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LENOX SCHOOL
IS CANCELED

The School of Jazz at Lenox, Mass.,
is no more, though its demise still may
be in that category of deaths that were
grossly exaggerated. Its board of gover-
nors hopes so and is currently meeting
to examine plans for its revival.

The school’s history is short but illus-
trious. In the summer of 1956, Philip
and Stephanie Barber, then owners of
the Music Inn and Music Barn in
Lenox, Mass., sponsored a series of
jazz panel discussions, involving a score
of prominent musicians from several
eras of jazz, Willie (The Lion) Smith
through Rex Stewart to Gunther Shul-
ler. After a week of meetings, the
Barbers met with John Lewis, Max
Roach, Ray Brown, Jule Foster, Bill
Russo, and Bill Coss to propose the
founding of a summer jazz seminar
to be taught by prominent jazz musi-
Tians.

That seminar, a three-week session,
began in 1957 and ran through 1960.
Its faculty included such as Lewis,
Brown, Russo, Schuller, Kenny Dor-
ham, Dizzy Gillespie, Jimmy Giuffre,
Jim Hall, Percy Heath, Milt Jackson,
J.J. Johnson, Connie Kay, Lee Konitz,
Herb Pomeroy, Oscar Peterson, George
Russell, and Marshall Stearns.

Its program varied from year to year
but included individual lessons, small-
group and large-ensemble practice, com-
position and arranging, lectures in the
history and stylistic development of jazz,
and evening discussion periods led by
such visiting lecturers as Dave Brubeck,
Mabhalia Jackson, Lukas Foss, Rex Stew-
art, and Barry Ulanov.

One hundred and fifty-five students
attended the four sessions, including
young men and women from Africa,
Austria, Sweden, Holland, India, Cana-
da, Turkey and Brazil, and 20 U. S.
states. Some have gone on to play in
bands led by Woody Herman and
Quincy Jones and the groups of George
Russell and Kenny Dorham. Ornette
Coleman and Don Ellis have achieved
prominence since attending the school.

But a primary problem adversely
affected the school from its inception.
Despite financial assistance from many
in and out of the music business, the
school never was able to afford an .out-
of-season staff that could concentrate
on curriculum planning, fund raising,
and student recruitment.

This year, these and perhaps other
reasons resulted in a total enrollment
of only 15 students, most of them on
scholarships. There was not enough in-
come with which to run the school
properly, nor was their enough breadth
in instrumentation to enable the faculty
to provide coaching in large- and small-
ensemble playing.

The school’'s governing committee,
unhappily canceling 1961’s session, ad-
mitted that it had no definitive explana-
tion for the shortage of qualified appli-
cants.

It listed some possibilities: inadequate
communication to potential students,
today’s general switch away from indi-
vidual teaching and toward group in-
struction, a heretofore unseen move on
the part of talented men and women
away from jazz and into a more general
musical career.

MORE JAZZ
FROM COLLEGE

Joe Zawacki and a few of his fellow
junior classmen at Philadelphia’s Vil-
lanova University wanted to put on a
jazz concert. But the lack of cash looked
like too big an obstacle—until Joe hit
upon the idea of using college musi-
cians. The gimmick was an invitational
jazz contest, with prizes for the three
best groups.

Joe didn’t expect too much in the
way of music, but this was one way of
having a concert. He put scouts out for

IT AINT WHACHA DO—

CBS radio has a program, Infor-
mation Central, on which recently
some musical discoveries by anthro-
pologlsts, all of which leave deep
impressions on the musicians as well -
as the audiences, were dealt with.
Some samples:

In New Guinea, there lives the
Willigiman-Wallalua, whose music
arises from performers grinding
their teeth in harmony.

In Madagascar, a player sits on
the ground, lays three or four bars
of wood across his shins, and strikes
the wood with clubs, utilizing his
legs as the vibrators.

Among certain Kafir tribes in
Africa, the musicians beat their
elbows against their ribs, forcing dif-
ferent pitches of sound out of their
lungs.

_Group,.

the best groups in the area and saw that
they were invited.

A good crowd attended the concert
and heard, to the surprise of Zawacki
and many in the audience, a quality of
music that certainly equaled much of
the professional type around today. The
three most astounded men were the
judges, Toby DeLuca, radio station
WFIL music librarian; Bruce Davidson,
Capitol records’ promotion man in Phil-
adelphia, and Dave Bittan, of Down
Beat. . They had the tough time picking
the winners.

The first-prize winner was the Jeff
Haskell Trio from West Chester State.
An e)‘ccellent modern pianist, Haskell
sings well in the Matt Dennis-Bobby
Troup-Buddy Greco style.

Other winners were Jay Heckler and
the Impromtones, a Dixieland group
from Ursinus College, and the 12-piece
Bobby Rerres band, a modern-flavored
unit from Penn State’s Ogontz campus
in Phlladelphla

Area jazz buffs, used to hearing the
same old sounds from “name” artists,
were impressed by the musicianship of
the losers, as well as the winners. And
the variety of groups made for an un-
usually well-balanced program, held to-
gether by the droll between-the-act
comments of Zawacki.

The 18-pice Fordney-Goebel Jazz
a Kenton-styled band that
showed the results of much rehearsal,
came from Franklin and Marshall Col-
lege to win the votes of many in the
audience as the best group in the con-
cert. The Reveliers, a modern quartet
from Glassboro State College in New
Jersey, had interesting ‘soloists and ar-
rangements. The Villanovans, a combo
from the host school, played a satis-
factory brand of Dixie.

But the sentimental favorites were
10 girls from Rosemont College, singing
a cappella arrangements of tunes like
F unny Valentine and Get Out of Town.
Leadér-arranger Nancy DeVlto, a trim
brunette, led with a pitch pipe. Each
coed was prettier than the other.

The event, scheduled to be repeated
next year, proved something that jazz
observers have begun to realize: That
much is happening in jazz on the college
campuses. The result could be a new
crop. of jazz artists with something to
say—if enough outlets are supplied to
keep the talented young musicians in
the music business.
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The Virginia Beach Festival

By GEORGE HOEFER

Out of doors behind the recently named Alan B. Shepard
Convention Dome on Virginia Beach, the balmy mid-July
tidewater weather favored the third annual Virginia Beach
Jazz Festival. More than 6,000 well-behaved jazz fans at-
tended the two nights of stimulating music played by big-
name artists and three top-notch local groups.

