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CRACKDOWN ON
‘ WORKING CONDITIONS

The American Federation of Musi-
cians is cracking down on alleged
abusers of working conditions for re-
cording musicians.

" One company that records com-
mercials for radio broadcast—a New
York firm called the Jingle Mill—has
been put on the union’s unfair list.
And, according to the AFM, musicians
said by the union to have provided
services for the firm will be required
to answer charges of working for a
‘ recording firm that has no contract

agreement on pay and working condi-
tions with the AFM.

Herman Kenin, president of the
union, described the firm as “but one
of a chain of such cut-rate mass pro-
duction lines operating in the United
States and Canada. We are determined
to establish uniformity of practice
among our some 1,400 signatories in
the U. S. and Canada. Rooting out
the sweatshop operators and denying
them music services will get our prior
and vigorous attention.”

‘ The crackdown stems from the work
of ex-bandleader Georgie Auld, now
head of an investigative unit of the
AFM. Reportedly, Auld is to go to
Hollywood when he’s through in New
York.

Though there is little jingle activity

in Hollywood studios (Dallas, Texas,

‘ is a major center), abuse of the federa-

tion agreement with recording com-
panies is considered rife.

Certainly there is much for Auld’s
investigative unit to investigate in
Hollywood (DB, Jan. 5). The practice
of tracking (recording a background
and later dubbing in the voice of a
singer, or perhaps a succession of
rock-and-roll singers) is common there.

But jingle factories and labels prone
to tracking were not the only ones re-

ported unhappy about the AFM crack-
‘ down.

Some recording studios in New York
are worried that Local 802 of the AFM
may have eyes to take over the union
of electronic engineers and gradually
take control of the studios themselves
as a unified operation.

Nonsense, said the AFM, and a
‘ spokesman added, “The appointment

of Georgie Auld to a watchdog position
is just part of the general campaign
to make recording a controllable part of
those who superintend it. We suspect
the motives.”

NEWPORT: ON AGAIN
OFF AGAIN—ON AGAIN?

Newport, R. 1., seems these days to
have more rumors than millionaires.

Whether there will or will not be a
jazz festival there this year is still un-
certain, with reports running in con-
flict to each other.

According to one organization, B&M,
Inc., of Boston, there will be. B&M says
it will personally book talent and pro-
vide “adequate policing” for a five-day,
nine-performance festival to be held at
Newport, June 30-July 4.

A Boston Traveler journalist reported
that John Miller, president of B&M, is
acting for a group of five men—four
from Newport and one from Boston—
who have been granted a festival license
by the Newport city council under the
name Music at Newport, Inc.

Further information proved hard to
find: B&M is not listed in the Boston
telephone directory and is unknown to
the city’s telephone operators.

Some reports had it that Louis L.
Lorillard, president of Newport Jazz
Festival, Inc., is a member of the new
group. But Lorillard insisted that he is
“absolutely not a member.”

“I do suppose,” he said, “that the
rest of the story is possible. There could
certainly be a festival at Newport this
year, but it would just as certainly not
be a product of Newport Jazz Festival,
Inc, in any way, nor would it have
the assistance of any of us.

“The city council denied us a permit
and we have no intention to produce
or to assist in the production of any
festival at Newport during 1961.”

Other NIJF, Inc., officials denied as
firmly as Lorillard that they had any
connection with B&M, and expressed
concern that Lorillard’s name had been
erroneously linked with the new group.

Observers were curious whether
B&M, Inc., if it does stage a festival
at Newport, would fall heir to the liens
(about $80,000 worth) against NJF, Inc.
This might conceivably occur if a court
interpreted the new event as arising in

a logical progression from the original
jazz festival. The debts accrued when
the 1960 festival was brought to a halt
by the Newport City Council because
of last year’s rioting. The council, in
turn, is still being sued by NJF, Inc.

MORE CREDIT
FOR ARRANGERS

Traditionally, the arranger has been
the man behind the scenes in popular
music. Even in jazz, only in relatively
recent years has the arranger been ac-
corded his due by being identified on
record labels.

In the popular field, the long anony-
mity of the man with the pen and score-
paper has been, from the straight com-
mercial standpoint, difficult to compre-
hend, because many hot-selling instru-

~mental records through the years plain-

ly owed everything to the arranger..In
many instances, the conductor whose
name was on the record label was steal-
ing credits that didn’t belong to him.

Whereas many years ago record
companies did credit the arranger, only
Columbia in recent years has done so,
though the practice has not become a
consistent one. .

In an attempt to restore arranging
credit where it belongs, a small inde-
pendent, west coast label, Infinity
Records, has called on other companies
to resume the once-standard practice
and is now taking the precedent-setting
step itself on all its single recordings.
Steve Topley, Infinity’s general man-
ager, recently surveyed disc jockeys
throughout the country, seeking their
reaction to the plan. ‘

One of the highlights of the survey,
Topley found, was the unanimous opin-
ion of the DJ’s that nearly 80 percent
of the success of a recording is due to
its arrangement and presentation. The
record spinners also told Topley that
label listing of the arranger enables
them to give more informative and
knowledgeable comment to their audi-
ences, thus lending additional listener
interest to their programing.

Infinity then officially notified the
American Federation of Musicians and
the Arrangers Society of America of
its intention to list arranging credit on
its singles.

The arrangers couldnt be happier.
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WELL, BACK
TO THE GIG

Things are looking up for Mrs. Tom
Makres, known in Detroit jazz circles
as Bess Bonnier pianist extraordinaire
with vibraharpist Jack Brokensha’s
group. (See Caught in the Act, page
36.)

Not that things had been that tough
in the past. After all, a hard-working
husband, three bright kids, a nice home,
and a steady gig with a good group isn’t
exactly bad. The fact that Miss Bonnier
is sightless hasn’t seemed to make much
difference.

On a sun-drenched Saturday morning
late last month, the Makres’ phone rang.
Bess answered sleepily. What she heard
stunned her: her husband held a win-
ning ticket in the Irish Sweepstakes. A
$3 ticket on longshot Nicolaus Silver
had paid him an unbelievable $140,000
—or, about $56,000, after Uncle Sam
took his percentage.

One of the friends Miss Bonnier
called, after phoning the news to her
husband at his job, was Brokensha.
After telling him of the family’s fortune,
her first words were: “Man, can I work
tonight anyway?”

