
































LPs as Carnegie Hall Concert by Dizzy
Gillespie, Miles Davis at Carnegie Hall,
and First Time! by the combined or-
chestras of Duke Ellington and Count
Basie.

The best original jazz composition
in 1962, according to NARAS mem-
bers, was Vince Guaraldi's Cast Your-
Fate to the Winds, which was chosen
first over Desmond Blue by Paul Des-
mond, Focus by Eddie Sauter, Quin-
tessence by Quincy Jones, Tijuana
Moods by Charlie Mingus, and Tunis-
ian Fantasy by Lalo Schifrin. Henry
Mancini’'s Sounds of Hatari also was
nominated in this category, and though
this Mancini composition did not win
an award, his Baby Elephant Walk was
chosen best instrumental arrangement
of the year.

Ella Fitzgerald’s Ella Swings Brightly
with Nelson Riddle won a Grammy as
best female solo vocal performance.

The top album of the year, other
than classical, was comedian Vaughn
Meader's The First Family, and the
song of the year was What Kind of
Fool Am 1? by Leslie Bricusse and
Anthony Newley.

MUCH SUMMER MUSIC
AT DISNEYLAND

This year’s summer throngs stream-
ing through Disneyland’s turnstiles will
be greeted by the most extensive—and
expensive—array of live musical talent
in the history of the southern California
playground.

The dollar outlay, Disneyland spokes-
men said, for name bands and musical
attractions of various kinds will soar
to an estimated $265,000, and possibly
more. This marks an increase of some
$25,000 over last year’s budget for
music, much of it jazz.

The season began with a five-band
bang.

For its second annual Cavalcade of
Big Bands June 1 the park booked
the organizations of Les Brown, Lionel
Hampton, Gene Krupa, Charlie Barnet,
and a Disneyland resident crew, the
Elliott Brothers Band. From 8 p.m. to
2 a.m. on opening night the big five
played for patrons at as many dance
locations throughout the park. For the
occasion, admission was set at $4.95
advance and $5.50 at the gates.

Other bands due during summer
months include those of Count Basie
(June 28-July 4), Tex Beneke with
Paula Kelley, Ray Eberle, and the
Modernaires (July 22-27), and Harry
James (Aug. 27-Sept. 1).

Closing the season Sept. 27-28 will
be an inundation of Dixieland with
Louis Armstrong, the Dukes of Dixie-
land, and trumpeter Teddy Buckner
already set. Pete Fountain’s group may
fly in from New Orleans as a late
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addition to the two-beat fiesta.

While the visiting bands come and
go, resident bands and groups hold the
Disneyland fort until the fall. These in-
clude the Elliott Brothers, Johnny St.
Cyr's and Harvey Brooks’ Young Men
from New Orleans, the Strawhatters’
two-beat combo, Kay Bell and the
Spacemen, the Dapper Dan Quartet,
the Gonzalez Trio, the Royal Tahitians,

and the Firehouse Five Plus Two (on
weekends).

In the vocal department, two singing
groups—the Yachtsmen Quartet and
the gospelizing Gertrude Ward Singers
—will perform at the park all summer.

Clearly there is something musical
for everybody, and Disneyland patrons
are expected to prove, as they did last
year, that they are willing to pay for it.

Editorial

DANGER: BUREAUGRATS AT WORK

The successful use of jazz by the United States government has been noted
by Down Beat several times—in greatest detail in a two-part article titled
Jazz in Government (DB Jan. 17, 31). This article outlined the triumphs of
jazz groups sent by the State Department in that bureau’s cultural presenta-
tions program and described how the program operated. At the time the
article was being written, a committee, formed at the request of Undersecretary
of State Lucius D. Battle, was reviewing the program and its administration.

Almost at the time the article appeared in print, the State Department an-
nounced that the committee had finished its study and had recommended that
the management of the program be put under direct State Department control
instead of under the administration of the American National Theater and
Academy, which had administered the program since its inception in 1954.

The department implemented the committee’s suggestions.

One of the committee’s strongest recommendations was the formation of
an advisory committee on the arts, which was to be made up of “highly re-
spected, knowledgeable, and statesmenlike individuals from the world of the
arts.” This was done.