It was a double-barreled success—artistically and finan-
cially, the latter an elusive quality so far this summer. Pro-
ducer-musician Tom Gwaltney gets more ambitious each
year. His new open-air site had 1,500 more seats than last
year, when the event was held inside the dome. It was not
a sellout, but he did manage to gain 1,000 new customers
a night.

Musically, there were highlights and low points, the excit-
ing parts outnumbering the disappointments. On both nights
the program ended with a big band receiving a standing
ovation.

Friday, the opening night, Count Basie had everything
running smoothly for him—his piano, his soloists, and the
ensembles executed the arrangements with precision. Their
powerful swing pulled a rather slow preintermission program
out of the fire.

The next evening, Sal Salvador’s Concert Orchestra had
an opposite situation to contend with, when they were called
upon to hold their own with, or top if they could, five
exciting jazz groups. Jimmy Rushing, singing in front of
Buck Clayton’s band, hit a high spot preceding Salvador.
But the guitar-playing leader propelled his group of good
soloists through their unique arrangements and maintained
the fast pace of the evening to close the two-day event on
the up side. His band got in nine numbers, including encores,
and went off to a standing ovation.

Trumpeter Max Kaminsky’s Dixieland All-Stars opened
the festival but failed to live up to their band name as far
the crowd was concerned. It had been said the listeners pre-
ferred to be put in a jazz mood with the old-style driving
Dixieland, a mode of starting a show that has become tradi-
tional for this festival. The band played Dixieland tunes like
High Society and Way Down Yonder in New Orleans, but
they were performed in the round-robin fashion familiar to
those who frequent Eddie Condon’s bistro in New York.
There were some good solos, especially Bob Wilber’s per-
formances on tenor saxophone and a string bass interlude by
Jack Lesberg on Lullaby of the Leaves. Other members of
the group included Eph Resnick on trombone and Ronnie
Greb on drums.

The second group, the Pat Roberts Trio, is well known in
Virginia. It is based in Lynchburg and has performed at
previous beach festivals. Roberts is a two-handed jazz pianist,
who works with an electric bass and drums and prefers to
play original jazz material. He scored on Marshall Brown’s
Solid Blue and a Dave Figg tune named Rootie Tootie. His
presentation was slowed up by a rather lackadaisical ap-
proach to the audience. The trio’s young drummer, Denny
Rinker, formerly in the Billy May Orchestra, showed to
advantage.

Roberts finished off his portion of the program by present-
ing Barbara McGill, who has sung with the Airmen of Note
Air Force Band and the Willis Conover Band in Washington,
D. C. Miss McGill's ballads suffered from a lack of enthu-
siasm. The audience remained cool.

They began to perk up during the next group’s appearance.
The Jimmy Crummett Brass Choir from Richmond, Va. is
made up of doctors, lawyers, and businessmen who like to
p]ay music. The leader plays baritone saxophone, flute, and
piccolo. He also scores all the music for the unusual instru-
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mentation of two valve trombones (Mac Wells and Tommy
Mitchell), two slide trombones (Bill Cully and Doug Powell),
piano (Tommy Witten), bass (Andy Fleming) and drums
(Nick Manos). Two of the trombonists double on trumpet
and fluegelhorn.

The listeners reacted favorably to the group’s interpreta-
tion of Green Dolphin Street, Jack Montrose’s Bacchanal,
and Horace Silver's Sister Sadie.

After a 30-minute intermission, the Basie rhythm machine
rolled into action, and the excitement in the crowd could
be felt. Basie grinned sheepishly when he announced April
in Virginia Beach. The crowd showed appreciation for Budd
Johnson's tenor solos and Frank Wess on flute, but, as is
inevitable, they flipped when Sonny Payne did his long drum
stint on Old Man River.

Blues singer Ocie Johnson received a good response for
his numbers, but the vocal climax came with the appearance
of Lambert-Hendricks-Ross. They opened their portion of
the show with Jumpin at the Woodside, using the Basie
rhythm section, and scored heavily. For the closing number
of the evening the entire Basie band and singer Smith joined
the singing trio to send the crowd home happy.

On the second night the audience responded generously to
the opening offerings by the new Ruby Braff-Marshall Brown
Sextet, consisting of Brown, valve trombone; Braff, cornet;
Tommy Newsom, tenor saxophone; Howard Collins, guitar;
Don Kenney, bass; Buzzy Drootin, drums.

The group performed tightly written arrangements that it
has been working out for several months. Braff does the
announcing chores for the group in somewhat the same
manner as he plays—in a soft relaxed style that may sudden-
ly"change into a biting attack.

As might be expected, though it was no less deserved,
onetime Norfolkian Newson was singled out for thunderous
applause during his solo on Crazy Rhythm. The rendition
won for him an award made by a soft-drink company for the
“Most Outstanding Virginia-Born Musician at the 1961
Festival.”

The tidewater area talent still held top honors when Gwalt-
ney and Jeep Bennett joined the Newton Thomas Trio for
an unusual specialty worked up for the festival by the two
rival band leaders.

Gwaltney and Bennett both play clarinet and vibraharp.
They make a swinging duet-team when they are not busy
leading their respective bands at local dances and concerts.
First they played an original composition by Bennett, a
former Charlie Barnet and Tommy Dorsey sideman, entitled
Like Rhythm. They let loose in trading solos and playing
ensembles, alternating their improvisations from clarinet to
vibes in unison. This rendition was followed by a Gwaltney
composition, Tom’s Jdéa, with which they again had the
crowd beating the turf with their feet.

The Thomas trio, a hit at previous festivals, again gave a
winning performance. Pianist Thomas, accompanied by Lou
Sawyer on bass and Kenny Peterson on drums, got an ova-
tion for his playing on Carry Me Back to Old Virginny.
Thomas, who played Birdland for a week last year, should
be given another New York chance, and this time he should
be listened to.

Lurlean Hunter, a fine jazz singer from Chicago, took over
the crowd with her first note. She received an overwhelming
ovation on her version of The Song Is You.

Trumpeter Buck Clayton’s fine combo, a group that can
get all kinds of bookings in Europe but has a hard time get-
ting a gig at home, included Mathew Gee, trombone; Buddy
Tate, tenor saxophone; Gene Ramey, bass; Herbie Lovelle,
drums. The quintet could use a guitar, and Norfolkian Butch



Hall, filling the bill, said after it was over, “It was one of
those once-in-a-lifetime deals.”

The Clayton set ended with blues by Jimmy Rushing, and
the round man tore the house down with Sent for You
Yesterday. The show could have been at its climax right at
intermission.