IN MEMORY
OF LEM

Not too many weeks ago, vibesman
Lem Winchester sat quietly sipping a
drink at Pep’s bar in Philadelphia, en-
joying the sounds of the new Quincy
Jones Band. He said things weren’t
breaking too well for -his quintet at the
moment, but he was sure he was on his
way.

Late last month, more than 500
friends and fans of the Wilmington,
Del., cop-turned-musician jammed Pep’s
to pay tribute to the late Lem Win-
chester, killed by accident in January
in a tragic bit of pistol horseplay in an
Indianapolis club.

Lem’s beloved group was at Pep’s,
with Johnny Lytle playing the vibes
parts. Oliver Nelson, from the Jones
band, played a tenor duet with Jimmy
Heath. Donald Byrd and Pepper Adams,
playing at the nearby Show Boat, sat
in. Jimmy DePriest fronted an octet
featuring Billy Root and Red Rodney.
Norma Mendoza sang with the Jimmy
Wisner Trio. Red Prysock brought in
his seven-piece band. Artie Roumanis
came in from Trenton with his octet.
Former Duck Ellington drummer Butch
Ballard played with the Paul Curry
Trio. Max Roach, the feature attraction
at Pep’s for the week, played. And
there were others. The concert will be
reviewed in the next issue.

Winchester’s widow, Beulah, was so
overcome by the response that she could
say only a few words of thanks. After
the show, Pep’s owner Jack Golden-
berg turned a check over to her.
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Each patron made a $1 donation as
he entered the bar. (Hundreds of fans
were turned away.) A portion of the
bar receipts also went to the widow and
three young sons of ‘the talented young
vibesman.

There is more to come. Joe DeLuca
plans a memorial concert for Win-
chester at the Red Hill Inn. Lem is
especially missed at that New Jersey
jazz room; there, his group had been
practically the house band.

THE BANDS
OF TOMORROW

From the cheers resounding from the

"grand ballroom of the Sheraton hotel in

Philadelphia, one might have thought a
basketball game was in progress.

But if you listened closely, you heard
the sound of music, some good, some
bad. This was the seventh annual Bands
of Tomorrow contest sponsored by the
Philadelphia Jaycees for high school
bands, and more than 3,000 shouting
youngsters, who paid $1 each admission,
had turned out to root for their favorite
bands.

After more than four hours of music
by 13 bands, a swinging crew from
South Philadelphia High School walked
off with top honors. This was surprising,
since many of the nation’s top rock-and-
rollers are from that section, including
Fabian, Frankie Avalon, Chubby
Checker, Bobby Rydel. But director
Richard Castiglione whipped up a pro-
fessional-sounding band, which utilized
such tasty sounds as those of oboe, bass
clarinet, and flute.

One cynical member of the futuristic
Pennsbury High School Band, which
placed third, questioned if this was
really a bands of tomorrow competi-
tion. Leader Don Smith’s modern spe-
cials, featuring an astonishing 10-piece
brass section (including tuba) are strict-
ly in the 1961 vein. And professional
musicians in the audience ventured the
opinion that the music was probably too
far out for old-timers among the seven
musician judges.

Most of the cheering during the even-
ing was for the Frankford High band,
winners for three years in a row. A
well-drilled, commercially styled band
led by Herman Siegel, it finished second.

Jack Pyle, WRCYV deejay, was emcee,
and the first-place South Philadelphia
band was featured a week later in a

DEPT. OF INEVITABILITY

On the cover of the March, 1961,
issue of an industry magazine, Plas-
tics World, is a large color portrait
of “a remarkable talent pointing in
a new direction”—Ornette Coleman.

special show over WRCYV, the big-band
station. : i

Meanwhile, modernists who were in
the crowd are waiting for another ap-
pearance by the Pennsbury band, which
broke up George Shearing and a sellout
crowd last summer at St. John Terrell's
Lambertville Music Circus near Phila-
delphia.

Supporters of the Pennsbury band
hope to have it appear at Lambertville
in late May, when Stan Kenton will be
featured with his new band.

AFTER THE
PARTY’S OVER

So common is it for musicians to
have trouble collecting their money that
it doesn’t make news, except to union
officials charged with the task of getting
it for them.

But when the gig for which the
musicians haven’t been paid was the
presidential inaugural gala, that's news.

And such is the case at the moment.
Musicians who played the Jan. 19
soirée, including a 20-piece group that
Nelson Riddle brought from Holly-
wood, allow as how they dug the gig
and all that, but they still haven't re-
ceived their bread.

The delinquent employer is the
Democratic National Committee, which
is scuffling to pay this bill and others,
all of them adding up to a total
$2,500,000.

The gala cost $100 a seat. It was
produced by Frank Sinatra and fea-
tured a stirring array of names from
Broadway and Hollywood. It raised
about $1,000,000 for the Democrats’
treasury, depleted by the presidential
campaign.

Are the Democrats about to be put
on the unfair list of the American Fed-
eration of Musicians? A spokesman for
the union said there was no thought of
it—though, he added, the union was a
little upset about the delay in payment.

Besides Riddle’s 20 men, the gala
used the services of some 50 musicians
from Washington’s Local 161. The bill
for the Washington group is about
$20,000, or an average $300 a man,
—plus expenses for transportation and
conductor Eddie Pierce. The sum covers
about 25 hours of rehearsal and per-
formance time.

When 60 days had gone by without
payment of the bill, Local 161 sent the
Democrats a reminder letter. Jack
Kaufman, president of the local, ex-
pressed confidence that the bill would
be paid soon.

Kaufman, who worked as conductor-
arranger at the 1949 and 1953 inaugura-
tions, said that late payment wasn’t
unique to the Kennedy administration.

“I didn’t get my money on time from
either Harry Truman or Ike,” he said.












Blakey said, “but the people were very insulted. It was a .
gift. They didn’t want money for it. None of the things '

they did for us was a gimmick. No gimmicks, just love.”

rt Friends Association, the only cultural exchange group
recognized by the Japanese government, according to
Blakey, was responsible for the Jazz Messengers’ touring
Japan. The organization took a survey of Japanese jazz fans,
and Blakey's group proved the most popular. The Messen-
gers’ records consistently head the list of most-popular jazz
albums in the Far Eastern country.