The members of this advisory committee are Peter Mennin, president of
the Juilliard School of Music; Nina Vance, of the Alley Theater in Houston,
Texas; Lou Christianson, of the San Francisco Ballet; Werner Lawson, chair-
man of Howard University’s music department; and Roy Larson, chairman of
the executive committee of Time, Inc. It is expected that George Szell, Cleve-
land Symphony Orchestra conductor, and sculptor Ted Rosak will be named
to the committee too. Glenn G. Wolfe is the cultural presentations program’s
director; he and Battle also are members of the advisory committee.

This magazine wrote Battle in February urging that a jazz artist, respected
and admired by all in the field, be named to the committee. If this proved
infeasible, we suggested that someone familiar with jazz be appointed. A
month later came a note from Battle saying that the committee positions had
been determined but that our suggestion that adequate jazz representation in
the program be maintained would be carefully considered.

We waited for the announcement of future cultural presentations tours,
feeling confident that jazz would be used perhaps more than it had been in the
past. After all, in the last year, there had been three highly successful—suc-
cessful for this country’s prestige overseas—ijazz tours by Benny Goodman,
the Paul Winter Sextet, and Cozy Cole.

Finally the announcement of 1963-64 tours has been made. There is to be
one—repeat, one—tour by a jazz group: Duke Ellington and His Orchestra,
scheduled to tour the Near East and South Asia in the fall of this year.

Now, it is quite pleasing that jazz’ major composer and his orchestra have
been selected to represent this country overseas—Ellington, if anyone, is de-
serving of the greatest respect. But why is there only one tour? Why was the
leader of a well-known, and excellent, jazz group—a leader who offered to tour
in remote places for scale because he felt he could do something for his country
—why were this man’s services spurned? One source has it that the State De-
partment feared that his nickname—a corruption of “cannibal’—was too war-
like. Silly? Perhaps, but Washington bureaucrats are ever fearful of what
others might think of them.

And instead of a Cozy Cole being sent to Africa, the State Department has
decided what the Africans really want are a string quartet and a string en-
semble, since two groups of this sort are scheduled to tour that continent
this year and next.

Perhaps we grow too caustic. Perhaps we should not complain because only
Ellington, in the jazz world, is to tour for our country. But it would seem
that, in light of the excellent job done for the United States by jazz in the

past, nothing fails like success.







Pee Wee
Russell:
The
Gambling
Kind

By BILL COSS

NY Jazz MUSICIAN who lives long enough suffers the
curious occupational and psychological hazard of losing
favor with critics and audience. Duke Ellington, the late
Art Tatum, Coleman Hawkins, Dizzy Gillespie, to name just
a few, have all so suffered. But by equally strange chance,
if the jazz musician can live a few years past this stage, he
most likely will regain first the critics and then his audience.
Pee Wee Russell is the latest in the list of eminent re-
turnees, although he neither lost nor returned to any out-
standing popularity, only to an adequate evaluation of his
place as one of the most unusual musicians who ever lived.
His re-emergence began in the late 1950s with a television
program—The Sound of Jazz—and a concert at Music Inn
in Lenox, Mass., in both of which he was paired with mod-
ern clarinetist Jimmy Giuffre. His ability to play so-called
modern music stunned listeners who had always imagined
him to be something loosely described as a Chicago-style
musician. Then followed new appreciations of him written
by such as Nat Hentoff and Whitney Balliett. Most recently,
featured in a quartet heard in person (DB, Dec. 20, 1962)
and on a Columbia album (New Groove), he has further
confounded the people who categorize, playing music by
Thelonious Monk and John Coltrane, making no conces-
sions to anyone or anything except the demands of music of
whatever kind.

Actually, it is not so surprising that Russell’s abilities have
confused listeners. From the beginning he has been mis-
understood and, sometimes, humorously dismissed.

Even those who admired him most were apt to categorize
him. Not a one avoids emphasizing, as did Hughes Panassie
in Guide to Jazz, that “a representative of the Chicago
school, he plays with a pronounced ‘grow!l’ and a peculiar
plaintive accent.”

Barry Ulanov wrote in his 4 History of Jazz in America
that Russell was, among many others, an imitator of Jimmie
Noone, a constant part of Eddie Condon’s “two-beat reper-
tory company,” a company “always featuring the wry
squeaks and sometimes amusing departures from pitch of
Pee Wee Russell’s clarinet.”

