8TH « MARCUS BELGRAVE QUARTET
MARCH 11TH - MARCH 15TH * JMOG QUARTET
MARCH 18TH - MARCH 22ND » DOC CHEATHAM QUARTET
MARCH 26TH (One Night Only) » BOULOU & ELIOS FERRE
MARCH 27TH - MARCH 29TH * TERRY CADE TRIO
APRIL 1ST - APRIL STH ¢« MIKE DOWNES QUARTET
APRIL 8TH - APRIL 12TH « BARRY ELMES QUINTET
APRIL 14TH - APRIL 19TH + KENNY WHEELER/SONNY GREENWICH QUINTET
APRIL 22ND - APRIL 26TH « ANDREW RUTHBUN QUARTET
APRIL 29TH - MAY 3RD ¢ PHIL NIMMONS QUARTET
MAY 6TH - MAY 10TH « RED RICHARDS / JIM GALLOWAY QUARTET

TUESDAY THROUGH SATURDAY EXCEPT WHERE NOTED - MUSIC NINE TO ONE NIGHTLY
LIGHT AMERICAN - FRENCH MENU SERVED NOON TO MIDNIGHT
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Jason Kao Hwang « Urban Archaeology ¢ Victo cd037
Charles Papasoff « International Baritone Conspiracy ¢ Victo cd038
Joe Lovano Wind Ensemble « CD Worlds ¢ Evidence 22132
New & Used « Consensus ¢ Knitting Factory Works 163
Project W e« Apraxia 17442
Damon Short « All Of The Above » Southport 028
Joel Spencer /Kelly Sill Quartet » The Brighter Side ¢ Jazz Alliance 0026
Kim Richmond/Clay Jenkins Ensemble ¢ Range ¢ Nine Winds 172
Either/Orchestra « Dial “E” * Accurate 2222
Either/Orchestra « Across The Omniverse ¢ Accurate 3272
Curlew ¢ Paradise  Cuneiform Rune 80

Improvised music is one of the great, untapped historical
modes of both performing and thinking. Too often, jazz artists
are presented in their various stripes as little more than quirky
entertainers, not good enough to be classical and, thus, real

REVIEWS BY
ANDREW BARTLETT

/

thinkers in a clearly defined tradition, and yet not bad enough ANDY LASTER PHOTOGRAPH BY GERARD FUTRICK
to be hawked as mass media items of vast anonymity.

lectric violinist Jason Kao Hwang

elaborates an enticingly cryptic
way into thinking of and playing from
multiple traditions. His Far East Side
Band follows up their 1994 CD
Caverns (New World Records) with
Urban Archaeology (Victo cd037),
another foray into the world of an
archeo/anthropological aesthetic and
culturally inclusive performance.
Hwang, also a film maker whose
subjects gravitate around his identity
as a Korean American artist, also plays
violin with extended techniques and
extreme registers in mind. His
bandmates (Sang-Won Park, ajang,
kayagum; Joe Daley, tuba, electronics;
Yukio Tsuji, shakuhachi, percussion)
share an affection for spacious
performance punctuated by new Band-
member Joe Daley’s rumbling tuba and
squiggly, sometimes billowy
electronics. Percussive in a most subtle
manner, Hwang draws a connecting
link between free jazz, the “East Side”
of New York’s non-tonal bustle, and
Korean traditional strings and
percussion, Japanese inflected
shakuhachi, and much more. Rather
than dub this as ‘hybrid,’ perhaps we
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should recognize Hwang’s interest in
scientific endeavors and think of him
as someone thinking histories and
enacting them in his preferred
language of extended improvisations.

Without Hwang’s language of
speculation or exploration,

Montreal baritone saxist Charles
Papasoff engages a forum every bit as
electrifying with his International
Baritone Conspiracy (Victo cd038), a
follow-up to his fantastic debut on Red
Toucan Records. Papasoff, along with
baritonists Hamiet Bluiett, Jean
Derome, David Mott, Christian
Gavillet, and Bo van der Werf recorded
this set at the 1995 Festival
International De Musique Actuelle De
Victoriaville. They had at their
disposal an arsenal of instruments
almost unbelievably capable of raining
thunder upon the crowds. Yet the CD
is an exercise in artistic restraint,
attention to minute detail and
dynamics, and timbral variety in a
setting where the potential was for
timbre to be more a function of
thunder than the airy, skewed, jumpy,
richness contained on this CD.