The tour included concerts in Tokyo, Osaka, and Kyoto.
In most of the cities, Blakey said, the stage lighting was
extraordinary. “They had studied our records and knew
what we would do,” he said. “Then they improvised lighting
effects to fit the mood of the music.”

At one of the concerts, the members of the group were
in their dressing rooms when music filled the air. “Who

put on one of our records?” asked trumpeter Morgan. The ,

music duplicated one of the Messengers records. *“That’s

no record,” answered Timmons. “That’s the band that goes -

on before us.”

“The Japanese musicians are good,” Blakey said, hghtmg ‘
another cigaret. “They can copy anything. They're a wonder- ;
ful people. We came to one town, and a boy watched me :.

set up my drums. He made some sketches of how I had

things arranged. I never had to set up myself again; he had

everything just like I had it.”
Seemingly as impressed with the Japanese as the Japanese

were with the group, Blakey expressed amazement at the

vigor of the people.

“Everybody’s busy,” he said. “You don’t see any bums
hanging around poolrooms It's a great industrial nation— *
always trying to 1mprove this and that. Their TV is terrific. &

They're very advanced in color TV. We did an hour pro-

gram, and the cameramen had to know everything we were -
going to do so they could chart what camera angles and .

colors to use. During the telecast, they never looked at the
band, only their charts. It was amazing.”

Blakey and his men found that they learned more than
most tourists do in Japan. “We didn’t go there to teach them
anything,” he said. “We ate their food, stayed in their

houses. We spent most of our time with the people, talking. .
They showed us things that other people don’t get to see. |
I listened to their music, but I can’t say I understand it. It’s °
in a different scale than the one we use. But it has a story '

and meaning of its own.”

The Messengers found the language quite difficult to .

master (“We did learn to say, ‘Thank you.’"). But when™*™~ But we'll keep knocking over here; some day they’ll let us

they return to Japan at the end of this year or the first
of next, they plan to be better prepared in the language.
A Columbia university teacher is tutoring the band.

“Most of the people speak English,” Blakey said. “But

they were confused about the word ‘funky.” They had the
idea that a funky musician was a Negro musician dressed in

tattered clothes, with a don’t-care attitude. When they saw -

our uniforms and how we bowed in appreciation of the

applause, this surprised them. They'd taken the term non- .

musically.”

Blakey and his Messengers have a busy schedule ahead of
them. Besides working clubs in this country, plans have
been made for the group to travel to even more far-flung
places than Japan. If all goes well, they will visit Europe this
summer, India in September, Australia in October, and the
USSR in November followed by the second tour of Japan.
If the USSR tour comes about—and Blakey said he feels
that it will—the Messengers will be the first jazz group to
tour the country oﬁiclally since World War II. (The
Mitchell-Ruff Duo played in Russia in 1959, but they were
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ostensibly part of a college glee club touring the country.)
The posslblhty of the USSR tour stems directly from one

- of the group’s Japanese appearances. At a Tokyo concert,

17 ambassadors attended. With the USSR ambassador was
that country’s minister of culture. He was so impressed with
the group that he wrote his government suggestmg that the
Messengers tour ‘Russia. Negotiations are still in progress.

“We'll get through to those people if they'll let us,” Blakey

said about the USSR tour. “Even if they reject our records,
I think a personal appearance will be successful.”

Although the concert the Russian minister of culture
attended was successful and potentially fruitful, Blakey and
the band members experienced a minor disappointment.
The U. S. ambassador failed to show up at the performance,
although he had received an invitation. He failed even to
send a.representative. At the end of the concert, eath of
the attending ambassadors was presented_a large bouquet
of flowers. The flowers intended for the U. S. ambassador
were placed in his empty seat.

“At first,” Blakey said, a deep frown creasing his face,
“we felt pretty bad about it. Here we were representing
America, and nobody there from our own country. Regard-
less of how he felt about jazz, he should have come or sent
somebody. But then we forgot about it, figured he had
something more important to do.”

Despite his apparent delight at the prospect of touring
foreign lands, Blakey nonetheless bemoaned the fact that
he and his group must work outside the United States in
order to receive the acceptance he feels they deserve.

“We also get more money,” he said. “You can’t get
acceptance or money in this country, which is a damned
shame. If you want to keep a band together, they’ve got to
get a good salary. Club owners here can't afford it. Besides,
the guys work too hard in the clubs, especially the horn
men. They won't last long in the clubs—they’ll wear them-
selves out.” -

Blakey warmed to two of his favorite subjects, club
owners and the acceptance of jazz and jazzmen:

“If the club owners would leave us alone and not run
things on a conveyor belt, things would be better. Some
of them look on musicians like they were machines—put in
a quarter and out comes music. You don’t create just like
that. You're like meat in a butcher shop. They cut you up.

“Jazz has to be treated especially gentle,” he continued.
“Surroundings have to be kept pleasant. Working clubs as
they are now is a bore. Concerts are best. God’s been good
to us; we can go out of the country and get recognition.

in. As things are now, we can’t get to the people.

“Things are getting better, though. But they’re moving
slow. Mass media is the key. Until now, TV has been too
commercial. We worked some shows, but the emcee had to
get into the act, making fun of the clothes we wore or
beating a drum when he didn’t know how. That stuff hasn’t
got anything to do with the music.”

Blakey also had strong things to say about jazz festivals:

“They're nothing more than vaudeville shows. There
shouldn’t be more than two groups, one in the afternoon
and one at night. Whoever heard of 10 groups on one
program?”

He said he feels that there is a lack of confidence among
club owners and promoters in this country. “If they just let
the guys play, the people will enjoy it and be entertained.
But they don’t believe it can be done over here. But we’ll
wait and see. It'll happen.”

The small, muscular drummer’s confidence radiated in
the dark room. He was still in his tee shirt and shorts, but
he was clothed in a garment that can’t be bought —
hope. .






job at the Sperry gyroscope company as a blueprint in-

spector. (He explained his aptitude for the mechanical and

technical with the comment, “I always liked to tinker
around. Now it’s with hi-fi.” Charles Graham, Down Beat’s

high fidelity editor, says, “J.J. has even more equipment .

in his house than I do.”)