That faint praise became even closer to damning in
Leonard Feather’s The Book of Jazz. “Pee Wee Russell,”
he wrote, “is the clarinetist most closely identified with
what has been called the ‘dirty’ tone. His smeared notes,
glissandi, choked-up effects, sometimes producing a sound
that was half B-flat and half saliva, had much in common
with ‘Tesch’ [the late clarinetist Frank Teschemacher]. This
capricious spirit and odd phrasing, which at times resembled
the stammering of a woman scared by a ghost, compensated
for whatever may have been his technical problems. Russell
is still wailing today [1957] in the same sweet-and-sour
manner.”

German critic Joachim Berendt, aware of the recent de-
velopments in Russell’s associations, continues the emphasis
on Russell’s Chicago style, naming him with Teschemacher
and Jimmy Dorsey as the three most important clarinetists
of that style. But then he goes on to write in his The New
Jazz Book that Russell prefers to play in the lower registers
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and “plays with a vibrato and way of phrasing which, in
terms of clarinet playing, place him in the same relationship
to Lester Young and Jimmy Giuffre as Bix Beiderbecke
seems to have had to Chet Baker.”

Though that comes closest to describing a musician who
cuts across some eras of jazz, it still categorizes, and friends
of Russell the complete musician could hardly help to
complain. '

One such friend, writer George Frazier, avoided the whole
problem in a piece he once wrote for Hearst Publications,
writing of jazz as one music, not divisable into many parts.
Among the many things jazz is, he wrote, “is Pee Wee Rus-
sell’s clarinet.”

“He is no virtuoso,” Frazier continued, “and his tone is
breathy and squeaky, but you forget these shortcomings
when you hear the bliss and the sadness and the compassion
and the humility that are there in the pattern of the notes
he plays . . . no matter how many times you hear him, he
is always superb. He closes his eyes and there seems to be
torture written in the lines of his face, but the music that
comes out of his clarinet is beautiful. It is music for the
ages. . . ."”

All this, of course, is without asking Pee Wee Russell
what he has to say for himself. But, then, no one expects
him to say anything for himself. That’s part of the Russell
legend. Too often described as eccentric, chaotic, inarticu-
late, or simply balmy—and even a combination of these
things—Russell is not supposed to be able to express him-
self coherently and is, in fact, often depicted as some kind
of jazz clown.

“Nonsense,” said his wife of 22 years, Mary, who sounds
like June Allyson and has a dark-haired, more mature re-
semblance to that same actress. “Nonsense,” she repeated.
“Pee Wee's just a normal, healthy, maladjusted American
male.”

The legend snorted in appreciation. (Not the least of the
proofs of his togetherness is his delight in the perceptive,
sometimes waspish, intelligence of his wife.) He is equally
appreciative of other conversational twists, as he has shown
to be of changes in music. Wry, shy guy he is, but there
is nothing limited about his intellect. If he has at times
shown a reluctance to speak, it is because he has discovered
the world to be frequently as square as it is round. So
scratch that part of the legend. It in no way resembles the
true story, the legend that really is, the one that begins
like this:

Charles Ellsworth Russell was born 57 years ago on
March 27, 1906, in St. Louis, Mo. He studied privately
(ultimately piano, violin, and clarinet) in St. Louis and
Muskogee, Okla., at the Western Military Academy and the
University of Missouri. He made his professional debut in
St. Louis, went to Mexico for a year's study with Herbert
Berger, then to the West Coast, and finally back to his
native city for more study with Berger.

True to any legend abuilding, he was an early associate
of the legend’s legend—the elusive Texas pianist Peck Kelley
—and the equally early great, clarinetist Leon Rappolo.

In the middle 1920s he went to Chicago and played with
nearly anyone you could name from that era and place,
recording first in 1927 with Red Nichols on Feeln' No Pain.

Perhaps it is significant that he, someone outside of Chi-
cago, went there during the time the Chicago style was de-
veloping and found his most hireable times with Chicagoans
when the age of swing was at its strong beginning (the
middle ’30s). It’s significant because he belonged really to
neither group, Chicago nor swing, but was a familiar of both.