Papasoff’'s Mouvements has an extra-
ordinary suite-like structure that lends
itself well to the bleating and
bellowing freeplay that populates the
piece’s 17+ minutes. The changes in
energy are so frequent, though, that
the piece seems endlessly variable, like
an Earle Brown “Available Form” for
the low-end sax aficionado.

Jean Derome offers another lengthy
piece in several sections, L’Espoir De Ne
Pas Perdre Espoir and it veers and nearly
careens like Papasoff’s, emphasizing at
once a history of baritone stylists and
the high/low dichotomy that so
quickly tumbles from these saxes. The
only performer not to present a piece is
Hamiet Bluiett, whose recent gig
producing a scatter of CDs for the
audiophile Mapleshade Records label,
has certainly called on his sense of
depth and dynamics enough to
complement his chops and sharpness
on the baritone. He offers an unusually
subtle take on Pithecanthropus Erectus to
close out one of the most enticing all-
saxophone recordings in modern
memory, whether New Music proper

or improvised post-bop jazz.



Iso finding swinging space on the
cusp of New Music and

improvisation is the now-hugely
famed Joe Lovano, who before signing
on with Blue Note presented his
profound Wind Ensemble at the 1989
Amiens International Jazz Festival in
France. Released on Label Bleu just
after its recording, the live CD Worlds
(Evidence 22132) is only now available
in the U.S. And it is sure to get wide
acclaim, if also some perplexed
attention from Lovano'’s growing cadre
of avid fans. A supergroup of sorts
(Lovano, tenor and soprano
saxophones, alto clarinet; Bill Frisell,
guitar; Tim Hagans, trumpet; Gary
Valente, trombone; Judi Silvano,
soprano voice; Henri Texier, bass; Paul
Motian, drums), Wind Ensemble packs
a windy gust in most of their paces
and shifting modes. Beginning with a
high-stepping foray into free bop, led
by the high-end soprano vocalese of
Judy Silvano, this CD fits amazingly
into Lovano’s Blue Note canon,
especially next to the fine avant bop of
Universal Language and the more
boisterous moments of Rush Hour.

he New York quintet New & Used

has, like Lovano and Hwang, also
thrived musically between thoroughly
complex compositions and inspired,
free-form improvisations. Their newest
CD, Consensus (Knitting Factory
Works 163), presents more of their
often-shifting, electric bass-driven
tunes. Harnessed by a stunning
reserve, the group weaves its way
through the traffic of their charts with
the sliding grace of Mark Feldman'’s
violin and the ultra cool pair of Dave
Douglas and Andy Laster. Where
Lovano starts out with a bang,
returning to the hopping pace
frequently throughout Worlds, New &
Used seems delighted by their own
calm impatience with stasis. Tom
Rainey’s drums indulge pulse sections
as often as spacy punctuations, with
one highlight being his snare/sax duet
with Laster which builds back to the
group’s consensual directions Laster’s
Alignment. This is an aptly named
recording, since so much seems to
work due to the lack of overbearing
voices. Again, the presence of multiple
styles throws many a loop, so that the
hints of klezmer and circus-like vibes

give quick right-of-way to brief but
telling solo spots that defy
categorization.

Seattle improvising trio Project W
and their eponymously titled
debut CD (Apraxia 17442) also
hammer out a great and compelling
display of musical impatience with
stasis and a simultaneously
phenomenal attention to minute
detail. Alto saxist Wally Shoup, whose
tapes have long found reviews in The
Improviser and Cadence works
alongside cellist Brent Arnold and
drummer Ed Pias on a scatter of
improvised pieces that conjure
extended techniques and high-energy
as much as a fruitful jumpiness that
allows for numerous angles on trio
interactions in short blasts. Arnold
slashes and plucks short passages while
Shoup skitters and squawks, ably
abetted by Pias’ mixture of time-
oriented rhythms and clangy stops-
and-starts.