Until June, 1954, Johnson remained at Sperry, making
some record dates and only occasional gigs. It was a
period of constant soul-searching and practice.

The event that brought him out of retirement was a
record date for Savoy. Savoy's a&r man at that time was
Ozzie Cadena. Cadena called J.J. about doing a two-trom-
bone session with Bennie Green. Green had a hot record
(Blow Your Horn) going at the time, and this seems to
have deterred J.J. Kai Winding made the date with Johnson,
and the result was a new group, Jay and Kai.

The two trombonists subsequently recorded for many
labels and made countless club, concert, and festival ap-

pearances between August, 1954, and August, 1956. The -

two-trombones-with-rhythm format, at first commercially
repugnant to booking agents, became highly successful—and
helped both men entrench themselves with the general jazz
public, the bulk of which had entered the scene on the
heels of the Dave Brubeck and Gerry Mulligan quartets.
Since August, 1956, when they disbanded, Johnson and
Winding have reunited for a 1958 tour of Great Britain
and the continent and most recently for a just-released
Impulse record. Though they donm’t work together regu-
larly any more, they will probably record again and may
make some isolated concert appearances.

From the time of their separation, Johnson has led his
own groups, either quintets or sextets and, although stamped
with their leader’s personality, varied within the combo
format. “With Bobby Jaspar on tenor and flute, there were
a lot of possibilities,” Johnson said. “When it changed to
Nat Adderley, there was another approach. My last group
was the best I had. I'd always wanted three horns.”

That group, which included Freddie Hubbard, trumpet;
Clifford Jordan, tenor sax; Cedar Walton, piano; Arthur
Harper, bass; Al Heath, drums, recorded for Columbia an
album called J.J., Inc.

t the time of the band’s demise, it was rumored to be
the victim of a business slump. Johnson emphatically
denies this.

“I didn’t break up the group for economic reasons, as
generally advertised,” he said. “Actually we had so much
work that the guys in the band used to say to me, ‘When
are we going to get some time off so we can lay off in New
York? The reason we worked so much is because we were
so reasonably priced that one club owner in the midwest
came to me and said, ‘J.J.,, how come you work so cheap?
I would have paid double the amount because you're doing
good business.’ ”

Though Johnson felt his group could have commanded
a better price, it was not failure to hit the higher pay
brackets that caused the combo’s dissolution, either. The
group actually was disbanded for a combination of reasons.
One was, as in 1952, personal stock-taking.

“Having been on the road extensively, traveling and tour-
ing for the last seven or eight years,” Johnson said, “it
suddenly occurred to me that I needed a change, and I even
began to wonder was it possible that a musician or artist
could be much too dedicated—so much so that he lived in
a very narrow world,”

To the suggestion that he had been physically separated
from the jazz world during his period at Sperry, J.J. said,
“I was still thinking about nothing but music.”

When he returned to his Teaneck, N. J., home in August,

18 o DOWN BEAT

1960, he began to see through new eyes. “I made a startling
discovery,” he said. “It was the first time in years that I had
a chance to spend more time with Vivian and my two sons,
Kevin and Billy. I discovered that both my sons had made
the transition from rock and roll to jazz. Billy, 15, is study-
ing tenor sax and has worn out quite a few Coltrane records.
Kevin, 9, is an avid drum enthusiast. His favorites are Philly
Joe Jones, Arthur Taylor, and Al Heath. Kev is super-criti-
cal over drum performances and becomes downright bitter
over what he considers a bad performance by any one of
them.”

Now Johnson finds time to take his wife out to the movies
and, in addition to guiding the boys musically, is teaching
Billy how to drive and helping Kevin with his model kits.
Photography is something that actively interests the whole
family. .

The discoveries do not stop there. Unlike in his Sperry
period, J.J. has a new feeling for the daylight hours. “I
discovered,” he said, “what it is like to be up and wide
awake with the world at 8 o’clock in the morning and to
see people in the daytime world.”

But he has not neglected the night people. “I've found
time to go to clubs and hear more of other musicians,” he
said. “It’s the first time I really enjoyed other musicians be-
cause I am not listening through the supercritical ears of a
jazz musician. There’s a lot of good jazz being played.
There’s quite a few very interesting things happening in
]m.'l

Evidently, J. J. Johnson is in a very tranquil, happy frame
of mind. He has achieved one of the objectives he sought
when he left the road: “wanting to compose in a relaxed
atmosphere away from the pressures that a bandleader is
subjected to.”

Writing has been a Johnsonian occupation from high

school days. He was transcribing from big-band rec-
ords then (“the first was a Basie riff thing”) but didn’t
start seriously on his own until he joined Benny Carter’s
band. One of his arrangements featured Jean Starr, a girl
trumpeter. Another was a chart behind vocalist Savannah
Churchill.

The only writing he did for Basie was Rambo, an original.
From that time until the mid-1950s, J.J. turned most of his
attention to playing, pausing here and there to write a line
for a small-group record date. Wee Dot, a riffy bop blues,
has been adopted by other players as a jamming tune. Kelo
and Enigma, recorded by Miles Davis in 1953, are memor-
able examples of Johnson’s melodic inventions, even if they
have not been widely played.

Despite the increase in his writing activity since 1954,
Johnson has still been known primarily as a player. He has
done a lot more writing than people realize. J.J. said,
“Kai and I split the writing in our group. In my groups
since then, I have done 95 percent of the writing.”

Johnson's ability as an arranger was greatly responsible
for the success of the Kai-J. quintet. The limitations
inherent in writing for two horns, especially horns of the
same kind, can be as great a challenge as working with a
broader musical palette. Lament, written in 15 minutes for
the group’s first Savoy date, was later done by Miles Davis
and Gil Evans in Miles Ahead. Its beautiful, haunting,
melancholy air is typical of one side of Johnson’s composing
attitudes.

The aforementioned J.J., Inc. not only contains arrange-
ments by Johnson but also is the first album in which he has
been represented entirely by his originals.

he decision to remain at home and devote himself to
writing could not have been made as easily (the family
magnet notwithstanding) if J.J. had not had encourage-
ment. The convincing came from John Lewis and Dizzy



Gillespie. Lewis, as musical director of the Monterey Jazz
Festival, was familiar with Johnson’s extended works. (Two
pieces, El Camino Real and Sketch for Trombone and
Orchestra, originally commissioned for the 1959 festival,
will be included in a projected big-band album he is cur-
rently preparing for his own Columbia date.)