The Salvador band took to the challenge with young,
driving enthusiasm. Armed with brilliant arrangements from
young tenor saxophonist Larry Wilcox, the band held the
audience at the peak of interest. Wilcox was responsible for

lude; an arrangement of Dusk featuring trombonist Billy
Byers, and one of Secret Love featuring Salvador’s guitar.

The proceedings were pleasantly emceed in a relaxing
manner by Fred Jordan, a former band vocalist who is now
a radio announcer in Norfolk.

An exciting sideline of the festival was the playing of a
young jazz pianist named Fats Wright from Roanoke, who
performed at several after-concert parties. His playing is
reminiscent of Erroll Garner, and it is likely that he will be
heard from again.

the composition and arrangement of Exurbanite and Panta-
gruel, and the arrangements on the two Sal Salvador origi-
nals, Dancing Beat and Colors in Sound; Pete Rugolo’s Inter-

Gwaltney and his co-partners in the festival, drummer Ray
Kipper and Norfolk businessman Turk Baldwin, announced
the festival goes on again in ’62.

The Birmingham, Mich., Festival

By IRA GITLER .

As part of the fourth annual Birming-
ham, Mich., Arts Festival, jazz was
included for the second consecutive
year. This time, because of last year's
success, it was expanded to cover two
nights of the week-long presentation.
Held in the intimate setting of a geo-
desic dome, erected in the Michigan
community’s Shain Park, this was no
jazz circus but a home-style event that
was notable for its warmth and spirit.

The first portion of each night's pro-
gram was given over to talent from the
Detroit area. On Friday it began with
pianist Bess Bonnier's quartet with
vibist Jack Brokensha, bassist Nick
Fiore, and drummer Dick Riordan.

The highlight was a number written
by Fiore in tribute to the late Lem
Winchester, who had performed bril-
liantly at last year’s concert. In attend-
ance, as guests of the festival, were
Winchester’s widow and son.

Fiore remained onstage (he played
with every group on both nights except
the Jimmy Wilkins Band) and was
joined by Johnny Griffith, piano, and
Dave Heard, drums. They backed bari-
tone saxophonist-flutist Frank Morelli
in two numbers and then accompanied
singer Amanda Thigpen of New York.
Before the first half closed, Griffith did
a trio set of his own.

On Saturday, the first half was de-
voted to Wilkins’ big band. Composed
of a good many veterans of big-band
experience settled in the Detroit area,
this swinging outfit could acquit itself
well in any setting.

Wilkins plays trombone but, for the
most part, limits himself to fronting the
band. The saxes are well-led by ex-
Luncefordite Teddy Buckner. Tenor
man Fathead Johnson is a spirited
soloist. The band also boasts an excel-
lent trumpet section. Don Slaughter
scored in his muted trumpet solo on
L'l Darlin’.

The band’s singer, Sonny Carter, did
only one number, You Stepped Out of
a Dream, but showed off a rich, easy
style. One of the features of the set was
a guest performance on fluegelhorn by

Clark Terry on Lover Man. The ar-
rangement was by Ernie Wilkins. With
other of brother Ernie’s arrangements in
the book, Jimmy’s band does have
something of a Basie feel, but it reminds
of Lunceford, too. The sum is a band
with a character of its own. It’s a good
one.

Singer Frances Burnett was heard in
a spirited set that included Willow,
Weep for Me and Old Man River. Her
backing was by Griffith, Fiore, and
Heard.

The second half of both nights was
devoted to what amounted to a jazz re-
pertory group from the east. Chicago
tenor man Sandy Mosse was an added
attraction on Saturday night.

The troupe was made up of Joe
Newman, trumpet; Clark Terry, trum-
pet, fluegelhorn; Al Grey, trombone;
Billy Mitchell, Oliver Nelson, tenor sax-
ophones; Les Spann, guitar, flute; Joe
Kennedy, violin; Wynton Kelly, piano;
J. C. Heard, drums; Joe Carroll, vocals.

Friday’s second half opened with two
jam-session numbers (a blues and
I Got Rhythm) featuring all the horns.
Then there were individual sets by
Mitchell-Grey, Newman, Carroll, and
Kennedy. The Kelly-Fiore-J. C. Heard
trio backed them all. Spann appeared at
various times, most importantly in the
set with Kennedy, whose playing of the
amplified violin is one of the most re-

freshing sounds I've heard in a long

time. He is capable of destroying quickly
most persons’ prejudices about jazz
violin.

Mitchell and Grey, through their long
association in the bands of Dizzy Gil-
lespie and Count Basie, have developed
a rapport that makes their two horns
seem especially full. They complement
each other, and this lends dimension to
each man’s efforts. Grey's I Got It Bad
(plunger and all) was a highlight. Their
newly formed group deserves recogni-
tion.

Another man who merits some spot-
light is vocalist Carroll. As he proved at
Birmingham, all he needs is an au-
dience, and his humorous, hard-swing-

ing style takes care of the rest. This
heir to Leo Watson did Route 66,
School Days, Honeysuckle Rose, and a
wordless approximation of a trombone
with plunger on a number appropriately
entitled Wah Wah.

Newman never sounded better. The
spirit of his era-less style seems to be
soaring after his self-liberation from the
Basie band.

The main criticism of the Friday
night concert, which ended with every-
one on stage for a rousing Lester Leaps
In featuring J. C. Heard, is that because
the local groups stayed on too long, the
pace of the whole program was upset.
Terry, Nelson, Kelly, and Spann (on
flute) did not get a chance to be heard
except on the jam numbers.

On Saturday night, this was remedied.
In addition to repeat sets by Mitchell-
Grey, Kennedy, and Carroll, Spann
fluted a Bye, Bye, Blackbird that built
in feeling as it went; Kelly explored
Autumn Leaves in an extremely per-
sonal and lyrical manner and swung
through Give Me a June Night, and
Nelson and Mosse combined to walk
their contrasting styles on Green Dol-
phin Street.

Perhaps the most outstanding set was
a dual effort by Terry and Newman,
who each shone on featured numbers,
Terry on Trust in Me on fluegelhorn
and Newman on Li’! Darlin’. They
banded together to inspire each other
on The Opener and The Continental.

The closer was again Lester Leaps In
featuring an eight-minute solo by J. C.
Heard that never lost the interest of the
audience. He is a pro who a lot of
people have been sleeping on. To hear
him expertly and enthusiastically back
a wide variety of musicians on the two
nights, was a lesson as well as a treat.