During the ’30s and '40s, Russell was most often found
in New York City, usually playing with groups led by singer
Red McKenzie, guitarist Eddie Condon, trumpeters Max
Kaminsky and Bobby Hackett, et al., and, especially in the
















is formed through interaction with other people, the
mood and tone of the Silver group was formed through
interaction of the five individual members.

The major problem in the begining was stabilizing the
group; but the pianist reflected on the situation phil-
osophically:

“Well, it taught me one thing—that nobody is in-
dispensable. It was rough, but I made it. And there was
never any hard feelings when the cats split. I just
couldn’t pay much bread in the beginning.”

This attitude contributed even more to the widely
spreading opinion that Brother Horace was a “beautiful
cat.” For almost two years the quintet escaped heavy-
weight critical analysis. By 1958, however, his reputa-
tion was well established among the musicians and lis-
teners who were becoming enamoured of a new “school
of music,” soon to be known as Soul music.

Jazz writers began looking through their thesauri
for new ways of saying “he’s a nice guy and what he’s
playing is exciting and all, but I'm not sure it is really
creative and original.”

For a time, there was a furor raging as to what was
really “soul” and what was just plain “stole.” Groups
sprung up under the soul banner, flourished briefly, and
faded away. By the end of 1961, it was evident that
“soul” as a movement had been corrupted, suffocated,
and killed. When the dust had settled, one group stood
as sound and firm as the good earth—the one belonging
to the nice guy, dubbed the “father-apparent” of the
style—the Horace Silver Quintet.

But Silver was being damned with faint praise.

Barry Ulanov categorized him as an “individualist of
skill in constructing figures of his own devising as well
as those of other musicians; one of the most distinguished
of the post-boppers.”

In describing the funky style as a regression, Martin
Williams, in 1958, credited Silver with directing the
movement and went on to say, “Piano styles, including
Silver’s, soon tended to degenerate into disconnected in-
terpolative four-bar fragments.”

“Limited,” suggested some writers; “sameness,” others
maintained.

Nor was criticism his only hindrance: Silver has had
his share of frightening physical ailments.

Upon being examined for the Army, he was found to
have a curved spine. Until then he had dismissed an
occasional troublesome backache as merely a nuisance.
Even though he was classified 4F because of the ailment,
he attached little significance to it until about 18 months
later when pain and loss of nerve control struck with
alarming severity. This condition was treated and tempo-
rarily brought under control. Subsequently, a sprained
wrist and rheumatism almost spelled the loss of the use
of his hands.

Throughout his career, rumors of some hovering, dis-
abling ailment have buzzed round Silver. He has adopted
a tolerant attitude about it, however.

“No, I don’t mind talking about it,” he said. “Actually,
it's a bore that people are interested. And when I had
that problem with my hands in 1960, well, it was pretty
frightening, even to me. Fortunately I found a doctor
who could cool me out, and I'm straight now.”

And so rumors of illness notwithstanding, Silver con-
tinues to work 46 to 50 weeks a year, making two albums
a year, maintaining a group with few changes of per-
sonnel, apparently unaware that, according to most good-
guy-bad-guy theories, he absolutely should not be mak-
ing it. In this period of a shrinking jazz market, the

Horace Silver Quintet is working steadily in this country
and preparing for a European tour in September.

SINCE ITS INCEPTION in 1955, the Silver quintet has
never substantially altered its style or concept. While
it is accurate to state that the Silver approach is blues-
based and is made up of surging, driving undertones
best described as “funky,” it would be erroneous to
suggest that Silver is a limited musician.

As a composer, he has demonstrated that he can be
melodic, tender, polyrhythmic—and, even, exotic. As a
pianist, he has a proclivity toward the blues, and this
underscores all his playing. But he is, at the same time,
a two-fisted pianist and attacks his instrument with a
vigor tempered with thorough musical knowledge.

There is no mistaking the ownership of the group. It
is a Horace Silver unit from first to last note. It re-
flects the leader’s driving, smoking intensity, but each
member contributes to that unit-feel.

This is neither an incidental nor accidental factor.
The many empty hours on the road are spent in band
rehearsals and practice. It is here that a group democracy
operates.