Lewis asked for a piece that would feature the MJQ and
a large orchestral accompaniment. The result is Rondeau for
Quartet and Orchestra, running 18 or 20 minutes. The
orchestration calls for 30 strings and 10 woodwinds. It is
expected that the composition will be premiered by the
MIQ in Japan and later recorded in Europe for the Atlantic
label.

Brass, recorded on the now-unavailable Columbia album
Music for Brass. Dizzy heard it and put in a call from
South Carolina to New York City’s Village Vanguard where
J.J. was playing. “I want you to write a piece for me just
like that,” said Diz.

“A whole album?” J.J. asked.

“Yes!”

Johnson responded with a suite entitled Perceptions,
which runs 35 minutes and will bring six trumpets, four
French horns, two tubas and two harps, and other instru-
ments, into the studio for Verve.

If it sounds from all this as if J.J. has been sufficiently
occupied these days, bear in mind that he has not com-
pletely neglected his playing. He recently finished an album
backed by Cannonball Adderley’s rhythm section: Vic
Feldman, Sam Jones, and Louis Hayes. “When I was with
the Norman Granz tour in Europe in the fall of *60,” he
related, “I played with them in England. When I got home, 1
called Columbia to book time for the studio. I wanted to
record with those cats.”

Johnson has some definite ideas on the art of playing
jazz. They are indicative of the evolution and matura-
tion of a sensitive and perceptive musician.

“There are times,” he said, “when what you don’t play
is as important as what you do play. In other words, there
are times when, during the course of a solo, I will have
played something that I shouldn’t have, and when this
happens, it sticks out like a sore thumb. It is out of context
or doesn’t relate to the over-all feeling or mood—like break-
ing continuity with fast flourishes that don't relate.”

J.J. thinks that many of the younger musicians are playing
too fast. “Doubling up on ballads can be effective,” he said,
“but it has been run into the ground.”

Perhaps he is especially aware of this situation because
of his feelings about his own early work: “There was a
time in my life—in the mid-1940s—when my aim was to
play as fast as physically possible on the trombone.” With
older trombone players who disapproved of this approach,
he “felt a draft.”

“In Philly,” he said, “a ridiculous club owner had a sign
outside which read, ‘Fastest Trombone Player Alive.’

“Inevitably, jazz and tempos became more civilized and
musicians began to play along more melodic lines.”

Perhaps some of J.J.’s flights had been mere flash, but
it seems certain that his conception was always true to the
music being played and always “civilized.” His conceptual
alterations are the result of inevitable change through time—
a matter of a great musician becoming greater as his expe-
rience enriched him. In common with all serious jazzmen,
he is “trying to tell a story on the instrument.” As a trom-
bonist, he is “trying to make it stand up as a solo instrument
like the trumpet, saxophone, and piano.”

He is keenly aware of the audience-musician rapport or
lack of it. “There is a phenomenon and a paradox that

The work for Gillespie grew out of Johnson’s Poem for ‘

occurs from one night to another,” he said. “There have
been many occasions when I felt that I played great by my
own standards—the only criterion I have for this feeling
is how it feels in the doing. If it feels laborious and awk-
ward, obviously it doesn’t feel good and consequently it
doesn’t sound good to me.

“There have been nights I thought I really played well
and I didn’t get through to anybody, by all outward indi-
cations. On other nights, I thought it wasn’t coming off, and
yet people would applaud vigorously and even come up
and say, ‘Wow! Great!’

“Perhaps the reason for this is that most people would
rather identify what you're doing by way of the human
element. I've double-checked with other players from an
observer’s standpoint.

‘“Then, too, most of us know and realize that the audience,
like any musician, can have a bad night, too.”

Then he looked enigmatic as he seemed to be conjuring
up his own Lady and the Tiger and said, “That part of jazz
playing that is most important is the most elusive—the most
unpredictable—and the part that most defies definition.”

On record that he didn’t want to put anyone down, John-

son, however, had some likes to air. He still thinks
well of his work on Gillespie’s The Champ, “even though
my solo was cut in half on a two-part 78 rpm.” He is very
happy with the upcoming Columbia discs—J.J., Inc. and
the date with Adderley’s rhythm section.

In precise, positive tones, he added, “Since Charlie Parker,
the most electrifying sound that I've heard in contemporary
jazz was Coltrane playing with Monk at the Five Spot a
couple of years ago. It was incredible, like Diz and Bird.”

Returning to opinions of his own work, the area where
the jazz musician is always at his harshest, Johnson said,
“The only premise on which I really enjoy having my own
band is from the standpoint of composing and arranging.”
Then he mused, “To me, Utopia would be to compose
uninterrupted for four months, rehearse the compositions
for two months, and play four months in the States and
one month in Europe, with one month of rest and vacation.”

Johnson feels that his previous approach to leading a
band was “too meticulous, too mechanical, rigid—the uni-
forms . . . And I'd plan every set. It was too much like
clockwork, too much so, perhaps. Now, I think it can be
overdone.

“If I ever have another band, I might call ad lib sets
and a couple of nights a week have no uniforms and let the
players be individuals.”

The new, relaxed Johnson is reflected again in his cur-
rent practice habits. “I've been experimenting with a differ-
ent concept,” he said. “Practicing over the years, you adopt a
set routine that covers the basic requirements of playing.
Now I'm experimenting with a different approach which is
freer—like playing exercises ad lib style and even playing ad
lib with the radio.”

The combination of natural talent with intelligence and
the ability to apply that intelligence in aiding the talent
assures that J. J. Johnson will continue to be an important
trombone voice and a provocative, compelling composer.
It is especially gratifying to see a writer spring from the
ranks of jazzmen, in this day when many writers are ap-
proaching jazz composition from an academic direction.

A genuine (not a “professional”) nice guy, J. J. ended
the evening with a twinkle. “Maybe I will get another
group now that I've had a chance to catch up on a bit of
relaxation. On the other hand, perhaps I'll accept an offer
that was made to me by a certain jazz artist who indulges
in sports cars, Italian-cut suits, and the stock market.”

