
































a spectacularly successful tryout on the
West Coast, where, the company ex-
horted readers to “be the first highbrow
in your neighborhood to own a Beetho-
ven, Brahms, or Bach sweatshirt.” With-
in two days, the company had to
scramble to find a sweatshirt manufac-
turer who could satisfy the demand.

It must be of some significance that
the company’s advertisements in the
East implore customers to “be the first
in your peer group to own a Beethoven,
Brahms, or Bach sweatshirt.”

There are some who think jazz has
much to offer an enterprising sweatshirt
manufacturer: for instance, Basie,
Bechet, Beiderbecke, Berigan, Blakey,
Brubeck, and such.

PAYING DUES BUT
NOT PAYING DUES

Attila Galamb, “honey” to his mother,
seven-year-old saxophonist intruder to
the American Federation of Musicians,
has won from the union the right to
perform professionally with union
orchestras.

The battle began in 1960 when the
union demanded a standby fee from
sponsors before allowing the young
musician to appear at the Canadian
National Exhibition.

The supreme court of Ontario issued
an interim decree at that time ordering
the union to accept Attila as a member.
Since that time, the boy’s lawyer has
negotiated with union lawyers.

Now the AFM allows him to per-
form, stipulating he be paid union rates,
but it will not allow the Toronto boy
to join the union until he is 12. In
return, all lawsuits against the union
have been dropped. And, on Jan. 5,
Attila Galamb left for a five-month con-
cert tour of Hawaii and the Far East.

ONE GOOD TURN
DESERVES ANOTHER

During a whirlwind trip to Germany
and England recently, Benny Carter
may have laid the groundwork for a
full-scale European tour this spring.

Carter, who worked only four days
at Storyville, a club in Cologne, Ger-
many, accompanied by a local rhythm
section, told Down Beat he is thinking
of returning in April for a more ex-
tended trip. According to Carter,
European promoter John Marschall
wants the altoist-trumpeter-arranger to
return for engagements in Marschall’s
Storyville clubs in Cologne and Frank-
furt at that time.

“I'd like to take my own rhythm
section along,” Carter said, “but the
transportation costs may rule that out.”

During a stopover in New York
City, Carter said he recorded an album
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of his own on Impulse and one with
the Count Basie Band on Roulette,

JUKEBOXES AND

RUHR CASTLES
Those people who find sick-world sig-

nificance in such things will probably
cringe in delight to discover a jukebox
fever among the industrious industrial-
ists of the Ruhr Valley in Germany.
Burgeoning burghers as well as tyro

and other tycoons reportedly have found
it fun to install jukeboxes in castles,
lodges, and such, playing mostly Ameri-
can songs, played mostly with actual
coins but played sometimes with a twist
that is not a dance.

One such variation is for guests to
record their own tunes for replay.

Some charities have been assisted by
the fad, but, by and large, the jukebox
is a plaything for the German who has
everything else.

Editorial

An Open Letter to President John F. Kennedy:

Sir:

Since you have been quoted in the press as stating that jazz is our most
effective cultural ambassador, it would now seem appropriate to put forward
some suggestions in this general area.

Recent reports from behind the Iron Curtain regarding the level of
interest in jazz would appear to indicate that efforts in promoting inter-
national understanding—even amity—between the free world and the
Communist bloc are being thwarted through ignorance of the impact made
by modern jazz behind the curtain.

According to a U.S. observer, Harold Jovien, who toured in Moscow,
Warsaw, Budapest, and Prague last fall, the enthusiasm for modern jazz on
the part of students, intellectuals, and professional persons in these capitals
has never been higher.

Far from viewing our native music as a manifestation of “decadent
bourgeois culture,” these enthusiasts are clamoring to hear in person such
musicians as Thelonious Monk, Quincy Jones, Miles Davis, and Gerry
Mulligan. Unfortunately, thus far appearances behind the Iron Curtain by
leading U.S. jazzmen have been spotty at best, and there is no known State
Department-sponsored program for such tours.

Jovien, manager of several music personalities in Hollywood, recently
reported on his experiences with musicians in the aforementioned cities.
Not only is modern jazz played and popular in these countries, he said, but
long play recordings of the music also are regularly produced by musicians
there. As a case in point, Jovien cited a recording session made in Warsaw
by saxophonist Stan Getz with a Polish band.