“Usually 1 bring in the new material—something I've
written,” Silver said. “Or sometimes one of the guys will
bring in something, and I tell them primarily what I
want. I always give them the freedom to elaborate on
the basic idea. We try all the ideas and suggestions and
finally come up with something that we all dig—you
know, something where everybody can say something
musically and still keep the same feeling.”

Seldom is a tune put into the book as it is first writ-
ten—or for that matter, as it was originally conceived.

“Writing is strange,” Silver suggested. “When you're
really trying to sit down and do something, nothing hap-
pens most of the time, but you can be just fooling around
and hit a chord, and it'll start something that can turn
out to be pretty nice.”

Rehearsals are not haphazard, run-through occurrences.
The quintet members are expected to attend regularly, to
arrive promptly, and to settle down to work immediately.
Rehearsals are as exacting as a classroom theory hour.
Each member, including Silver, is like a student-teacher;
they all try experiments with and instruct each other. But
it does become the task of the leader to tie the lesson
together for the benefit of the group.

In performance, the group is a supreme example of
disciplined abandonent in music. While each soloist is
permitted blowing room, he is constantly aware of the
full, fast-paced arrangement moving with him, and usually
he works effectively within it. As with any creative art,
however, this technique is not 100 percent guaranteed.

“Some nights we just don’t have it,” Silver admitted.
“Looks like no matter what we do, it just won’t come
out the way we know it should. Then on other nights,
seems like everything we try comes out solid. Maybe
the people—the audience—has something to do with it.
You know, I like soulful joints; the people seem to let
go and enjoy the music. And you can kind of get a
groove going.”

If the group members learn the material well enough
and if luck is with them, they are able to reproduce
this groove on a record.

Silver plans far ahead for his recording sessions. He
cuts two albums of original material a year. He said he
feels that two is enough:

“If I'm lucky, we're busy working and traveling, so 1
really don’t have time to write anymore than that. And
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with Grappelly. At their best, they merely
come close. (P.W.)

Ira Sullivan SEE—

BIRD LIVES!—Vee Joy 3033: Klactoveedesed-
stene; In Other Words; Highlights of Shaw
*Nuff; Perhaps; Love Letters; Highlights of
Mohawk, 5

Personnel: Sullivan, trumpet, fluegelborn; l‘.hcky
Hill, tenor saxophone; Jodie Christian, piano;
Don Garrett, bass; Dorel Anderson or Wilbur
Campbell, drums.

Rating: % % % %

This tribute to Charlie Parker was re-
corded March 12, 1962, at Chicago’s Bird-
house. Sullivan’s Chicago Jazz Quintet did
well that night, as these grooves attest.

The music, with the exception of Words
and Letters, has the distinct advantage of
sounding nostalgic and up to date at the
same time. The five men manage to evoke
the feeling of the Parker groups of the
’'40s with the sound and techniques of to-
day. Given the memorial nature of the
concert, this is a salutary achievement,
since Bird is remembered not only by
the occasion itself but also in the way the
tunes are played.

Every man on the date gets a chance
to offer his solo wares, and all acquit them-
selves honorably, particularly Garrett and
Campbell.

Garrett is one of the strong men on
this album as far as creativity. His potent
bass can be heard throughout, sounding
clearly through the other instruments yet
in no sense interfering with their play. His
intro to Words, on which he plays second
fiddle to the soloing Hill, sensitively uti-
lizes the “guitar” approach employed so
effectively by many of the more imagina-
tive bassists today. On this track, Hill com-
bines a sort of Getzian romantic concep-
tion with the “hard” sound of the Col-
traneites. It strikes the ear as odd but
good-odd.

Garrett's Mohawk solo is a peach, car-
ried through by a harmonious marriage of
imagination and technique. If the bulk of
his work is of this caliber, he is patently a
bassist of the first rank.

Campbell, who follows Garrett to the
solo spotlight on Mohawk, proves that his
sticks need not apologize to the bassist’s
fingers. Drum solos, despite their thunder,
usually send me sleepybye; but Campbell’s
unflagging sense of continuity and variety
kept my interest to the last knock. Ander-
son, the drummer on three of the six
tunes, gives a fine account of himself on
Klacto.