Where New & Used often slowly
exercises impatience as they change
tempo and direction multiple times in
a single piece’s breadth, making tunes
seem dreamily long, Project W skips
elongation and emphasizes a quick wit
and spacious sense of what can be
accomplished in the short times they
take up for their pieces. The beauty
here is that a trio of very little renown
outside Seattle makes a mixture of
blistering pace and careful, articulate
extremity of registers with all the
alacrity of the Barry Guy/Evan Parker/
Paul Lovens trio and do so with
complete abandon close at hand.
Would that improvised music was
viable on the open road, dropping in
off the freeway to light up a beer pub’s
marquee, the requisite folk would hear
and embrace Project W's wiry
limberness and propulsive energies. To
boot, Arnold takes on micro-tones in
his cello in a manner that would wow
the Arditti String Quartet and even the
late Giacinto Scelsi.

n a more conventionally avant garde,

though no less limber, bag, Chicago
drummer Damon Short’s All Of The
Above (Southport 028) finds its chief
inspiration in the Albert Ayler
continuum of warbled sax tone and

dramatic build-ups in folksy musical
veins. With one of improvised music’s
best trumpeters, Paul Smoker, and
saxist Paul Scea, Short’s enlisted a crew
built for heightened pressure-building.
Guitarist Jim Yanda is crucial to the
group, plucking out simple, soulful
progressions in duet with bassist Larry
Kohut and setting a bluesy backdrop
for the very Aylerian entries of Smoker
and Scea. Consisting of several mid-
length pieces and the lengthy title
suite, this seems to me a disc poised
on its connection to Dixieland’s
polyphony and free music’s penchant
for rumbling rhythmic freeness and
ostinato pushing and pulling. All in
all, Smoker is the intrepid whirlwind
he’s always been, sirening and
squalling as if he's tilted skyward in
prayerful yawp. There are moments on
Melting Crystals where the CD loses my
attention, but the 30-minute title suite
is solid and solidly situated in Ayler’s
shadows.

n the more conventional post-

bop side of the proverbial fence
are the Joel Spencer & Kelly Sill
Quartet and Kim Richmond/Clay
Jenkins Ensemble. Spencer and Sill
enlist tenor and soprano saxist Chris
Potter, who careens in a Giant Steps
barrage of notes, but also delivers
pungent strains of Steve Lacy in his
soprano execution and phrasing on
The Brighter Side (Jazz Alliance 0026).
Spencer offers a good dose of Elvin
Jones’ thunderous runs over the
cymbals, and pianist Garry Dial’s got
more than a small McCoy Tyner jag.
Naturally, this solid, driven post-bop
affair is, then, in the shadow of John
Coltrane’s quartet but stands out and
is well worth its weight for sheer
energy and determination not to
sound like just another Trane copy
quartet. Richmond and Jenkins both
hail from the Los Angeles big band
and session-playing scene. Their sextet
on Range (Nine Winds 172) not
surprisingly extends itself to sound
like an ensemble at least double its
actual size, compressing the horns into
bop progressions here then making it
seem an antiphonal section group
there. With stop-and-start heads and
some gutsy soloing, the group
surprises me at many turns with their
subtle dissonances and strong
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saxophonic array of solo moods. Not
only can these cats cook up
electrifying readings of Caravan and

s WROTE...
BOOK-

emphasis on developing solos from
minute phrases to warping register
changes and note flurries.