These musicians want desperately to hear U.S. jazzmen in person, Jovien
said. So do the young intellectuals in these countries. And, he pointed out,
such young persons are the leaders of tomorrow.

On one point, Jovien was emphatic. He stressed that the demand behind
the Iron Curtain is decidedly for modern jazz, not for Dixieland or semi-
vaudeville bands. In Prague, particularly, he said, the modern jazz move-
ment is thriving under the leadership of the Karel Krautgartner big band
and the Ludek Hulan Sextet.

The Voice of America and Radio Free Europe currently program much
modern jazz in their broadcasts behind the curtain. But this is not enough.
If we are to bring the full impact of this vital part of U.S. democratic
culture to the peoples who live under communism, we cannot substitute
records for the real thing.

The success of Dave Brubeck behind the curtain revealed in small meas-
ure something of the reception awaiting U.S. jazzmen who travel there.
Other U.S. musicians—Tony Scott is one—also have done much good for
this country in bringing the jazz message in person to these peoples. The
evidence, therefore, is in. Why does not the State Department act upon it?
Why does not the State Department seriously plan a concerted program to
gain wide exposure for jazz where it could do much good for the United
States?

We do not delude ourselves that such a musical program, if it can be
arranged, will result in ideological change on the part of the rulers of these
nations. One cannot combat Marxism-Leninism with the works of The-
lonious Monk. But in the area of cultural exchange, of exposing some of
the truth about the United States in these lands, a lot can be accomplished.

Jazz alone will not end the cold war. But jazz musicians from the United
States could contribute substantially toward inducing a thaw.




























record reviews_ _

Records are reviewed by Don DeMicheal, Gilbert M. Erskine, Leonard G. Feather, Ira Gitler, Barbara Gardn‘er, Richatd. B Hadlock, Do!\ Henahan,
Frank Kofsky, Bill Mathiev, John A. Tynan, Pete Welding, Martin Williams, and John S. Wilson. Reviews are initialed by the writers.

Ratings arer k % % % % excellent, X % * * very good, * % % good, % % fair, %X poor.

SPOTLIGHT
REVIEW

Don Ellis

NEW IDBAS—Prestige/New Jazz 8257: Natural
H.; Despair to Hope; Uh-Huh; Four and Three;
Imitation; Solo: Cock and Bull; Tragedy.

Personnel: Ellis, trumpet; Al Francis, vnbrg-
harp; Jaki Byard, piano; Ron Carter, bass; Charlie
Persip, drums.

Rating: % % % %k %

Some seven months elapsed after the
recording of Ellis’ controversial first album,
How Time Passes (Candid 8004), before
this Prestige/New Jazz collection was
done. Ellis’ work here is, if anything, even
more stimulating and exhilarating — cer-
tainly it's thorny enough! — than his pro-
vocative writing and improvising in the
earlier collection.

There are several reasons for this. For
one, this disc attempts a far-wider-ranging
program of moods and effects than did the
Candid. It seems to me that they're
brought off more successfully here, too.

As far as the technical means used to
achieve these effects are concerned, this
collection is more ambitious in scope and
realization and, in this sense, is more truly
representative of Ellis’ sure mastery of
several disciplines. These range from near-
conventional improvising (Natural H.)
through atonal and serial techniques (Trag-
edy and Imitation), on to a wholly im-
provised ensemble piece based on indeter-
minacy principles (Despair to Hope), and
a lengthy extemporized trumpet Solo that
is completely effective.

This collection I find brilliant in every
respect. Ellis’ compelling music warrants
complete attention -if only for the fresh-
ness, ingenuity, and striking originality of
its conception. The five-star commendation
might legitimately be awarded for this
reason alone.

Yet, beyond this, the execution of the
music is itself particularly stunning. The
five men play together remarkably well,
as if with a single mind, reflecting a unity
of conception, a rapport, and a desire to
serve the best ends of the music. The re-
sults certainly rank with the finest jazz of
the last decade.