Both Mohawk and Shaw 'Nuff are “high-
lights” excerpted from the tunes as they
were originally performed at the Bird-
house. The first consists largely of the
Garrett and Campbell solos plus ensemble
play which, as in Klacto, strongly recalls
the Parker quintets of yore. 'Nuff is little
more than a teaser, albeit a satisfactory
one. It features Christian in a two minute-
plus piano solo that whets the appetite for
the more that never comes. The churn-
ing, rapid-fire comments of Christian build
the listener to a peak of interest only to
be let down by a quick trailoff and silence.

Leader Sullivan’s main solo lick is on
Letters. He comes on via fluegelhorn,
which seems now to be the official alter
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instrument of the trumpet fraternity. There
are moments when his control seems to
falter, but he digs considerable tenderness
from the ballad. Garrett again emerges
with laurels. (D.N.)

VOCAL

Teri Thornton T

SOMEWHERE IN THE NIGHT—Dauntless
6306: Somewhere in the Night; I've Got Your
Number; There’s a Boat That's Leavin’ Soon for
New York; Lonely Ose; You've Got to Have
Heart; Stormy Weather; 1 Believe in You; Mood
Indigo; Quizas, Quaizas, Quizas; I've Got the
World on a String; Clap Yo’ Hands; Serenade in
Blue.

Personnel: unidentificd orchestra, Larry Wil-
cox, conductor; Miss Thornton, vocals.

Rating: % % * *

There really must be something in the
Detroit air. Miss Thornton is yet another
native of the Motor City possessed of
striking musical talent. In her case, the
talent is a large one, indeed; with this
album she emerges as one of the best of
popular singers.

These days one may feel a bit self-
conscious in making such a statement.
The fact is that there is now almost a
plethora of top-flight female pop singers—
most of them jazz-oriented, as is Miss
Thornton—who have made their several
marks in the business during the last half-
decade or so. There are, for examples,
Pat Thomas, Betty Carter, Aretha Frank-
lin, and Ruth Price; that is hardly the full
list.

This takes nothing from Miss Thornton’s
gift. On the contrary, it bespeaks a minor
miracle in the music business today—
genuinely good, worthwhile talent can
gain exposure on recordings. Further, it
tends to disprove a frequent assertion that
this country’s young singers (Miss Thorn-
ton was born in 1936) have had their
taste and talents stultified by all the years
of rock-and-roll trash.

For this album, Miss Thornton is for-
tunate in having chosen for the title song
one of the best ballads of the day, a song
ironically given reason for being by a
television program, Naked City, the theme
of which is the melody by Billy May. And
Milt Raskin’s lyric complements the poi-
gnant melody to the fullest.

There is full-bodied contralto depth in
Miss Thornton’s voice and a sound that
can only be said to be reminiscent of a
combination of Sarah Vaughan and Car-
men McRae—an impressive parlay on any-
body's turntable. Moreover, Miss Thornton
is unafraid to use the power of her voice
—to use it but also to control it.

Her selections here are, at times, sur-
prising. For example, how many singers
now choose to take on Stormy Weather?
And at a time when the show-bizzed-to-
distraction You've Got to Have Heart
appears confined to television musical
specials, arranger Wilcox saves the day
with a surprisingly apposite cha-cha-cha
beat, of all things. But it works.

The singer sticks her neck out a bit
by undertaking to lead off the second
side with the Frank Loesser reaffirmation
I Believe in You. This song was recently
(and to these ears, electrifyingly) cut by
Sarah Vaughan. The question is not
whether Miss Thornton’s version is better
but, rather, that she does such a convincing
job of it.

Other left-field, as it were, selections
include an utterly relaxed Indigo; a fresh-
sounding Quizas, thanks again to the
singer-arranger alliance; the hoary Clap
Yo' Hands, for which this listener can-
not make an allowance in the choice; and
the closing Serenade in Blue.

All in all, this is an auspicious album
by a singer surely destined for great
things. (J.AT.)

Nina Simone S

NINA'S CHOICE—Colpix 443; Trouble in Miud;
Memphis in June; Cotton-Eyed Joe; Work Song;
Forbidden Fruit; Little Liza Jane; Rags and Old
Iron; You Can Have Him; Just Say I Love Him.

Personnel: Miss Simone, vocals, piano; other
personnel unidentified.