And with that, J.J. picked up his horn and turned on
the radio . . .
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“Jazz is not a synonym for imperialism, and the saxophone
is not a product of colonialism . . . So-called Dixieland existed
in Odessa prior to New Orleans.”

—Time Magazine, quoted from Soviet Culture

By WHITEY MITCHELL
.(Author of My Brother Is a Red)

The myth that jazz music originated in New Orleans
was finally put to rest by an authoritative piece appearing
in Soviet Culture, official organ of the Soviet ministry of
culture. Now that the USSR has modestly acknowledged that
jazz music actually was born in Odessa, it will be necessary
for Soviet historians to write some history to that effect.
Perhaps they will welcome this article as an attempt to set
the record straight.

Odessa was a thriving seaside community in 1900, and
little Ferdinand (Jelly-Roll) Menshikov used to play down
by the docks when he wasn't in school, or practicing. His
mother used to support the family by playing piano in a
sort of athletic arena called, in those days, a sporting house,
and she was quite proud of Ferdinand’s ability to play by
ear.

He would go down to the docks and listen to the chants
and work songs of the gangs unloading ships, the groaning
of taut ropes and winches, the cry of the seagulls, and all
the busy sounds of the harbor. Then he would rush home
and try to capture these impressions on the piano. It wasn't
very pleasant to hear at first, but soon he discovered that if
he imitated the sound of the dock gangs marching to work-
with his left hand, and the cry of the seagulls with his right,
some extraordinary noises would evolve.

Mother would rock back and forth in her rocking chair
with her eyes closed, murmuring, “Da, da.” Only with
mother’s bronchial condition, it sounded more like “Dzhaz,
dzhaz.” And that’s how Ferdinand’s wonderful new music
got its name.

One night when mother said she wasn't feeling Well
efough to go to work, Ferdinand decided that he would
sneak out of the house and substitute for her, for wasn’t he
a good piano player, and didn't they need the money badly?
When he got to the place of employment, he was chagrined
to discover that they hadn’t had a piano there for at least
five years. One of mother’s co-workers directed him to the
establishment next door, where he was an instantaneous
hit. The employes kept feeding him coffee and jelly rollss
and just couldn’t get enough of that “dzhaz music.” As he
tottered home to his bed early the next morning, Ferdinand
(Jelly-Roll) Menshikov little realized that he was the rage
of Odessa, and that his dzhaz music marked the beginning
of a new era.

Word of the remarkable Jelly-Roll Menshikov soon
reached such prominent young musicians as Buddy Bolsky,
Pinetop Smyrnoff, Pops Fostov, and James P. Johnsky,
among others, and they would gather regularly at Ferdi-
nand’s house for jelly sessions.

Bolsky brought his tape machine to one of these events
(while capitalistic, imperialist warmongers were still strug-
gling along with their Edison Talking Machines) and pro-
duced the first known dzhaz recordings. Some of these
original compositions are still being played by the so-called
Dixieland jazz bands of the Western world, and they in-
clude: The Da, Da Strain; Clarinet Borscht; Buddy Bolsky's
Blues; Struttin’ with Some Stroganoff; Way down Yonder
in Sevastopol; That's What I Like About the Ukraine, and
Big Noise from Vladivostok.

A period of unprecedented musical creativity followed,
and Odessa became the Mecca of serious jazz musicians the
world over. Security leaks in Czarist Russia had tipped off
the Western nations to the musical revolution that was
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SPOTLIGHT
REVIEW

Ornette Coleman
THIS IS OUR MUSIC—Atlantic 1353: Blues
Connotation; Beauty Is a Rare Thing; Kaleido-
scope; Bmbraceable You; Poise; Humpty Dumpty;
Folk Tal
P h s Donald

ale.
bass; Eddie

Per Col

: , alto sa
Cherry, trumpet; Charlie Haden,
Blackwell, drums.

Rating: *

I have listened long and hard to Cole-
man’s music since my first exposure to it.
I have tried desperately to find something
in it, something that could be construed
valuable. I have been unsuccessful.

The technical abominations of his play-
ing aside—and his lack of technical con-
trol is abominable—Coleman’s music, to
me, has only two shades: a maudlin,
pleading lyricism and a wild ferocity bor-
dering on bedlam.

His is not musical freedom; disdain for
principles and boundaries is synonymous
not with freedom but with anarchy. As
evident on this record, Coleman's, and, to
a certain extent, his cohorts’, ideas come
in snatches, with yawning depressions be-
tween these snatches filled with meaning-
less notes, none having much relation to
the main idea—if there is one—nor, for
that matter, to each other.

Some of the things Coleman plays and
writes are nice. But they are no more than
that. For instance, Blues Connotation, a
lively theme (though sloppily played in
ensemble), finds Coleman interpolating
phrases, in a distorted form, from John
Lewis’ Golden Striker. 1t is clever, but it
is not indicative of greatness. His solo
on this track, his “best” of the album,
tends to wander, though it does seem to
have a direction, albeit an obscured one.
Cherry has a mercifully short solo, fol-
lowed by a fair solo by Blackwell.

Although it begins promisingly, Beauty
descends into an orgy of squawks from
Coleman, squeals from Cherry, and above-
the-bridge plinks from Haden. The result-
ing chaos is an insult to the listener's in-
telligence. It sounds like some horrible
joke, and the question here is not whether
this is jazz, but whether it is music.

Coleman’s playing on Kaleidoscope
strikes me as incoherent. It seems as if
there is a given amount of space to fill
with notes, but it makes no difference to
the player what notes are hurled into it.
His solo consists mostly of flurries of
notes that have no relation to one another
or to the time that he’s supposedly playing
in. It is not pan-rhythmic; it is anti-swing.
Cherry, on this track, neither adds to nor
detracts from what Coleman played.

Coleman has been criticized for not
playing standard tunes, especially ballads.
In this collection, however, Embraceable
You is included, It was a mistake. If he
had left it out, we still would not have
recorded evidence of whether he could
play a ballad. Now we know. Or perhaps
he is merely putting us on; he couldn't
be serious. The intro would be embarras-
sing even if a group of 14-year-old ama-
teurs played it, but Coleman and his
fellows are supposed to be mature, adult
professionals.