Ellis and vibraharpist Francis, who,
with this disc, makes an impressive debut,
and pianist Byard are members of the
steadily swelling jazz avant garde, leading
proponents of the “new thing.” They are
younger musicians who have come to the
fore in the last two years and who, it has
peen said, are breaking with traditional
jazz practices in their explorations. This
album offers a gripping illustration that
wpat Ellis, at least, is doing hardly con-
stitutes a break with jazz’ past but, rather,

represents a brilliantly logical develop-
ment of jazz conventions and practices.

There is no reason why a jazz musician
should not bring the whole of his musical
sensibility, the totality of his musical ex-
perience, to bear on his jazz writing and
playing.

This is what Ellis has done here, and
he brings to his jazz work a thorough
understanding and appreciation of con-
temporary “serious” music concepts and
practices, precepts that have been unself-
consciously, inevitably, and totally as-
similated into his playing and writing ap-
proaches, so much so that they have be-
come his natural mode of expression.
“Natural” is the crucial word here, for
were these classical influences merely
grafted on, his music would ring false and
pretentious. Such is not the case. Ellis
works from within them. They are in-
tegral components of his fully shaped ap-
proach.

On first listening, the music in this col-
lection might appear a bit forbidding or
bewildering. After a few plays, however,
it loses much of its strangeness, and one
begins to absorb Ellis’ rationale. The best
piece with which to begin is Natural H.,
his fleet, coruscating reworking of Sweet
Georgia Brown and the one piece in the
album nearest to a conventional jazz per-
formance, with its easily followed har-
monic framework.

From this, one might proceed to the
blues Uh-Huh and the sprightly trio piece
Four and Three with its attractive alterna-
tion of 3/4 and 4/4 rhythms.

Imitation and Tragedy have as their
basis the use of tone centers or clusters,
and once the ear acclimates itself to their
sound, the music is easily grasped and can
be appreciated on its own terms. “It is
interesting to notice,” Ellis writes of the
atonal Tragedy, “that after playing on
these clusters for a while, they become
‘tonal’ to the ear, and you hear melodic
ideas that can be either close to the sound
of the cluster (sonorous) or further away
from sound (more dissonant), so it is actu-
ally exactly like improvising on slow mov-
ing chords.”

The most interesting number in the col-
lection—because of its daring and its suc-
cess—is Despair, a piece of group im-
provisation that is based in John Cage’s
indeterminacy principles.

The selection is wholly extemporized by
the quintet and had no guiding framework
save an emotional one: the idea of
progressing musically from despair to
hope. It is largely successful in its evoca-
tion of this emotional progression and in
its incorporation of certain natural sounds
not normally accorded any musical value

(for example, human sighs, splintering
sounds, toy slide whistle) into the over-all
structure of the piece.

This stimulating LP is one in which
there are no loose ends, an album mo-
tivated by a strong, sure, and wholly
unique conception. It has something to say
and states it with force, directness, sen-
sitivity, and conviction despite its variance
with prevalent “trends” in jazz.

If Ellis music requires a reorientation
of the listener, it more than repays the
effort with some of the most forthright,
intense, and rewarding jazz listening in
some time.

Final words: I found on two copies of
this disc that it was mislabeled—that is,
the labels had been placed on the wrong
sides of the LP, which could prove frus-
trating if you try to match Ellis’ program
notes with what the label tells you is being
played. The order of tunmes is correct on
both sides, but the tunes listed on Side A
are correct for Side B. (P.W.)

CLASSICS

Dvorak/Monteux S —

DVORAK—RCA Victor LM/LSC-2489: Sym-
phony No. 2 in D Minor, Op. 70.

Personnel: London Symphony Orchestra, Pierre
Monteux, conductor,

Rating: % % %

At 86, Monteux has accepted the job
of permanent conductor of the London
Symphony Orchestra, thereby making
official an arrangement that has been in-
formally in being for years. No conductor
has been able regularly to get such high-
quality performances out of the group as
Monteux manages.

Not as lithe or sharply etched a per-
formance as George Szell achieves for
Epic, this is nevertheless a noble reading,
full of long, songlike phrases expertly
played and conducted with a firmness and
rhythmic control that would be worth
noting in a conductor half Monteux’ age.

(D.H.)

Schubert/Argenta EESCEEESrS——————

SCHUBERT—Omega OSL-69: Symphony No. 9
in C Major (The Great).