Producer Dave Usher is to be con-
gratulated for the talent he assembled.
Chairman Richard Galpin should be
proud of the results. Instead of over-
hiring, this festival contracted a reason-
able amount of musicians and then let
them do what they do best—play.
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How does he get that huge and unmistakable sound—
a sound that will cut through the din of even so noisy
a club as London House, so that you can hear his every
note anywhere in the room?

Part of it, he insists, is in the instrument. And Ray
owns a magnificent fiddle. Curiously enough, he doesn’t
know what make the instrument is or how old it is. “I've
had it legitimately appraised three times,” he said. “By
legitimately appraised, I mean I paid money to have it
appraised. Two experts said it was an Italian bass, and
one said it was English. It’s also been called Scotch.

“But it doesn’t matter, really. I'm not one of these pedigree
followers. If it gets the sound I want, that’s it.

“Actually, it’s not the best bass for solos, but it’s such
a gas for other things. I could get a lot more speed on a
smaller instrument. But my heart lies in that sound . . .”

Brown has had the fiddle 14 years. His insurance com-
pany isn’t enthusiastic about public mention of how much
he’s insured it for, so this item of information will have to
go undisclosed. “Just say it’s a lot,” Ray said. “It's a
wonderful instrument.”

Before the reader attributes all the Brown sound to his
instrument, however, be it noted that this writer has heard
him pull the same sound out of a Kay student-model bass.
The real secret of Ray's sound is in his own two hands—
and in his thoroughly studied classical bass technique.

Is it true, as legend has it, that in whatever town he’s
working, Ray will be found studying with one of the top
symphony bassists of the area? “Well, I'm either studying
with them or hanging out with them, talking about the
instrument,” he said, verifying that the close fraternity of
bassists traverses the border between jazz and clasical music.

“But, you know,” he said, “the average bass player
in jazz today is pretty well studied, with few exceptions. It’s
more an accepted thing than it was when I was coming up
as a youngster. N

“Of course, I used to think if you studied, you'd naturally
stay in tune. But it's . . . it's something besides knowing
where the notes fall that makes some bass players play
more in tune than others. It's some little inner thing.

“Bass players spend their lives trying to play in tune.
But you never really master it. One of the most in-tune
bass players I've ever heard is George Duvivier.

“Frankly, I credit Oscar Peterson with a lot of my devel-
opment. He always gives you a little more than you think
you can do. He'll say, ‘Is this possible on the instrument?
It’s been a spur and a challenge to me.

“Most people who think about bass or bass players think
about solos. They tend to measure the greatness of a bass
player according to the way he solos. But to me, the major,
the primary function of bass violin is time.

“There have been a lot of different concepts in the last
decade, and a lot of experiments made on the instrument
and in conjunction with other instttiments. And there has
been a tendency to get away from bisic time. But I don’t
think bass can ever get away from._time.

“And I'll say this, too: bass is.a two-handed operation.
A lot of people think it's a matter of pulling the string.
But you have to match the pressure of the left hand to the
pull of the right. A lot of guys will pull hard with the right,
but the left will be weak in comparison. Matching the
hands—that’s one of the secrets of.a good sound.”

he matched hands of Raymond Matthews Brown were
first seen by the world on October 13, 1926, in Pitts-
burgh, Pa. His father was a cook in Ray’s youth, and to
this day, cooking is one of the bassist's loves—next to
golf, which he shoots in the mid70s on his good days.
Peterson says Ray’s angel food cake is out of sight.
The customary childhood piano lessons were forced on

Ray, with this difference: his father didn’t want him to -

play Mozart, he wanted him to play like Fats Waller. Later,
he wanted Ray to play like Art Tatum. “That was asking
a little too much,” Ray grins. “But that's not the reason I
gave up piano. I just couldn’t find my way on it. It just
didn’t give me what I wanted.

“Besides, I was in a high school orchestra and there
must have been 14 piano players in it. And 12 of them were
chicks who could read anything in sight.”

He decided, therefore, to take up trombone. But his
father said he couldn’t afford to buy him an instrument.
Fortuitously, there was a bass available at school. It is a
curiosity of jazz history that a significant percentage of
musicians play the instruments they do solely by accidents
of high school availability.

“I played that school bass for two years,” Ray said. “I
used to take it home weekends. The teacher used to think,
‘That Ray Brown, he’s really serious, the way he practices.’
He didn’t know I was making gigs on the school’s bass.
But then they ran my picture in the paper, in connection with
some job I had, and the teacher saw it. They stopped me
taking it home, right there: My dad gave in and bought
me one.”

Ray played in school bands (also working bands) until
his graduation in 1944. “After that, I went on the road
with a band,” he says, “and I've been on the road ever
since.”

Ray worked with territorial bands for a time, including
that of Snookum Russell. Some amazing talent passed
through that band; Fats Navarro and J.J. Johnson had left
it shortly before Ray joined its ranks.

The band went to Miami to work. “Three other guys
and I began plotting to go to New York and try our luck,”
Ray recalled. “But the night before we were to go, every-
body chickened out, leaving me with my bags all packed.
So 1 said, ‘The hell with it,” and went. ’

“I got to New York, took my bags to my aunt’s place,
and the very same night had my nephew take me down to
show me where 52nd St. was.

“That night, I saw Erroll Garner, Art Tatum, Billie
Holiday, Billy Daniels, Coleman Hawkins, and Hank Jones.
I'd known Hank before. While we were talking, he said,
‘Dizzy Gillespie just came in.’ I said, ‘Where? Introduce
me! I want to meet him.’

“So Hank introduced us. Hank said to Dizzy, ‘This is
Ray Brown, a friend of mine, and a very good bass player.’

“Dizzy said, ‘You want a- gig? I almost had a heart
attack! Dizzy said, ‘Be at my house for rehearsal at 7
o'clock tomorrow.’

“I went up there next night, and got the fright of my
life. The band consisted of Dizzy, Bud Powell, Max Roach,
Charlie Parker—and me! Two weeks later, we picked up
Milt Jackson, who was my room-mate for two years. We
were inseparable. They called us the twins. Milt and I
did some starving to death together at times. Milt introduced
me to my wife, Cecille. They’d been kids togther.

“After I'd been with Dizzy about a month and figured
I had everything down, I cornered him after the gig and
said, ‘Diz, how’'m I doin’?’ He said, ‘Oh—fine. Except you're
playin’ the wrong notes.’

“That did it. I started delving into everything we did,
the notes, the chords, everything. And I'd sing the lines
as I was playing them.”

