











Understandably, he is concerned that the teaching
exist on the broadest possible level because “it is hard to
find musicians who have open minds, not only to hear
but to play. So many drummers and horn men are more
prejudiced and more in a rut than are bassists. But all
musicians have to learn that you can work with all
music.” _

He says he is amazed at how little he knows now that
he has learned how much Eastern musicians know of
conception, theory, and science. And he is concerned
with that very lack among jazzmen.

“Jazz,” he said, “has contributed very little musically.
Individual expressions have been extensive and excep-
tional though. It’s important to remember that from all
parts of the world each man is expressing himself. But
here so many cut themselves off from development by
sticking to only chords or simple scales.”

N ANY PROLONGED conversation with Abdul-Malik, one

begins to understand that he is no mere theoretician.
He is the most practical of men. Realizing that the tem-
pered scale is the basis of Western music, he began an
extensive study of the mathematics on which it is based.
As he grew more fascinated with scales, he became a
piano tuner in an attempt to familiarize himself with the
mechanics of piano scales. This and his studies have
made him somewhat unhappy about the piano’s relative
rigidity.

“There is,” he said as an example, “a difference be-
tween a B flat and an A sharp—but not on a piano. The
piano limits you. There are no one-eighth or one-quarter
tones available. People like Monk should have them.”

And this is nearly criminal in Abdul-Malik’s estimation,
because part of his whole concept is to get between notes
and to concentrate more on scales than on chords. His
primary studies have been of music from India and the
Mediterranean countries and a general study of African
music.,

“The music of Somaliland and Sudan,” he explained,
“has Japanese-like effects and something like the blues.
Arabian music—and that includes part of the Sudan—
is a music all by itself. It specializes in strings and voice.
They can hit one-quarter tones on the head.

“The Greeks measure tones in different ways, paying
no attention to standard piano tones. A jazz musician
can hear this if he wants to, but he can’t play it because
of the nature of his instrument or his past training. The
Greek instruments can break in eighths from Western
notes. They change in midflight and get an infinite
amount of scales. They consider the greatest musician
to be the one who can go from one scale to another with-
out it being easily heard. You see, they have much more
freedom than the jazz musician has.”

The other important element of his practicality is rep-
resented in a pragmatic curiosity, whether in study (he’s
working now with a Japanese musician) or in travel. He’s
been on two overseas tours during the last year, both
sponsored by the State Department.

He was largely disappointed by the one to Nigeria
because “it was too much a government social event.
The people who wanted to see us couldn’t. Some of them
didn’t even know we were there. And because of the
way it was run, very little real jazz was heard, and there
was very little mixing between us and them, un-
fortunately.”

But he was pleased, he said, with what he did see and
hear.

“People from all over came and performed,” he said.

“There were fantastic acrobats, and the music was
interesting. Much of it is what is called high-life. It is
very common to west Africa, and it has a real rela-
tionship to calypso, especially in the dance. There were
some musicians there from the eastern part of Nigeria,
and their music is quite different, more related to the
Arabian.”

In South America, Abdul-Malik also found a lack of
government understanding of jazz’ importance.

“The people,” he said, “were so hungry for jazz. I
saw lines of people everywhere, all kinds of people, ask-
ing for records, asking for all sorts of groups, wondering
why the embassy promoted classical music and movie
stars. They [embassy personnel] are completely out of
touch with the native people.”

He was not out of touch, however. An inveterate
walker wherever he visits, he met dozens of musicians.

“This has always been me,” he said, “since the first
time I knew myself. I always wander, talk to people, and
eat in the people’s restaurants. You know, I always ask
for a kosher restaurant. If I can’t find one, I usually eat
fish, either baked or broiled. It's the safest. And I don’t
eat vegetables or fruit.”

The tour stayed almost a week in Sao Paulo, Brazil,
and his knowledge of Arabic was useful when he found
a large Oriental section in that city. He played with
groups there and in other parts of the city, particularly
with “a modern samba group. They were amazed at my
feeling for their music, but I think most Latin music has
a strong calypso feeling. The people were very friendly,
and they gave me music, records, and instruments,

“In Argentina I had a similar experience. I went to
Lebanese and Syrian places, and I heard music you
would never hear in New York. In Argentina they play
tangos and boleros, as well as sambas, the way they
should be played. It was exciting to hear all this and to
hear so many good musicians. I want to return there and
to all parts of Africa to learn more and to record with
the musicians.”

These wants hardly dent the scope of Abdul-Malik’s
ambitions. He'd like to extend that African recording
trip through the Near East. Now studying Indian music,
he wants to devote a record to it. He plans on a sound
track for an African film. He wants to start his own
flexible group again. But he also wants to play with every
other kind of group. '

“The widest experience,” he said, “is most important,
especially playing music you don’t want to play.”

Then, sometime this fall, he said he plans on a con-
cert at the Brooklyn Museum in company with Japanese
musicians. Through it all, he said he intends to keep
on teaching—“it is as important as learning yourself.
One retains your memory, the other advances you.”

All of that, much as it may be, is not a complete
portrait of the man but only an outline, hopefully to be
filled in when the scope of his learning and abilities reach
fruition in more acceptance. For now, even the outline
casts a huge shadow, in his playing—wherever or with
whomever—and in his teaching but most particularly
in his belief in total musicianship, in the dependence that
musicianship has on faith and diversified knowledge, and
the change that those things can bring about in life as
well as music. As he put it, “The tribes have always con-
tributed to each other for common expression and
growth.”

Thus, exact and total expression is the goal of man-
kind and the duty of the artist. Abdul-Malik is reaching
for that goal.
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irritation of situations which had so upset me at other
times.”