Personnel: Cento Soli
Autaullo Argenta, conductor.

Rating: % *

Look out for this one. Both the jacket
and the disc labels wrongly proclaim it
to be Schubert’s Symphony No. 7 in E,
instead of his Ninth and last. The labeler
was betrayed by the fact that until a few
years ago, two early Schubert symphonies
were not included in the numbering sys-
tem.

Under no circumstances, however,
should this record be thought to contain
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Orchestra of Paris,









Brookmeyer, but the most important fac-
tor in the success of this set is the ease
with which these men communicate their
thoughts and feelings to the audience.
It seems to flow out and by the same
token, right in. (1L.G.)

Wild Bill Davis-Charlie Shavers ummamm
THE MUSIC FROM MILK AND HONEY—
Everest 5133 — Milk and Honey; That Was
Yesterday; | Will Follow You; Like a Young
Man; Chin Up, Ladies; Independence Day Hora:
There's No Reason in the World; Shalom; Let's
Not Waste a Moment; As Simple as That.
Personnel: Shavers, trumpet; Les Spann, flute,
guitar; Davis, organ; Tommy Bryant, bass; Grady

Tate, drums.
Rating: % %
If it were not for the presence of
Shavers, this would be an unconscionably

dull disc. Jerry Herman has written some
pleasant tunes for Milk and Honey, but

they are played here in relatively routine
fashion.

Shavers’ trumpet, muted and crisp or
open and lustrous, frequently pierces the
somnolence created by the rest of the
group, but it quickly falls back in line,
and his briefly promising moments never
develop into anything of real interest.

J.SW.)

Claude Hopkins ur——

LET'S JAM—Prestige/Swingville 2020: Offbeat
Blues; Safari; Late Evening; The Way You
Look Tonight; 1 Apologize; I Surrender, Dear;
1 Would Do Anything for You.

Personnel: Joe Thomas, trumpet; Buddy Tate,
tenor saxophone, clarinet; Hopkins, piano; Wen.
dell Marshall, bass; J. C. Heard, drums.

Rating: %« % % % %

The honest joy of a group playing
strongly rhythmic, dancing jazz pours out
of this disc. It comes in two distinct
flavors: hot and swinging on one side,
balladic and swinging on the other.

Hopkins heads a superb rhythm section,
playing with the economy and direction
that come from long seasoning. Over this
foundation Tate looms up in superb form,
forming his big, sonorous lines with the
exhilarating, all-inclusive sweep that has
come to be expected of him.

The real revelation here is Thomas, who
has been gradually working his way back
to top shape and whose recent playing
has been a mixture of brilliance and un-
certainty. Here it is all brilliance—beauti-
ful, bristling, full-bodied phrases that jab
and sing and drive straight along.

It is fascinating to hear men with big-
band backgrounds, such as Tate and
Thomas, instinctively finding a supporting
spot for themselves behind the other solo-
ists instead of sitting out everything in
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which they have no immediate concern.

Tate plays clarinet on one number,
showing a completely individual manner
with a warmly woody sound in the lower
register and a clear, lovely tone as he
moves up. And there's a brief and cheer-
fully nostalgic touch as Hopkins moves
into his old hit, I Would Do Anything for
You, with a blithely romping, clipped,
and swinging solo. But this is no attempt
to resurrect the past. These men play
timeless, swinging jazz on a level that
rarely reaches records. (J.S.W.)

Willis Jackson ms——

IN MY SOLITUDE—Prestige/Moodsville 17:
Nobody Knows the Trouble I See; Sometimes I
Feel Like a Motherless Child; In My Solitude;
Estrellita; It Never Entered My Mind; They
Didn't Believe Me; Home; Nancy.

Personnel: Jackson, tenor saxophone; Richard
Wyands, piano; Peck Morrison, bass; Granville

Roker, drums.
Rating: % %

Venturing into the field of ballads, Jack-
son has had the good sense to keep a
sharp ear out for graceful melodiousness,
but beyond that he has missed the boat
completely if his aim was to produce
something in the jazz realm.