Gillespie remembers this phase of Ray’s development as
vividly as the bassist. Last year, lamenting that young musi-
cians today “are not as inquisitive as they used to be,”
Gillespie said:

“Now take a guy like Ray Brown, he’s always been that
type of guy—very, very inquisitive. Even when he was
with me. On I'm Through with Love, we get to one place,
where the words go, for I mean to care . . . Right there,
that word .care. The melody: goes up to an E-flat, B-natural,
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CLASSICS

Laurindo Almeida

THE GUITAR WORLD OF LAURINDO
ALMEIDA—Capitol SP-8546: Side 1, “classic’:
Bl Amor (Cristobal de Castillejo); Scherzo
(Sylvius  Leopold Woiss); Gavorte (Hugard) ;
Allemande (Weiss); El Testimento de Amelia
(traditional, Catalonia); P lle (Gaspar Sanz);.
Canarios (Francisco Guerau); Prelude and Alle-
gro (Santingo de Mureia). Side 2, ‘“modern':
Sagmlina for Flute and Guitar (Radames Gnat.-
tali); Valsa No. ¢ (Camargo Guarnieri, tran-
scribed by Almeida).

Pergsonnel: Almeida, lute, guitar; Virginia Ma.
jewski, viola d'amour; Martin Ruderman, flute;
Sanford Schonbach, viola.

Rating: & % %

The confusion that surrounds the terms
“classic” and *“classical” when applied to
music in general and to guitar music in
particular is going to be enriched by this
release.

Almeida devotes one side to “classical”
and the other to “modern,” but what he
means by the former term is not easy to
see. His selections derive mostly from the
Baroque era (roughly 1600-1750) rather
than the Classical (about 1750-1820). Of
course, “classic” in the sense of restraint
and formal clarity is also a legitimate use
of the word, but in that sense all the music
on this record is classic.

However, chamber music with guitar is
not so plentifully recorded that we can
afford to quibble too much. The old-music
side in particular contains several valuable
tracks, both solos by Almeida and duets
with the viola d'amour (which appears on
Side 1 only), whose soft voice makes it
an ideal partner for the guitar.

Almeida’s work is smooth and tech-
nically clean as always, though a bit lack-
ing in spine, and his partner is capable.
For a specialist on an old instrument,
however, Miss Majewski does some oddly
unstylish things, such as beginning trills on
the principal note instead of the auxiliary -
as is generally accepted Baroque practice'<

The “modern” side has pleasant mo-
ments, too, but neither the Gnattali nor
the Guarnieri are good enough to repre-
sent the contemporary era of the classic
guitar. (D.H.)

Berz/Webern
MUSIC OF BERG AND WEBERN—RCA
Victor LM-2531: Lyric Saite, by Berd; Five
Pleces, 0p. S, and Sir Bagatelles, 0p. 9, by
Webern,
Juilliard

Personnel : Quartet  (Robert Mann
oand Isidore Cohen, violina;

0 Raphael Hillyer,
viola; Claus Adam, cello).
Rating: & & % % *

Not everyone will care for the music
itself (though this record contains some of
the most immediately grasped scores yet
written in the 12-note style), but musician-

ship of the caliber found here is hard to
overpraise.

Berg’s powerful Lyric Suite is given full
romantic values, the Juilliard emphasizing
its kinship with Wagner and Schoenberg’s
Transfigured Night more definitely than
other interpreters.

The Webern pieces, which occupy less
than one side of the disc, are miracles of
organization and epigrammatic delicacy,
but only when a group such as the Juilli-
ard takes them in hand.

There have been good readings of all
this music available to record buyers in
the past, but this disc pumps life into the
scores. The sound, although recorded at a
rather low level, is strikingly true to live
string tone. (D.H.)

JAZZ

Pepper Adams-Donald Byrd

OUT OF THIS WORLD: Warwick 2041—Qu¢
of This World; Curro’s; It's o Beautiful Evening;
Mr. Lucky Theme; Bird House; Day Dream.

Personnel: Adams, baritone saxophone; Byrd,
trumpet; Herb Hancock, piano; Laymon Jackson,
bass; Jimmy Cobb, drums.

Rating: % % % %

Perhaps because they have finally suc-
ceeded, during the last year, in working
together with some degree of regularity,
this is the most successful Adams-Byrd
collaboration to date. With the exception
of Cobb, all have been members of the
group, a fact that is reflected in the co-
hesive feeling of the entire album.

The title number, in which I found the
other-worldly sound effects relevant rather
than gimmicky, offers an admirable illus-
tration of Byrd’s ability to fuse an almost
straight melodic approach with his own
personality and a cool, clean sound. Adams
displays, as he does through both sides, a
gutty and self-assured manner that springs
more from Serge Chaloff, it seems to me,
than from Harry Carney or even Charlie
Parker.

Curro’s is a most attractive original, a
reminder of Byrd’s exceptional ability as a
writer. Beautiful Evening is the Wayne-
Rasch song from Nat Cole’s Wild Is Love.
The vibes are credited to one Jinx Jingles.

Mr. Lucky is a little overlong but makes
up for it in solo strength. Bird House is a
not especially distinguished original but
contains one of Byrd’s most lyrical solos.
Day Dream (the title is wrongly pluralized
on the album) features Adams in a re-
working of the Billy Strayhorn theme that
is about as far from Johnny Hodges® ori-

ginal concept as you can get, though just as
valid on its own terms.

Hancock is a capable and promising
pianist. On my monaural copy he is slight-
ly lacking in presence. Jackson and Cobb
round out the group effectively. All in all,
a thoroughly satisfying session. (L.G.F.)

Red Allen

PLAYS KING OLIVER—Verve 1025: Ballin'
the Jack; Canal Street Blues; Someday, Sweet-
heart; Dixie Medley (Dixie; Marching through
Georgia; Battle Hymn of the Republic; Bourbon
Street Parade); How Long Blues; Just a Closer
Walk with Thee; Bill Bailey; Snowy Morning
Blaes; Baby, Won't You Please Come Home;
Fidgety Feet; Yellow Dog Blues; All of Me.

Personnel: Allen, trumpet, vocals; Herb Flem-
ming, trombone; Buster Bailey, clarinct; Bob
Hommer or Sammy Price, piano; Milt Hinton,
bass; Sol Hall, drums.

Rating: % % % %

Allen seems to be in the process of mak-
ing a new and successful claim for serious
recognition as one of the major jazz trum-
peters. Thirty years ago he had that claim
sewed up, but he has spent much of the
past quarter century vitiating it with his
tawdry and tasteless catering to the tourist
trade.