Sharing Richmond and Jenkins’
ability to make big band sounds
out of smaller ensembles, the long-
lasting brainchild of tenor saxist and
composer Russ Gershon, Either/
Orchestra, presents one long-lost
chapter from their history and a fairly
huge collection of unreleased works on
the re-issue of Dial “E” (Accurate
2222) and 2 CD anthology, Across The
Omniverse (Accurate 3272). Presenting
their always-spirited take on big band
and post-bop jazz with a keen ear for
the whimsical and the deeply
improvisational, E/O has long been
wont to trot out, for example, In a
Sentimental Mood and then Odwalla or
Julius Hemphill’s Hard Blues. The re-
issue of their 1986 debut sports a toe-
tapping take on Doxy that is
luminescent with high brass upswing
and abundant in creative soloing from
guitarist John Dirac. With Monk's
Brilliant Corners spun in equally
attractive, though strange, manner,
and Rahsaan Roland Kirk’s Lady’s
Blues, there is no doubt why this is a
classic release, long sought after by
collectors who know solid, tight but
not tightly wound “big band” jazz that
excels in polystylistic realms.

The anthology covers every lineup
that recorded as E/O, from the 1986
group to 1995’s crew that cut The
Brunt. Either/Orchestra has always had
a flexible swing, no matter the exact
lineups. Charlie Kohlhase’'s composing
and baritone are some of the group’s
best details, though listing the litany
of polystylists and their various
outswinging virtues here would take
much of this page. I think we
absolutely need big bands, though we
need very few repertory orchestras,
which is what people think of when
they hear “big band” these days. From
John Tchicai’s Swamiji’s Mood to
Gershon'’s stunning Ballad For Sun Ra,
this two-fer packs a walloping heavy
brass punchiness and extensive
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— namerous other tunes, they can also
compose in a variety of settings, from
Andrew D’Angelo’s sardonic Big Butt to
Kohlhase’s strutting The New Llama
Walk. May Either/Orchestra live long
and prosper.

One small ensemble perennially
under-appreciated is Curlew,

whose newest CD Paradise
(Cuneiform Rune 80) features the
quintet with second guitarist Chris
Cochrane replacing cellist Tom Cora.
Still very much in attendance are tenor
and alto saxist George Cartwright,
guitarist Davey Williams, drummer
Samm Bennett, and bassist Ann Rupel.
If ever there was a jazz-rock-Caribbean
groove fusion worthy of serious,
widescale attention from music
communities of various stripes, Curlew
would be the bearers of that sound.
Cartwright maneuvers his
mutliphonics against a driving
backbeat and solidly riffing guitar
battery, and then the guitars go
haywire, squiggling and grinding
virtuosity away in a crunchy haze
while Rupel and Bennett hold forth in
rhythmic certitude. What's so
overwhelming about Paradise is the
lilt, whether slow or fast, that nearly
leaps off every tune. This is high
spirited music that eludes stylistic
containment in a kind of happy fury.

There are strange agglomerations of
sound that spill out slowly from
silence, building into tunes, but
overall, these are tight melodies that
have so much intensity in solos spices
that one nearly forgets these are
compact, memorable melodies.
Closing the CD is Postcard, a
psychedlically trippy post-rock song
with watery guitars (and clear vocals!)
that sounds so brilliant in this world
of underwhelming pop that I marvel at
Curlew’s not having cut a full disc of
such tunes so they might leap onto the
road Morphine now treads upon. O

ABOUT THE WRITER: Andrew Bartlett
writes for several magazines including
Cadence & Earshot Jazz. He resides with
his family in Seattle, Washington, U.S.A.
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JAMMIN’ AT THE MARGINS:
Jazz and the American Cinema

by Krin Gabbard
(University of Chicago Press, Chicago)

Reviewed by

AL VAN STARREX

The deplorable treatment of jazz in the
movies and films about the music and its
racially derogated performers is no big
secret. It has been the subject of much
discussion and head-shaking in jazz
literature, especially of the academic kind.
But they have barely scratched the surface.

n a new study, Jammin’ At The

Margins: Jazz and the American
Cinema, Krin Gabbard, a professor of
literature and expert on both movies
and jazz (his previous book was
Psychiatry and the Cinema) — goes a
whole lot deeper, probing the psyches
and social mores of the movie moguls
and more earthy mortals who directed
or performed in these less-than-
masterpieces.