Mere placid prettiness, which is as deep
as he gets, is scarcely enough to qualify
as jazz, as Jackson, or anyone else, can
note by listening to such masters in this
realm as Coleman Hawkins (hear The
Hawk Relaxes in this same Prestige series)
or Ben Webster.

- Jackson simply plays the tunes, oozing
along at a very slow pace, and rarely

makes any attempt to develop the material.
When he does, as on Believe, he does not
get very far. Wyands gets in a few brief
and pleasant piano solos. This set doesn’t
make it as jazz, but it is serviceable as a
soft-lights background. (JS.w.)

s

Gary McFarland eesessssss——

THE JAZZ VERSION OF HOW TO SUC-
CEED IN BUSINESS WITHOUT REALLY TRY-
ING—Verve 8443: Grand Old Ivy; Love from a
Heart of Gold; Grand Old Ivy, Part 11; Happy to
Keep His Dinner Warm; How to Succeed; I Be-
lieve in You; Paris Original; Brotherhood of Man.

Personnel : Doc Severinson, Herb Pomeroy, Clark
Terry, and Bernie Glow or Joe Newman, trumpets;
Bob Brookmeyer, Willie Dennis, Billy Byers, trom-
bones; Ed Wasserman, Al Cohn, Oliver Nelson,
Phil Woods, Sol Schlinger, reeds; Hank Jones,
piano; Jim Hall or Kenny Burrell, guitar; McFar-
land, vibraharp; George Duvivier or Joc Ben-
jamin, bass; Mel Lewis or Osie Johnson, drums.

Rating: % % % %

The arrangements that McFarland has
based on Frank Loesser’s tunes for How
to Succeed provide a happy omen for the
future of big-band jazz.

McFarland shows that he can get away
from the lumpy, heavy, static quality that
has afflicted most big-band writing in re-
cent years and can create inventive
arrangements that swing loosely and that
take advantage of the fact that, since there
are a lot of instruments in a big band, a
great deal of variety in textures and colors
is possible.

Moreover, he keeps things happening
behind his soloists in such a fashion as to
make whatever the soloist does more inter-
esting and to keep the whole piece on
the move.

a handy check list.

O Martial Solal (Capitol 10261)

1678) :
[ Wynton Kelly! (Vee Jay 3022)

(Contemporary 3590)

NI lewn bears

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. Use this guide as

* % k %k %
[0 The Indispensable Duke Ellington (reissue) (RCA Victor 6009)
O Thelonious Monk with John Coltrane (Jazzland 46)
O The Essential Charlie Parker (reissue) (Verve 8409)
* % % k%
O Louis Armstrong and Duke Ellington (Roulette 52074)
O Art Blakey and the Jazz Messengers (Impulse 7)
[ Scrapper Blackwell, (vocal) Blues before Sunrise (*77” Records 77-LA-12-4)
O Benny Golson, Gettin' with It (Prestige/New Jazz 8248)
O Coleman Hawkins, The Hawk Relaxes (Prestige/Moodsville 15)
O The Essential Billie Holiday (vocal) (Verve 8410)
O The Jazztet at Birdhouse (Argo 688)
O Ken Mclntyre, Stone Blues (Prestige/New Jazz 8259)
O Introducing Memphis Willie B. (vocal) (Prestige/Bluesville 1034)
O Anita O'Day, (vocal) Travelin’ Light (Verve 2157)

O Gerald Wilson, You Better Believe It (Pacific Jazz 34)
* * K &
(0 Charlie Byrd at the Village Vanguard (Offbeat 3008)
O Gold and Fizdale Play Dave Brubeck’s Jazz Ballet, Points on Jazz (Columbia

O Charlie Mingus, Mingus (Candid 8021)
O Oliver Nelson, The Blues and the Abstract Truth (Impulse 5)
O Ruth Price with Shelly Manne and His Men at the Manne-Hole (vocal)

O Various Artists, Chicago: The Living Legends (Riverside 389/390)
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New York jazz from 1914 to 1945, this
set serves its purposes excellently although
it might have been possible to select an
entirely different group of records with
equal validity. However, this disc does
not have quite the value of the earlier
releases in the Jazz Anthology series since
eight of the 14 selections already have
been reissued on LP at least once. The
previously unreissued pieces, by them-
selves, make up an interesting collection.