On his recent records he has played with
steadily increasing validity and honesty.
This is the best he has turned out yet—
a set that is full of splendid Allen solos
in a variety of moods, crisp and lazily
edgy on Canal Street, muted and mulling
on Sweetheart, crackling and brassy on
Snowy Morning (an adventurous bit of
programing, by the way), and flaring with
electricity on Yellow Dog.

He sings, too, with a sincerity that is
very effective. In addition, there are some
good glimpses of Bailey and a pair of
excellent piano solos by Price.

There is, however, one track on this
disc to which none of the above applies.
It is called Dixie Medley, and it is a
withering summation of Allen at his abys-
mal worst. It’s all very well to try to give
a rounded picture of a musician but surely
no picture has to be this round. (J.S.W.)

All-Stars
THE SOUL OF JAZZ PERCUSSION—War-
wick WS5003ST: Construction Crew (Waldron);
Ping Pong Beer (Chambers, Evans, Jones) ; Call
to Arms (Waldron); Witch-Fire (Littlo); No-
vember Afternoon (Tom Mclntosh); Chasin’ the
Bird (Parker) ; Prophecy (Lonnie Lovister); Qulet
Temple (Waldron); Wee-Tina (Shaughnessy).
Porsonnel: Booker Little, Donald Byrd, Don
Ellis, Marcus Belgrave, alterating trumpets; 'Cur-
tis Fuller, trombone; Pepper Adams, baritono
sax; Mal Waldron and Bill Evans, pianos; Paul
Chambers and Addison Farmer, basses; Philly Joe
Jones, Ed Shnughneuy, Willie Rodriguez, Earl
Zindars, percussion instruments and standard
drums; Armondo Peraza, conga drums.
Rating: % * * * %
A muddled old soul indeed is “the soul
of jazz percussion,” as the briefest glance

at the track-by-track description here re-
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veals. Actually, albums such as this drive
record reviewers demented. Not bgcaus.e
of the music in this instance, for it is uni-
formly stimulating, but because of t.he
blow-by-stereo liner descriptions. We live
in a technological age and all that . . .
Okay. But when a jazz album, even such
a good one as this, is wholly predicated on
the binaural gimmick, a moment of agon-
izing reappraisal would appear to be indi-
cated. The way it is, you can’t dig the
music without a score sheet. Indeed, it
seems implied from the descriptions of
each track that it's not what a musiciat_l is
playing that counts, it’s where he’s playing
it that really matters—right, center or left.
And even then, when one is sure he’s got
his man pinned down, darned if the guy
doesn't leap electronically from speaker to
speaker like a circus tumbler.

For all the stereo highjinks, though,
there is a whale of a lot of good, belting
modern jazz in this set. Fuller is superb;
Waldron is a laconic gas; all soloists, in
fact, are in top form, though trumpeter
Little clams a bit here and there. Then
there are the percussionists without whom,
as they say, this album would not have
been possible. Shaughnessy, Jones, all the
drummers, regardless of persuasion, turn
in a pluperfect performance.

When one regains his optical balance
from attempting to follow liner copy to
speaker to liner to speaker, it must be
noted that this is an excellent stereo re-
cording. But, dear reader, take an ear-
washed reviewer's advice: Toss away the
score sheet and just dig the music. And by
the way, who wrote the charts, fellas?

(J.AT.)

Boll Weevil Jass Band

JUST A LITTLE WHILE—Boll Weevil Rec-
ord Co., Vol. 2: Just a Little While to Stay
Here; Yes Sir, That's My Baby; Ragted bul
Right; China Boy; Muskrat Ramble; I Wish't 1
Was in Peorta; Tin Roof Blues; South; Liza;
Just a Closer Walk with Thee; London Cafe
Blues; Bill Bailey, Won’t You Please Come
Home?; When the Saints Go Marching In.

Personnel: Dan Havens, cornet; Bob Shanahan,
trombone; Joe Foder, clarinet; Mike Montgomery,

piano; Dick Remington, tuba; John Teachout,
banjf; Bob Twiss, washboard; Mitchie Askins,
vocal,

Rating: % % *

This group, made up of academicians
from the University of Michigan and Ann
Arbor businessmen, was formed in 1955 to
play traditional jazz at weekend parties
anq dances. The usual features of units
trying to play jazz in this semi-amateur
category, especially those of the traditional
type, are high enthusiasm and low musi-
cianship; the sloppy, hit-and-miss attempts
to play “jazz” usually end in disaster. But
by careful study and practice, this group
has avoided these traps, and by relaxed,
unpretentious performances, they have put
!ogether a successful album in the early
jazz tradition.

A strong asset of the group, and one
which reflects the academic training of its
members, is that the tunes have been thor-
oughly dissected both musically and his-
toric.ally. And by dissected, I mean each
part is examined so that it is known entirely
in itself and in its relation to the whole.
The changes are made cleanly and correct-
ly, and the performances, while not com-
p}etely imitative, show that these musi-
cians are familiar with the early recordings.
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Trumpeter Havens (who has worked with
Miff Mole, Joe Sullivan, and Art Hodes)
shines on all of the tracks and is easily the
outstanding musician in the group. He has
done the arranging that has gone into
several of these tunes. His fixing of Saints
so as to include a chorus in a minor key is
very effective. Clarinetist Foder was with
Jean Goldkette in the early 30s, and his
playing has something of the “white” style
of reedmen of that era. Shanahan, an Ann
Arbor surgeon, pumps an adequate tailgate
trombone. The rhythm section. does not in-
clude drums but does, in spite of this, man-
age to push the band along nicely.

The band handles everything well, but
its best stride is hit in the final ensemble
buildup in Little While, and .in Havens’
lazy, sensuous trumpet work.on Liza.

(G.M.E)

Lou Donaldson
LIGHT-FOOT—Blue Note 4053: Light-Foot;
Hog Maw; Mary Ann; Green Byes; Walking by
the River; Day Dreams; Stella by Starlight.
Personnel: Donald alto phonc; Herman
Foster, piano; Peck Morrison, bass; Ray Barrotto,
conga; Jimmy Wormworth, drums.

Rating: % % % Y2

Despite his extremely pleasant skills,
Donaldson’s career does not seem to be
progressing with any notable success. He
has been, for a good many years, one of
the most polished alto men around, but
he remains relatively unrecognized even
though he records regularly for Blue Note.

He is, it is true, not the least bit sensa-
tional. There is nothing strange, harsh, or
grotesque about him. Donaldson is a
warm, honest, basic saxophonist with an
ingratiating tone, a pure-lined, singing at-
tack, and an ability to stick to the point
without decorating his lines with foofaraw.