Oedipal and sexual as well as racial
motivations colour every frame,
phallic symbolism pops out from
between the sprockets (from seductive
saxophones on the soundtrack to
Armstrong’s ‘hyperphallic’ trumpet
and Dizzy Gillespie’s ‘erect’ horn on
screen) for generally amusing results
in this very thorough if wordy study
(there are 53 pages of notes,
bibliography, index). Do you really
care? Then read on.

Gabbard traces Hollywood’s sins of
omission and denigration towards
jazz's African American heritage to the
first “talkie” The Jazz Singer (1927)
and argues for one chapter (‘The
Ethnic Oedipus’) on the reasons why:
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Although not a movie about jazz, the
term “jazz” being used in its 1920s
generic sense to mean nightlife and
good times as in “The Jazz Age”, its
themes of “Oedipal tensions and racial
appropriations” formed a “consistent
core” not only of the film'’s various
and sometimes unacknowledged
remakes but also the many jazz/swing
biopics like The Benny Goodman
Story, The Glenn Miller Story, The
Gene Krupa Story and The Five
Pennies (Red Nichols) for the next
fifty years.

Putting on blackface in the movie’s
climactic scene, says Gabbard, endows
the hero (Al Jolson) with “a more overt
sexuality at the same time that it eases
his path to assimilation by concealing
his Jewishness... By simultaneously
hiding his Jewishness and putting on
the satyr’s mask, (he) can move closer
to his Gentile love object.”

Real blacks of course were excluded
from the movie and others of its type
that immediately followed, because,
among other things, their perceived
threat to white femininity and/or
virility.

A more thorough denial of the
African American role in jazz is
found in The King of Jazz (1930),
made three years later, and featuring
the white media crowned “King of
Jazz” Paul Whiteman. Blacks are
alluded to (in comic sketches and
songs about ‘darkies beating their
feet in the Mississippi mud’) but not
seen, except for two brief scenes:

In one, a production number
illustrating Gershwin’s Rhapsody in
Blue, Whiteman intones about how
“jazz was born in the African jungle
to the beating of the voodoo drum”
as the camera cuts to a black
muscular body with “voodoo” head
dress dancing on a large leopardskin
drum.

In another, the portly Whiteman,
stuffed into a sailor’s suit, sits in
front of his elephantine band with
his large back to the camera. When
he turns to face the audience he has
a small black girl on his lap, who
pinches his fat cheek (upper) while
he winks at her. No symbolism —
sexual or otherwise — is attributed to
this, but there’s plenty in the
examples that follow.

LOUIS ARMSTRONG (THE FIVE PENNIES © 1958 PARAMOUNT)



} The jazz_trumpet h}is :always —been an extremely
|

powerful means of expressing male sexuality

and Armstrong more than anyone else is responsible for perfecting the codes of that expression.

or instance in the The Benny

Goodman Story (1955), one of
many biopics that were more explicit
about the impact of black sexuality on
the white hero, Goodman (Steve
Allen), after learning to play the
clarinet with a black band, hands his
“long black instrument” to its leader
Fletcher Henderson (Sammy Davis)
when his high society date Alice
arrives. By Hollywood’s racially
coloured logic, says Gabbard,
“Goodman can successfully approach
Alice only after he has put his large
black prosthesis aside. He no longer
needs it because he has renounced
black male sexuality and embraced the
white male fantasy that white women
can only be won by sublimating sexual
urges associated with black men.”

In The Young Man With A Horn
(1950), a movie loosely based on the
life of Bix Beiderbecke, the symbolism
is represented by a large black cigar,
(‘an overdetermined symbol that also
evokes racial and homoerotic
associations’) which the trumpeter-
hero repeatedly hands out to his black
mentor until he achieves success on
his own, after which he stops the
gesture.

Else Gabbard argues that the
Beiderbecke story might well have
been filmed with no blacks at all,
since Bix had formulated his ‘non-
phallic’ style by listening to white
musicians. (In fact a movie about Bix -
Bix: An Interpretion Of A Legend,
without any black musicians, was
made in 1990 by an Italian film unit
on actual locations.)