A 1914 recording by Jim Europe’s band
is loaded with vitality and demonstrates
one of the clearest transition stages of
band music toward jazz. Mamie Smith’s
Crazy Blues, the first blues recording, has
some fine trombone by Herb Fleming;
Log Cabin is one of those deftly swinging
Williams small-group pieces with Cy St.
Clair’s tuba rolling smoothly through it;
Thou Swell is a classic performance in
which Fats Waller, on organ, and James
P. Johnson, on piano, have at each other
after a crisp muted trumpet solo by
Jabbo Smith; and Flyin’ Hawk gives us a
glimpse of Thelonious Monk in 1944, The
only really dispensable piece is the Callo-
way item. J.s.wW.)

SAMPLERS &
REPACKAGES

There is some good wine among re-
packaged nonmodern albums, much of it
in an Audiophile series put out by Con-
cert-Disc, which has issued several Fine
Arts String Quartet chamber-music al-
bums. The jazz Concert-Discs, in excel-
lent stereo, are from the Audiophile cat-
alog and were originally issued on Audio-
phile.

Three albums by cornetist Doc Evans
are included in the first Concert-Disc re-
leases. The most consistent Evans' album
is the relaxed A Cure for the Blues,
(CS-49), which retains subtlety without
losing spirit. Evans’ Bix-like cornet lends
clarity to such tunes as Just a Closer Walk
with Thee, Joe Turner Blues, Terrible
Blues, How Long Blues, Just a Little
While to Stay Here, Ain’t Nobody's Busi-
ness, and Winin' Boy Blues—most of
which are not too often heard. Clarinetist
Dick Pendleton adds much to the pro-
ceedings, especially with an easy, subdued
How Long solo. Knocky Parker is the
pianist on this album, as he is on the other
two Evans' releases, but I found his play-
ing, while certainly pleasant, quite ecletic,
with snatches of Joe Sullivan, Jess Stacy,
Fats Waller, even Joe Bushkin, Jelly Roll

BLUE
NOTE

great

jazz

by
great
artists!?

Art Blakey

MOSAIC  4090%

Jimmy Smith
MIDNIGHT SPECIAL 4078*

Horace Silver
DOIN' THE THING 4076*

Lou Donaldson
HERE 'TIS 4066

Leo Parker
LET ME TELL YOU 'BOUT IT 4087*

Horace Parlan
ON THE SPUR OF THE MOMENT 4074

Grant Green
GREEN STREET 4071

Pexter Gordon
DEXTER CALLING 4083*

The 3 Sounds

FEELIN' GOOD 4072*

Jackie McLean
JACKIE'S BAG 4051

Stanley Turrentine
UP AT MINTON'S 4069*

Donald Byrd

AT THE HALF NOTE CAFE 4060*

Hank Mobley

ROLL CALL 4058*

Sonny Rollins

NEWK'S TIME 4001

*also available in Stereo
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CAUGHT
IN

THE
ACT

GENE AMMONS-SONNY STITT-JAMES MOGDY
McKie's Disc Jockey Lounge, Chicago

Personnel: Ammons, Moody, tenor saxophones;
Stitt, tenor, alto saxophones; Eddie Buster, or-
gan; Gerald Donovan, drums.

The most invigorating listening moments
I've experienced in the last few months in
Chicago have been at McKie’s south side
club.

It began late in September when Dexter
Gordon brought his tenor to town and
played a few weeks at the club with Gene
Ammons and trombonist Benny Green,
and it can be said, somewhat after the fact,
that Gordon has seldom played as well as
he did in the company he found on the
club’s small bandstand.

Perhaps it was the relaxed atmosphere
of the club—shouted encouragements from
the audience (and bartenders and other
employes), a warm camaraderiec among
the musicians, friendliness everywhere, that
made good playing conditions. But I believe
the excellence of the jazz heard at McKie's
during Gordon's stay, and afterward, was
more the result of Ammons’ playing than
any other single factor.

I must say in front that I'd not been
notably taken with Ammons’ playing in
times past, but during his 15-week run at
the club, I became convinced that he is
one of the most virile, vital tenor men in
the business.