Although Poise contains some poor
playing there is one nice moment as Cher-
ry picks up the last phrase of Coleman’s
solo—but his solo sounds as if he is at-
tempting to play the altoist’s solo back-
ward. It doesn’t come off.

Upon reflection, Ornette Coleman be-
gins to look like a victim. He has been
acclaimed a genius when he is not a
genius. He has been made a symbol of
musical freedom whem he is the antithesis
of that freedom. He has applied “natural-
ness” as a description of his music when,
in truth, his music is chaotic. He has been
espoused as the logical extension of Char-
lie Parker, but he is the illogical exten-
sion of that genius.

He is a victim of men who would not
let him develop what talent he might have,
what gift he might have brought to jazz.
Instear], he has been pushed into the lime-
light before his time. When a man is de-
clared a genius and the prophet of the
jazz to come, practice and exploration of
instrument become secondary. And Cole-
man has said publicly that he does not
need to practice his. instrument any more.

If I say I do not understand Coleman’s
music, his defenders say this is my fault,
not Coleman’s. But obscurity too often
has been taken for profundity, though the
two terms are not synonyms. I do not
understand the babblings of my 2-year-old
daughter. Does this make those sounds
profound? Hardly.

I feel there is little of depth in Cole-
man's music. If there is depth, it is ob-
scured by an inability to communicate it.
The sloppy execution by Coleman (and
Cherry, too) on this record precludes such
communication.

If Coleman is to be a standard of ex-
cellence in jazz, then other standards
might as well be done away with, If Cole-
man’s work is to be the standard of excel-
lence, then the work of Lester Young,
Louis Armstrong, Charlie Parker, Duke
Ellington, and all the other jazzmen who
have been accepted as important artists must
been thrown on the trash heap. (D.DeM.)

CLASSICS

Debussy/Entremont

A DEBUSSY PIANO RECITAL by Philippe
Entremont—Columbia ML-S614: Reflets dans I'eau,
L’ile joyeuse, Deux Arabesues, La plus que lente,
Clair de lune; Preludes frem Book I: Danseuses
de Delphes, La serenade interrompue, La cathed-
rale engloutie, La danse de Puck, Minstrels; Pre-
ludes from Book II: La Puerta del Vino, General
Lavine, Feux d'Artifice.

Personnel: Entremont, piano.

Rating: % % % %

This is the best Debussy playing I have
run across in some time, and it is especially
welcome from Entremont, who has been
turning out rather ordinary records re-
cently. Commercial requirements being
what they are, he has been giving us the
Rachmaninoff Second Concerto and so
forth, when obviously he is more of a
colorist and an impressionist than a big-
romantic.

The palpable hits here are virtually
every one of the eight selections from the
Preludes, and especially the Sunken Ca-
thedral, which has seldom sounded more
watery. The simplicity and unaffected
charm of good French piano playing can
be heard in La plus que lente and La

serenade interrompue. (D.H.)
Handel/Bernstein
ODE FOR ST. CECILIA'S DAY, by Handel
(— Coll;mbin ML-5606 (mono) and MS-6206
stereo).

Personnel: New York Philbarmonio conducted
by Lconard Berasiein; Adele Addison, soprano;
Jobn McCollum, tenor; John Wummer, flute;
Laszlo Varga, cello; Bruce Prince-Joseph, organ;
Rutgers University Choir.

Rating: % % *

Bernstein’s excursion into the Baroque
era here produces better results than one
might expect. His compromises in regard
to instrumentation are good ones, and his
tempos are generally both steady and un-
frenzied. The Ode itself is a masterpiece,
and this recording restores it to the cata-
log in a satisfactory performance.

The principal weaknesses are vocal.
Neither Miss Addison nor McCullom is
entirely up to singing Handel in the correct
style. An aria such as “The soft complain-
ing flute,” for example, finds Miss Addi-
son far beyond her depth, both as to upper
range and ornamentation. For a superior
example of perfectly embellished singing
in the style required here, turn to Joan
Sutherland in London's recent Acis and
Galatea. Sorry, but now that we have
heard Sutherland sing Handel, everyone
else seems like a novice. (D.H.)

Leontyne Price
LEONTYNE PRICE—RCA Victor LM-2506:
Ritorna vincitor and O patria mia, from Aida;
Tacea la notte and D'amor sull'ali rosee, from
Il Trovatore; Un bel di, vedremo and Tu, tu
piccolo iddio from Madama Butterfly; Chi il bal
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sogno di Doretta from La Rondine; Vissi d’arte
from Tosca; Signore, ascolta and Tu che di gel
sei cinta, from Turandot.

Personnel: Miss Price, soprano; Romo Opera
House Orchestra, conducted by Arturo Basile and
Oliviero Fabritiis.

Rating: % % %

Miss Price’s voice is one of the
finest of this generation, especially in the
repertory she is attacking here. The sound
captured is not typical of her best discs
made in studios, however (it seems likely
that the Rome Opera House stage was
used). .

Much of the time, the singer sounds
far off, as if the listener were in the bal-
cony of a large opera house. Then, too, the
orchestra somehow seems to interpose it-
self between listener and singer. All of this

" gives these arias a certain realism, but
there does not seem as much purpose to
such a procedure when applied to a solo
singer as to choruses and ensembles.

But Miss Price’s spinto soprano rides
over the difficulties grandly, meeting the
heavyweight demands of O Patria mia as
satisfyingly as the lyric ones of Un bel di.
Only in Tosca’s pitiful song does she seem
unsure of the sense of the aria, and, even
there, the voice’s power and sheen carry
her through. (D.H.)

JAZZ

Paul Bryant
BURNIN'—Pacific Jazz 12: Stll Secarchin’;
Love Nest; The Masquerade Is Over; Churchin’;
Burnin’; They Can’t Take That Away from Me;
Blues at the Summit.
Personnel: Bryant, organ; Jim Hall, guitar;
Jimmy Bond, bass; Jimmy Miller, drams.
Rating: % % *
By now the demarcation line should be
clearly drawn. There are the jazz organ

buffs and the anti- (or non- anyway)

T organ faction. In the days when Jimmy

. Smith first appeared with his sizzling and
Bird-inspired playing he stood virtually
alone, and there was no contest. He had
outpaced the Wild Bill Davises and Jackie
Davises by leagues and had won a place
with modern jazz fans. Then, about the
time Shirley Scott began to record, jazz
organ sales began to climb. Today they are
at flood level. Bryant is but one of the
latest to find an audience.