When jazz began to be perceived as an
art form in the 1940s (with the ‘jazz
vs. swing vs. bop’ wars), Hollywood
responded with its own idealized or
“utopian” versions of jazz and its
development into swing, in movies
like Birth Of The Blues (1941),
Syncopation (1942), New Orleans
(1947) and A Song Is Born (1948) and
biopics like The Fabulous Dorseys
(1947). The black presence, while more
visible, was generally negated by racial
stereotyping, though the sheer

brilliance of such extraordinary
artists as Duke Ellington and Louis
Armstrong made them tower over the
crowd, whatever the shade.

The progress of New Orleans from
concept to final film, says Gabbard, is
a “dispiriting example” of how African
Americans fared in the studio system.
Initially, the film was to star Louis
Armstrong and Billie Holiday as jazz
artists who leave New Orleans and take
their music on the road. In the final of
several rewrites, Armstrong and
Holiday play minor roles, in a story
about a white opera singer. Billie
played her maid Endie, and Louis led a
small band of New Orleans veterans
(including his first boss Kid Ory), in a
cellar visited by the principals.

Much of the glorious music Armstrong
pre-recorded with the veterans
(including West End Blues and
Milenberg Joys), returning to a small
group format — and playing the less
sexually threatening cornet instead of
trumpet — for the first time in twenty
years, was never used or used only in
heavily edited background snippets to
the white stars’ idiotic chatter. The
movie however was a triumph for
Armstrong, resulting in the historic
Town Hall and Carnegie Hall concerts
generated by the film and Louis’
subsequent return to small group jazz
for the rest of his career.

As the most important — and most
recognizable — figure in jazz history,
Armstrong was also the most
successful African American musician
in movies - he appeared in 23 full
length films and scores of musical
shorts, “soundies” and animated
cartoons even before the age of TV.

While most of his earlier roles may

be seen as menial or even degrading

(a cannibal chief, a hired hand, or —
in Cabin In The Sky — a devil) by
post civil rights critics, Louis was
always in control, playing both jester
and trickster, but when he put trumpet
to lips, ultimately the master. (In a
chapter headed ‘Signifying the Phallus’
Gabbard argues that ‘the jazz trumpet

has always been an extremely powerful
means of expressing male sexuality
and Armstrong more than anyone else
is responsible for perfecting the codes
of that expression.’)

Duke Ellington’s success in movies,
discussed in a separate chapter, was
more as a musician/composer than an
actor. In several films he barely spoke
a line and then stiffly. But he retained
his suave persona — usually at the
piano or, impeccably attired, leading
his band. His music for soundtracks
like Anatomy Of A Murder (1959)
received mixed reviews but when Duke
both appeared in a movie like Paris
Blues (which also featured Armstrong)
and composed (with Strayhorn) its
musical score, it gave him a better
chance to shine, even though that
movie’s ideology, reflecting prevalent
cultural attitudes, still did not grant
him the stature of a serious artist.

Jazz seldom played more than a
marginal role in films of the last few
decades, but when it did occupy center
stage, as in Martin Scorsesse’s New
York, New York (1977), it did so
“uncomfortably,” as a slick vehicle for
its non-jazz singing star Lisa Minnelli
than as an exegisis of swing.

¥
Hollywood did better in a movie like
Robert Altman’s Short Cuts (1993)
which used jazz singer Annie Ross as a
major character whose role as a singer
was specifically created to link the
various disconnected segments of the
arty multi-plot movie, not only on
screen but also on the movie’s
soundtrack, singing with a studio-
conceived group called The Low Note
Quintet.

As Gallard pet-phrases it, Annie Ross’s
“diegetic and extradiegetic” presence is
evidence that music can transform a
movie when it “slips in and out of the
diegesis” and “plays about the edges.”
It was also true, he says, in a few
classic films that involved Ellington
and Armstrong. Or, as he phrases it in
the book’s title, “jazz films may be
most vital when the artists are

jamming at the margins.” Cut! O
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