On the night of review, which was at
the end of his run, he was in excellent
form, as were Stitt and Moody. The latter
had joined the others only a week before.
But as well as Stitt and Moody played, it
was Ammons who was in command.

The first thing that gets you is his tone,
a yard wide, warm and woolly. After that,
it's his way of starting easy on a solo and
gradually building and twisting it to climax
that gets to you. Soon it’s apparent that
Jug has much to say and knows how to
say it and when to say it. It matters little
if the business at hand is a blues, a stand-
ard medium or up tune, or a ballad, Am-
mons’ message is sure to be heated, touched
with humor, and to the point.

Ammons seems especially vigorous when
he’s teamed with Stitt. The musical ex-
changes between the two most often took
the form of a good-natured blowtorch duel.
Sometimes Moody was singed in the cross-
fire, but, then, he was new on the job.

It was interesting to hear each of the
men pay respect to Lester Young, each
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in his own way, for although the three
have learned from Prez, each has found
his own way.

The Ammons-Stitt-Moody combine was
short-lived, unfortunately; but while it was
in existence, I doubt if there was better
blowing jazz to be heard anywhere, and
blowing was the watchword. After so much
talk about jazz soloists needing more dis-
cipline and the impending doom of free-
blowing jazz, these men renewed my faith
in the untrammeled ones. = —DeMicheal

JIMMY DREW
Birdland, New York City

Personnel: Drew, piano; Johnny Coles, trum-
pet; Frank Haynes, tenor saxophone; Peck Mor-
rison, bass; Clifford Evelyn, drums.

Drew, a gypsy-like citizen of Florida,
who has appeared on the national jazz
scene from time to time during the last
15 years, only to disappear again, is a
musician of many facets.

In Florida, Drew appeared as a kind of
folk artist who happened to play jazz,
much involved with country blues, singing
originals much approximating the Mose
Allison style.

But at this Birdland appearance, Drew
blazed a bright blues line, many times
more reminiscent of late 1940s bop than
of what has come since. No criticism is
implied there, of course. The music he
plays is pleasant, swinging, and filled with
warmth—the latter particularly the result
of his own piano and Coles’ trumpet.
Those two would be singled out in any
group, but all these musicians are excellent
apart from and with one another.

Coles’ forte is warm, agile horn, con-
trolled in any register and within all
moods. His is a talent much underrated.
Drew is as controlled, but he doesn’t seem
s0. The listener is likely to find him less
sophisticated, more devious, and, even,
sometimes, funny. Together they present a
piquant musical taste.

I cannot remember having enjoyed my-
self as much in years. Drew plays music
to like yourself by. —Coss

CLARA WARD SINGERS
Village Vanguard, New York City

Personnel; Miss Ward, Mildred Means, Made-
line Thompson, Jesse Tucker, vocals; Al Williams,
piano.

Considering the Gospel, or sons-of-I-
believe, orientation of much current jazz,
Miss Ward & Co. come as no surprise and
are, in fact, a softer-sounding, welcome
relief to some of what goes on elsewhere.

By and large, the act, and it has become
such, depends on excitement generated—
the women to each other, to the audience,
and from the audience to them. Sometimes
it happens. When it does, all heaven seems
to break loose.

Otherwise, and most times, the outcome
is a curious melange of grits and God,
chitlins and children, yams and yes'm.

—Coss

CARMEN McRAE
Birdhouse, Chicago
Personnel: Miss McRae, vocals; Norman Sim-
mons, piano; Victor Sproles, bass; Bob Fuhlrodt,
drums.

Were it not for the existence of Sarah

Vaughan and Mel Tormé, it could be said
that Miss McRae is in a class by herself.
As it is, it’s best to think of the three of
them together. The difference between
them and other singers is not only one of
quality. It’'s a difference in kind.

(There are no doubt those who would
make this a four-voice category by in-
cluding Ella Fitzgerald. But Miss Fitz-
gerald, to me at least, constitutes still
another phenomenon.)

Vaughan, McRae, and Tormé all play
piano, and when they improvise vocally
on a tune, they do so with the assurance
of knowledge. Some of the others who try
it may sound hip to the uninitiated, but
they’re often out of tune and harmonically
well beyond their depth.