It may be that the program he has un-
dertaken on this album provides a clue to
his -ifability to attract attention. It is a
program that does not make the most of
his talents. Much of it is amiable balladry,
lighthearted and lightweight performances
that bounce along attractively but leave no
memorable impressions.

. The only occasions on which he suggests
his real stature are in the clean, ungushing
romanticism he displays on a slow ballad,
Day Dreams (not the Billy Strayhorn
tune); in the lean strength of his blues
work on Hog Maw, and to a lesser extent,
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For the benefit of record buyers, Down Beat provides a listing of jazz, reissue,

LPs so rated in this issue will be included in_the next listing.

Berklee School Students, Jazz in the Classroom, Vol. V (Berklee Records 5)
Ella Fitzgerald Sings Cole Porter and More Cole Porter, (vocal) (Verve 4049

Lester Flatt-Earl Scruggs, Foggy Mountain Band (Columbia 8364)

The Exciting Terry Gibbs Big Band (Verve 2151)

Dizzy Gillespie, Gillespiana (Verve 8394)

Gerry Mulligan and the Concert Jazz Band at the Village Vanguard (Verve

Frank Sinatra, (vocal) Ring-a-Ding-Ding! (Reprise 1001)

The Bill Broonzy Story, (vocal) (Verve 3000-5)
Ted Curson, Plenty of Horn (Old Town 2003)
Various Artists, (vocal) Blues 'n’ Trouble (Arhoolie 101)

* k k *

Ida Cox, (vocal reissue)- The Moanin’ Groanin’ Blues (Riverside 147) 1
Rev. Gary Davis-Pink Anderson, (vocal reissue) Gospel, Blues, and Street

Duke Ellington, Piana in the Background{Columbia 1546)
Don Ewell, Man Here Plays Fine Piano
Victor Feldman, Merry. Olde Soul (Riverside 9366)

Benny Golson, Take a Number from 1 to 10 (Argo 681)

Bennie Green, Hornfuyl of Soul (Bethlehem 6054)

Johnny Griffin, Change of Pace (Riverside 368)

Coleman Hawkins, Night Hawk (Prestige/Swingville 2016)

Lightnin’ Hopkins, (vocal) Lightning Strikes Again (Dart 8000)

J. J. Johnsen, J.J., Inc. (Columbia 1606)

Duke Jordan, Flight to Jordan (Blue Note 4046)

The Carmen Leggio Group (Jazz Unlimited 1000)

Jackie McLean, A Long Drink of the Blues (Prestige/New Jazz 8253)
Roy Palmer/Ike Rogers, (reissue) Gut-Bucket Trombone (Riverside 150)
Pee Wee Russell, Swingin’ with Pee Wee (Prestige/Swingville 2008)
Pete Seeger, (vocal) Indian Summer (Folkways 3851)

Pete Seeger in Concert, (vocal) (Folklore 1)

Bobby Timmons, Easy Does It (Riverside 363)
Big Joe Williams, (vocal). Hard Times (Arhoolie 1002)

during the preceding five-issue period.
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i; his surging up-tempo playing on Light-
oot.

Foster is a pleasant relief from the
Gospel-grooved pianists, but he quickly
establishes a tiresome routine of his own
by building every solo to a block-chord
climax.

Even with its limitations, this is a much
more attractive set than is the usual blow-
ing session. (J.S.W.)

Kenny Dorham
WHISTLE STOP — Blue Note 4063: Philly
Twist; Baffalo; Sunset; Whistle Stop; Sunrise in
Mexico; Windmill; Dorkam's Epitaph.
Personnel: Dorham, trumpet; Hank Mobley,
tenor saxophone; Kenny Drew, piano; Paul Cham-
bers, bass; Philly Joe Jones, drums,

Rating: &% % %

All seven of the selections on this record
are Dorham originals. They show that
Dorham has a refreshingly varied point of
view, as a composer, which ranges from
jabbing boppishness to a funky groove,
sidestepping banal Gospelism, and from
eloquently elegiac lyricism to modal writ-
ing that is sufficiently effective to make
one wish he had developed it beyond the
customary opening and closing ensembles.
This, however, would get us into the ques-
tion of how much “composition” is in-
volved in a piece consisting of a series of
solos sandwiched between an opening and
closing ensemble.

The difficulty here, as happens so often
on pieces developed in this fashion, is that
the solos do not live up to the ensembles;
we are given a provocative promise, fol-
lowed by a long wait and then return to
the same thing we got at the beginning.

Drew plays several easy, unpretentious,
all-purpose solos that could be fitted into
anything.

Dorham works between a crisp, flowing
attack and high, tight mutings in the Miles
Davis manner, playing attractively but al-
most invariably running thin toward the
end. He shows that brevity can do as much
for jazz as it can for wit (for which it is
declared to be the soul, no less) on his'
very short, extremely effective and quité
complete solo on Dorham’s Epitaph.

Mobley has some moments of clean-
lined swinging that put him in a much
better light than do his usual rambling
efforts. (J.SW.)

Budd Johnson

THE POUR BRASS GIANTS—Riverside 343:
All My Love; Blue Lou; Trinity River Bottom;
Driftwood; Blues [or Lester; The Message; Don’t
Blame Me; I'll Get By.

Personnel: Clark Terry, Harry Bdison, Nat Ad-
derley, Ray Nance, trumpet; Nance, violin; John-
son, tenor saxophone; Tommy Flanagan or Jimmy
Jones, piano; Joe Benjamin, bass; Herb Lovelle,

drums,
Rating: % % % % %

Johnson has been a subterranean force
in jazz for an incredibly long time—he
started playing in Kansas City in the mid-
dle 1920s and from 1935 on was a guid-
ing light in the Earl Hines Band and later
in Billy Eckstine’s big band. More recently
he was featured in Gil Evans’ band and is
currently with Count Basie.

Yet Johnson himself has not really
emerged as an identifiable musical person-
ality. Just how rich and fertile that per-
sonality is can be judged from this release,
for which he wrote the arrangements, con-
tributed four originals, and plays some
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pulsingly stimulating solos. The pieces
range from roaring swing to exotic mood
stuff.

The brass giants Johnson has brought to-
gether live up to their title—Terry soaring
gruffly on fluegelhorn or growling his way
through the blues with a plunger; Adderley
crisp and blithe; Edison forsaking all
bleeps and playing a well-directed muted
trumpet; Nance pouring out his best mel-
low brassiness.