Rating: & & % %

Nina’s Choice—as the title indicates, a
compilation of tunes from Miss Simone’s
previous Colpix albums—only occasionally
manages to live up to its name.

Miss Simone is, I feel, a consummate
ballad interpreter, capable of infusing this
kind of song with dramatic intensity, mak-
ing it an intimate experience of great
power and warmth. Her Town Hall con-
cert recording of You Can Have Him in-
cluded here is such a performance, a
wonderfully shaped and moving example
of her balladic art at its most effective.
It is easily the best performance in this
set and is a far superior rendition of the
tune than Nancy Wilson's recent coy, man-
nered hit version. Yet, despite Miss Si-
mone’s superiority with this form, it and
the mazurka-like Just Say I Love Him (an
attractive minor mood, folkish number
that is marred by an overlong treatment,
inapposite humming, and a tedious guitar
solo) are the only two ballads included
in the album.

The remaining tracks are more or less
in the folk bag that Miss Simone likes to
dip into (and even Memphis is accorded
this kind of treatment). They are not
nearly so compelling as You Can Have
Him, though they do occasionally ignite
when all is going well, as happens on
Liza Jane. The selections range from a
rather dreary Trouble in Mind, recorded
at a Newport festival and hampered by
sodden rhythm; a Forbidden Fruit that is
overcute; a very pleasant Memphis that
shows off well the warm adenoidal quality
of her voice; a deliberately paced, rich,
and throaty Cotton-Eyed Joe; pieces like
Work Song and Rags and Old Iron, ener-
gized by her feeling for drama; and the
antiphonal Little Liza Jane, which mounts
in intensity due to her strongly rhythmic
phrasing.

Despite the fact that some of these
selections are location recordings, the ex-
citement and spiraling intensity that mark
Miss Simone’s in-person performances are
rarely captured. And it’s a shame that her
strong point—her superbly expressive bal-
lad singing—was minimized in this album.
Add to this the ragged quality of her
accompaniments (most often electric gui-
tar, bass, and drums in addition to her
piano), poor recording balance (most of
the instruments, and this includes her
piano, sound as though they were recorded
at some distance from her voice) and the
over-all impact of this album is consider-
ably weakened. (P.W.)


















ITHE BYSTANDER

By MARTIN WILLIAMS

“Do you hear those plaintive sounds?”
I once heard a man admonish during a
lecture on jazz. “They are the blue
notes, and they come from Africa.”

Do they? We are very used to hear-
ing that they do, and most books on
jazz will tell us that the blue notes do
come Africa. But do they?

They certainly might come from
Africa, and in American jazz they prob-
ably do. But I doubt if anybody could
actually prove that they do. And they
certainly don’t have to have come from
Africa. They could have come from a
lot of places—or even nowhere.

The trouble is that such notes or such
sounds, or something so much like them
as to be indistinguishable, are found in
almost every popular or folk music in
the world. But they are not found in
European concert music and in its more
immediate popular offshoots.

That is, by nature people apparently
do not sing or play “true” pitches. Un-
less they have been heavily exposed to
the European system and influenced by
it, they are likely to bend and twist for
emotion almost every sound they emit.

When the piano—or rather not the
piano itself, but its well-tempered key-
board ancestors—was tuned, and the
European music system thereby stand-
ardized, it was tuned according to a
mathematical-musical theory (which
theory, incidentally, neither mathema-
ticians nor musicians any longer sub-
scribe to literally). That theory included
only tempered whole and half tones.
But there is obviously strong reason to
believe that Europeans sang differently,
just as people in every other culture
did and still do.

Jazz musicians have played “off”
pitches—more recently they have even
expanded their use—through all the
stages and styles of the music, perform-
ing them on instruments not really de-
signed to reproduce them.

I know a classicist—a rather unso-
phisticated man whose idea of jazz may
very well be limited to Rhapsody in
Blue and the Gershwin piano “Pre-
ludes”—who says categorically that
“blue notes are the minor third and
minor seventh.,” But they are not.

There are even several standard books
and essays on jazz that explain rather
airily that the blues scale is a diatonic
scale with mobile third and seventh
steps. But in jazz it ain’t so. The blue

36 o DOWN BEAT

notes can come almost anywhere—or
at least they do in practice, whatever
the theory says. By the 1920s, for in-
stance, the fifth was not uncommonly a
blue note in some instrumental jazz
styles, just about as common as the
third and seventh.