In this set Bryant is blessed by the illus-
trious company of guitarist Hall, bassist
Bond, and drummer Miller. (The latter,
incidentally, has long been underestimated
except by the Los Angeles musicians with
whom he has worked for years.) Bass and
drums take care of the time with devotion
and intelligence. Hall, thoroughly in the
cooking spirit of things, is high-spirited
and stirring in his solos and comping and
balances the predominant organ ade-
quately.

Bryant is a hard-hitting, two-fisted or-
ganist who utilizes the registers to the
limit. He stomps and hollers on tracks
like Searchin’ and Churchin’ and then
drifts into the sentimental on Masquerade,
recalling the heyday of the late and un-
lamented theater organists who accom-
panied the bouncing ball across the silver
screen.

This session has its moments of truth.
Sometimes the truth hurts; more often it
is happily painless organ jazz. (J.A.T.)

Donald Byrd
BYRD IN FLIGHT—Blue Note 4048: Ghana;
g;:i”l' Boy Blue; Gate City; Lex; “'Bo"; My Girl
rl.

Personnel: Byrd, trumpet; Jackie McLean, alto
saxophone, or Hank Mobley, tenor saxophone;
Duke Pearson, piano; Doug Watkins or Reginald
Workman, bass; Lox Humphries, drums.

Rating: % % % %

I find this to be one of the best of
Byrd’s LPs. Not only does it drive relent-
lessly throughout, but it also possesses a
“high quotient of merriment” as mentioned
in the liner notes.

The history of Byrd's recording career
has been one of consistent improvement,
and he has by now succeeded in capturing
much of the lyricism and grace of his
major influence, Clifford Brown. Byrd’s
solos are models of melodic construction;
one might only wish that he would take
greater pains to point them toward an
emotional climax.

The two saxophonists, Mobley and
McLean, have likewise become increas-
ingly authoritative of late, as their recent
recordings show. Probing beneath the
surface dissimilarities—a good many of
which are due to the different instruments
—one hears a fundamental unity in the

approach of these two musicians. Now
that all of the furor about “hard bop” has
died down (to be replaced, one supposes,
by controversy over Ornette Coleman), it
is relatively easy to see that, stylistically,
they belong midway between the ortho-
dox boppers and the two-man avant-garde
of the temor, Sonny Rollins and John
Coltrane.

Both rhythm sections function at a
high level. Humphries is a slashing drum-
mer suggestive of Philly Joe Jones. Pear-
son, though he reflects some preoccupa-
tion with Wynton Kelly and Red Garland
—a common preoccupation of pianists
these days — always holds your attention
and has a particularly charming solo on
Little Boy Blue. (F.K)

John Coltrane

LUSH LIFE—Prestide 7188: Like Someone in
Love; I Love You; Trane's Slow Blues; Lash
Life; I Hear a Rhapsody.

Personnel: Coltrane, tenor saxophone. Tracks
1.3: Earl May, bass; Arthur Taylor, drums. Tracks”
4, 5: Donald Byrd, trumpet; Red Garland, pigno;
Paul Chambers, bass; Louis Hayes or Albert
Heath, drums.

Rating: % % % % %
In a Blindfold Test some months ago,
Jon Hendricks said he would have to give
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Blues (Folk Lyric A-3)

Coleman Hawkins (Crown 206)

Buddy Rich, Playtime (Argo 876)
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For the benefit of record buyers, Down Beat provides a listing of jazz, reissue,
and vocal LPs rated four stars or more during the preceding five-issue period.
LPs so rated in this issue will be included in the next listing.
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Mance Lipscomb (vocal) (Arhoolie 1001)

Modern Jazz Quartet, European Concert (Atlantic 2-603)

Max Roach, We Insist! Freedom Now Suite (Candid 9002)

Various Artists, (vocal) Country Negro Jam Sessions (Folk Lyric 111)
* Kk k k%

The Modern Sound of Betty Carter (vocal) (ABC-Paramount 363)

John Coltrane, Coltrane Jazz (Atlantic 1354)

Dizzy Gillespie, A Portrait of Duke Ellington (Verve 8386)

Lightnin’ Hopkins, (vocal) The Rooster Crowed in England (“77" Records

Yusef Lateef, The Centaur and the Phoenix (Riverside 337)
Robert Pete Williams/Hogman Maxey/Guitar Welch, (vocal) Angola Prisoners’
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: Walter Benton, Out of This World (Jazzland 28)

¢ Charlie Byrd, Charlie’s Choice (Offbeat 3007)

b Conte Candoli, Little Band—Big Jazz (Crown 5162)
S Al Cohn-Zoot Sims, You'n Me (Mercury 20606)
¢ Toni Harper, (vocal) Night Mood (RCA Victor 2253)
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Lightnin’ Hopkins, (vocal) Lightning Strikes Again (Dart 8000)

The Ballad Artistry of Milt Jackson (Atlantic 1342)

The Many Angles of John Letman (Bethlehem 6053)

The Soulful Piano of Junior Mance (Jazzland 9305)

Charles Mingus Presents Charles Mingus (Candid 80605)

Oliver Nelson, Screamin’ the Blues (Prestige/New Jazz 8243)

New Orleans Rhythm Kings, (reissue) Tin Roof Blues (Riverside 146)
Anita O'Day, (vocal) Waiter, Make Mine Blues (Verve 2145)

Ma Rainey, (vocal) Broken-Hearted Blues (Riverside 12-137)

Jimmy Rushing-Dave Brubeck, (vocal) Brubeck and Rushing (Columbia 1553)
Zoot Sims, Down Home (Bethlehem 6051)

Jimmy Smith, Home Cookin’ (Blue Note 4050)

The Ira Sullivan Quintet (Delmar 402)

Sunnyland Slim, (vocal) Slim’s Shout (Prestige/Bluesville 1016)

Otis Spann IS the Blues (vocal) (Candid 8001)

The World of Cecil Taylor (Candid 8006)

Various Artists, Jazz of the Forties (Folkways 2841)

Various Artists, (vocal) Southern Folk Heritage Series (Atlantic HS 1)

George Wein, Jazz at the Modern (Bethlehem 6050)
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