Miss McRae always has been an in-
telligent and musicianly singer. But only
in recent years has she been achieving her
current kind of emotional intensity in
projecting lyrics.

She’s almost a sloppy singer. But she’s
sloppy in the way Miles Davis is: for a
purpose. Sometimes she uses the voice at
its minimum, risking the possibilities of
cracks and frays in the sound. If they
happen, they do so in a way that certain
Oriental philosophers and modern painters
would interpret as controlled accident. It
takes tremendous confidence to work this
way, and, again like Davis, Miss McRae
has an onstage assurance that goes to the
edge of arrogance. Her ebullience, her
humor, leaven it.

The night I heard her, she did a thing
on Yesterdays that particularly reminded
me of Davis. On that long phrase that
climbs to the tune’s climax, she articulated
each word-note briefly, leaving spaces be-
tween the notes—making each note a
separate entity, floating detached from the
rest. And each was placed with a sort of
deliberate squareness of time. When she
reached the top of the phrase, she held it
a long time and then negotiated the
descent with a series of mournful glissandi.
Most like Miles, most like.

In the second chorus of the tune, she
sang a long descent in half-steps that was
exceptional.

Capably—very capably—supported by a
trio that comprises two Chicagoans, Sim-
mons and Sproles, on piano and bass,
respectively, and Fuhlrodt on drums, she
does a repertoire composed mostly of
standards—I Could Write a Book, Lover
Man, I Can’: Get Started, and the like.

In an I Get a Kick out of You done
'way up tempo, one encountered her will-
ingness to use the voice harshly, when it
suits her emotional purpose. And talk
about funk in a voice. There is a deep-
down earthiness to her singing that is an
obvious consequence of her ironic down-
to-earth off-stage realism. In everything
she does, in fact, there is a quality of
experience, of knowing what life is all
about—of emotional depth, if you like—
that makes even the best of other singers
seem somehow light and unpenetrating by
comparison.

My personal view is that her combina-
tion of characteristics makes her the best
of female vocalists in the pops-jazz field.
She’s flatly my favorite female singer.
She’s kind of a giant. —Gene Lees
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	COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB now offers a

	SIX

	toot

	down

	bea

	FEATURES

	CRITICISM

	DEPARTMENTS


	down

	bea

	By BILL COSS



	COMPOSITION

	WHAT IS IT?

	By MARTIN WILLIAMS

	Webcor is built - with a professional ear

	record reviews

	SPOTLIGHT

	REVIEW

	CLASSICS

	JAZZ

	Jimmy Forrest





	WHEN SHEARING MEETS MONTGOMERY

	ON JAZZLAND:

	FOR EXAMPLE!

	WORTH HAVING/PACIFIC JAZZ

	PACIFIC JAZZ RECORDS

	GRETSCH SOUND

	GRETSCH

	15 EXPERTS HELP YOU CHOOSE

	ACCORDIONISTS

	OLD WINE

	NEW BOTTLES


	SAMPLERS & REPACKAGES






	BLINDFOLD TEST

	By LEONARD FEATHER

	GENE AMMONS-SONNY STITT-JAMES MOODY

	McKie's Disc Jockey Lounge, Chicago

	JIMMY DREW

	CLARA WARD SINGERS

	i THIS NEW ROGERS SWIV-O-MATIC i HI HAT DELIVERS FOOT PEDAL

	SMOOTHNESS Fast, easy action lets you get the most from your Hi-Hat cymbal. Here’s why:

	By BILL MATHIEU



	TRUMPET

	DRUMS

	LYDIAN CHROMATIC CONCEPT

	TONAL


	•	GEORGE

	•	RUSSELL

	COUNT BASIE

	PLAYS QUINCY JONES

	ROY ELDRIDGE


	GUITAR STRINGS

	CHICAGO

	LOUISVILLE

	LOS ANGELES

	SAN FRANCISCO

	STONE- LINED MUTES


	JOHN COLTRANE

	JAZZMAN of the YEAR

	THE REAL LOUIS ARMSTRONG

	NEW YORK

	PHILADELPHIA

	MIAMI

	NEW ORLEANS

	DETROIT

	CHICAGO

	LOS ANGELES

	SAN FRANCISCO

	SAN JUAN, PUERTO RICO