Whence is the difficulty and the con-
fusion? The culprit is the piano. And,
basically, the problem goes back to the
time when musicians began to write
down and regularize versions of the
folk blues. (It happens that there are
scattered examples of flatted thirds and
sevenths in some later ragtime scores,
but these amount to hints of the prob-
lem that blues writers had to face more
directly.)

They heard singers and players mak-
ing plaintive, “irregular” sounds and
wanted to include them in written
and instrumental blues. But they were
basically turning out piano scores in
European notation, and those plaintive

sounds don’t exist on the piano or in
the European system. So they (that is,
the writers and, probably before them,
the blues pianists themselves) more or
less discovered they could imitate those
sounds, or at least sparingly suggest
their quality, by using a flat at the third
and seventh notes of the scale—and
later the fifth, as well.

The result probably had enormous
positive effect on jazz scoring and or-
chestration—in something of the same
way that the tempered keyboard had
enormous esthetic effect on European
music.

But in jazz that effect, we may be
thankful, was not absolute. And the
more sophisticated instrumentalists con-
tinued to hear the “folk” blues singers
“bending” other notes and continued
to imitate them directly in their own
playing. They still do. Today more than
ever among the more advanced younger
players.

So it can be said that, at least by
origin, a blue note is not really a flatted

third, fifth, or seventh.

It also has been said that a blue note
is actually a quarter tone, a note that
lies between the whole and half tones
of the piano. That is perhaps getting a
little closer to the matter, but it still
isn’t exactly so.

It could be said that an instrumental
blue note is an imitation of the way
people sing (or play), people who
either have not been exposed to the
European system or not been wholly
influenced by it. Mankind apparently
does not naturally sing “notes”; one
might say a person sings in “musical
contours” (I am grateful to Mait Edey
for that phrase) determined by emotion
and feeling. And what would be called
a “note” in the European system is a
bent, turned, quavered sound that may
center on a whole or half tone or cen-
ter on what would be a quarter tone—
or center at some point we may not
exactly determine.

(It is easy to sing a blue note, and
one can be made on a European brass
or reed instrument by an adjustment of
the mouth or tongue, or on a stringed
instrument by stopping the string a little
off the place where it is supposed to be
stopped. Or if one is more legit about
it, he can just do what the piano does
and flat a tempered, unbent third, fifth,
or seventh.)

Thus, the most elementary blues
singers may accompany themselves on
guitar by simply running “blue notes”
in the general area of pitch in which

- they are singing, and they may sing

“blue notes” all over the place in the
course of a single blues verse.

True, in blues and jazz these notes do
seem to gravitate especially to the
third, fifth, and seventh notes of the
scale. And one beautiful thing is that
unless he is following piano practice
exactly, almost every singer or player
will inflect, bend, or quaver his blue
notes in an especially individual or
personal way.

The pianist? Well, he can’t play in the
cracks, which, as we say, is where blue
notes might be if there were any blue
notes on the piano. Modern pianists do
have some other devices besides the
minors, however, and one can reach
inside the piano and make sounds di-
rectly on the strings; Paul Bley does.
But I guess it would be a little hard
on an upright.

On the other hand, there are a few
pianos now in existence that are built
to produce quarter tones as well as the
tempered scale. What's more, some of
the more advanced classicists are now
turning hopefully to electronic ma-
chines that produce quarter, eighth,
and, for all I know, 16th tones. To
anyone involved with jazz, it is perhaps
a funny spectacle,












LVERS SERENADE

Horace Silver is not only one of modern jazz' most influential pianists and leader of one of the finest small bands
active today, he is a jazz composer of rich imagination. His body of work includes such widely played composi-
tions as The Preacher, Doodlin’, Filthy McNasty, and Opus de Funk. This new Silver composition and arrangement,
Silver's Serenade, is played at a medium two-beat bounce tempo and is similar in mood to another Silver composi-
tion, Strollin’. Silver's Serenade also is the title tune of the Silver quintet’s forthcoming Blue Note album (4131). The
composition and arrangement are printed through the courtesy of Ecaroh Music, Inc.
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