Nance shifts to violin on two pieces, one
of them a Johnson original, Driftwood,
that is pure Ellingtonia.

When those four trumpet men get to-
gether to make up a shouting brass en-
semble with Johnson’s tenor swinging hard
in front of them, they create a kind of un-
fettered, exultant jazz that makes one real-
ize how much this kind of boiling excite-
ment has been missing from recent jazz.

JSw,)

Bill Russo

SEVEN DEADLY SINS — Roulette 520633
Theme; Greed; Lechery; Gluttony; Anger; Bnvy;
Sloth; Pride—Bpilogue.

Personnel: Russo, conductor; Burt Collins,
Danny Stiles, John Glasel, Louis Mucci, trumpets;
Bill Elton, Don Sebesky, Mike Swerin, Eddie Bert,
trombones; Kenneth Guffey, bass trombone; Dick
Mecldoni alto hone, clarinet; Tony Buon-
pastore, alto saxophone; Don Mikiten, Larry .WI|-
cox, tenor saxophones; Tony Ferina, baritone
saxophone; Seymour Barab, Avron Coleman, Lorin

Bernsohn, George Koutzen, cellos; John Drew,
bass; Howard Collins, guitar; Bd Shaughnessy,
percussion.

Rating: % % % * %

Do not listen to this with any prejudg-
ments about whether it is jazz or classical
music. Listen to it purely as contemporary
music, and you will be rewarded. Russo
has created a unified composition that is
personal, inventive, and, unlike other writ-
ing in this general area, has melodies that
invite many rehearings.

The physical make-up of the orchestra
is like the conventional jazz orchestra of
recent years, except for the cello section,
but the sound that Russo extracts from it
is remarkable. The emphasis is not on
the soloist. In fact, only half of the 12
solos are improvised. Three are by Miki-
ten, whose pure-toned, lyrical work is
strongly reminiscent of Herbie Steward,
the man who had a great effect on Stan
Getz. Meldonian gets a full sound on
clarinet in Lechery, and Sebesky swings
on Pride. Of the written solos, Mucci’s on
Greed and Barab’s on Lechery are note-
worthy.

Russo’s various Sins are not graphic
reproductions but set moods that evoke
a feeling akin to what each one represents
to us. The atmosphere he creates in
Lechery cannot fail to affect you emo-
tionally. It embodies characteristics that
help bring about this sin and a resultant
state that comes from indulging. What was
it that Dryden wrote about the power of
music?

Envy shows the imprint of one of Rus-
so's early teachers, Lennie Tristano.

Although these pieces need no specific
reference for their musical success, it
would be interesting to hear them as a
soundtrack to a film short, say, one
showing appropriate paintings from all
schools, realist to nonobjective.

Russo can be proud of the way the
orchestra played his music and of his

own achievement in writing it. The sound
is good, but Roulette should use better
mat-erial in pressing its records. It sounds
as if someone is frying eggs through the
whole performance. That is the Eighth
Deadly Sin. (1.G.)

Dean Schaefer

AD MAN APT
2%11,:"3210”’!_00;‘; E#alkH (o)!Us,S'—;_\:::l: ’l}ﬁc olr{is
After Hour’:; ’Body'ml:\:,l'zzzf of You; Ad Man
H;:I;lo;l::;:: “S'elll(nefe;,' tenor saxophone; Dick
bass; 'Arnolg S.uch::ma::"(;zl'm?:."o; Lomell Ives,

Rating: % *

This little soirée was the brainchild of
advertising man and jazz tenorist Schaefer
who, in company with four other non-pro-
fessional musicians, decided to preserve
their “protest for jazz . . . a compulsion
to express themselves in a world no longer
theirs” in a spontaneous session recorded
in Chicago last February. All are former
pros—Hasse is now a cab driver, Harrity
a piano tuner, Ives a school teacher, and
Sucherman a chiropodist. Superimposed
over the music and session noises is a nar-
ration written by Schaefer and read in
creamy, radio-commercial style by Jay
Trompeter.

In view of the foregoing, one is prepared
to suppress many a shudder at the ex-
pected mayhem. But ‘tain’t so. The music
is competently played and the jazz that
results is not at all bad.

Strongest men are Schaefer, Haase and
Harrity; Ives is a rather weak and un-
imaginative bassist and Sucherman is an
adequate but unspirited drummer. Boiled
down, one would place the general ap-
proach of the group between swing and
bop. Thus, Schaefer’s style reflects much
of Coleman Hawkins in tone and attack;
Haase’s trumpet is full and warm; Har-
rity’s piano is sure of touch and technique
and melodic in improvisation.

Blue Moon is lost behind the narrator’s
voice. Talk is relaxed and lyrical. The
medium-up April is based on a trumpet-
tenor unison boppish line with some good
piano, but there is poor support from bass
and drums. Nearness is listless and only
fair, while 4Ad Man, a riffing blues,
features some gusty tenor but is marred
by a very lame walking bass solo. Body
and Soul, which concludes the set, has
some fine piano work and very Hawkish
tenor.

While the idea behind this album is
valid, the narration is overdone and begins
to sour after a while. Also, the between-
takes chatter is a mite boring, considering
the content therein.

For the collector-who-has-everything,
this might make for a sometime conversa-
tion piece. (J.AT))

Kid Thomas
KID THOMAS AND HIS ALGIERS STOMP-
ERS—Riverside 365: That’'s Aplenty; Girl of My
Dreams; Dinoh; Smile, Darn You, Smile; Confes-
sin’; Kid Thomas’ Boogie Woogie; Algiers Strat;
Gally House Blues; Sing On; Panama.
Personnel: Thomas, trumpet; Louis Nelson,
trombone; Albert Burbank, clarinet; Joc James,
piano; Homer Bugene, banjo; Joseph Butler, bass;
Samuel Penn, drums.
Rating: % % % -
This album, cut last January, is part of
Riverside'’s Living Legend series, a project
under way to record the important rem-
nants of early New Orleans jazzmen. If
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	TRY THE	"SHELLY MANNE

	MODEL STICKS" TODAY


	FIVE SPOT

	AFTER DARK

	Classified Ads

	LOWRV PLAYS CONN

	HARMON MUTE CO. 'ÄM'

	ACCORDIONISTS

	CAROL SLOANE

	Red Hill Inn, Camden, N. J.


	WHERE & WHEN



	ELLIOTT

	CHOOSES THE CONN SOUND

	the bore is smaller, the scale has been completely redesigned!