It was often difficult, he found, to disassociate himself
from the past. But being exposed to a large cross section
of people and various types of thinking worked to lead
him away from his own problems to more encompassing
difficulties—and to conclusions. He said:

“People have been stripped of the ingredients basic to a
spiritual inner life. The current system of life has caused
them to lose confidence in themselves. False gods are
worshiped; emphasis is placed on materialistic things,
which, in the long run, don’t matter.

“1 felt stronger for my association with the arts. I could
build from the inside. Others are not as fortunate; they
can only cover over the emptiness.”

As Thompson's understanding of the “big picture” grew,
his anger progressively abated. His vision, he said, took
on a clarity not previously possible.

“] came to the realization,” he said, “that the act of
creation is the artist’s only freedom, that the major portion
of his energies must be devoted to it. Preparation, medita-
tion, the actual performance of the act are his life. Nothing
should be allowed to get in the way.”

With this; Fliompson said he found a kind of peace and
detachment that. he never before had experienced. His
rules for functioning were laid out. He would fight major
battles—the ones in which his freedom, musical attitudes,
and self-respect were under attack—but the minor skirm-
ishes would have to be fought by others.

“If the artist assumes his responsibility and is reliable,
those with whom he has to deal should be likewise,” he
said. “It is enough burden to create; other matters should
be left to those who can adequately take care of them.

“The most important thing in a man’s life is giving what
he has to offer. He cannot be tampered with; he must be
allowed to go his own way. The man and the working
situation have to be well matched. A musician—or any
artist, for that matter—should not be forced to step out
of character to satisfy business interests. Both the music
and the musician will suffer.”

Those are the rules Thompson has evolved for himself.

“What other musicians do is entirely up to them,” he
added. “It took me a while to see that you can’t change the
world.”

Defiance on a large scale is for those who have yet to
take a long look at themselves and their surroundings,
according to Thompson. This does not mean surrender to
existing circumstances but merely indicates he no longer
feels a compulsion to give time and energy, better spent
on creation, to explosive revolt.

«I've worked to maintain my own personality,” he said.
“Individuality is the one thing the artist must treasure.
Conformity is the lazy man’s waysout.”

He says he would like to have knowledge of all musical
languages because a person shouldn’t isolate himself; a
musician should be open to all developments.

“To know all music is to bring more to your kind of
music,” he added.

T HOMPSON HAS FELT this way, he said, as long as he cjtn -

remember. This attitude has helped make it possible

for him to move facilely with the times, particularly in

the mid-1940s, when he allied himself with the then-
burgeoning bop movement.

He adapted to the modifications made by Parker and

Gillespie in matters of phrasing and solo development,

yet retained his full sound and the heat, swagger, and touch

~~

of romance closely associated with the school of tenors
fathered by Coleman Hawkins. While other tenorists were
playing Lester Young's line or aping Parker, Lucky was
playing Thompson.

The records made during that period, specifically those
with Parker and others with Gillespie—e.g., Ornithology,
Moose the Mooche, A Night in Tunisia, Dynamo A & B,
When I Grow Too Old to Dream—state his case. He fits
well, giving as much as he receives.

In the time since the °40s, his playing has changed but
in some respects has remained the same. Like Hawkins
and Byas, he never sounds old or terribly new. Contribu-
tions made by the younger men are quickly assimilated
into a basic style.

“I've tried to spread out as well,” he said. “I now play
soprano sax, alto sax, flute, bass clarinet and plan to go
on to oboe and English horn. I want outlets other than
the tenor. In addition, the way some fellows play reed
instruments bothers me a bit. Because of their desire to be
quick and fashionable, they distort the character of the
instrument. For example, tenor men sound like alto men,
and alto men sound like soprano players. I attempt to bring
out the essential quality of each horn in my own particu-
lar way.”

Thompson, a musician whose solos are tightly and
logically structured, was prompted to discuss the long jazz
solo and particularly the work of John Coltrane.

“As far as I'm concerned,” he said, “every note in a
solo must mean something. All the strands of sound and
rhythm must be tied together and make for a stimulating,
informative picture.

“What Coltrane is doing may be fine for him. I respect
his efforts. He’s trying to tell you about what’s going on
inside him. He’s deeply involved and always working
toward a goal.

“However, there is one basic thing that the improvising
jazzman should remember. When music is calculated like
math, it is no longer music.

“I hope to become more familiar with the so-called new
things as time passes. I'm not really on top of it right now;
therefore, am not in a position to make a fair evaluation.
One thing is sure: if the new men are sincere and thor-
oughly committed to their music, they should be encour-
aged. Bird and Dizzy eventually won through. The music,
however, must be valid. Time tells that story.”

Time will tell another story as well, the one of the Negro
in the United States. Thompson, a Negro with experience
in living on both sides of the Atlantic, insists: “The Amer-
ican Negro has come to a point of great excitement and
potential rebellion because of the nature of his life in this
country. I suppose some Negroes feel extremist movements
are necessary to attract attention to their cause. I don’t
believe in extremism of any sort; hate destroys. America,
however, cannot realize its potential if the current situation
is allowed to exist.”

With his European reorientation as a backdrop, Thomp-
son has hopes for better things now in this country.

He'd like to get an eight-piece band together, he said,
and “I'd like to write for films and TV as well. I had been
promised certain things before I returned. They haven't
come through yet. At another time I would have been in
despair. Not now. I can wait . . . but not too long.”

Novelist James Baldwin has written, “ . . . the freedom
that the American . . . finds in Europe brings him, full
circle, back to himself, with the responsibility for his
development where it always was: in his own hands.”

Lucky Thompson knows his responsibilities.
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lence goes to Sims; the rhythm section is
quite lackluster, though Renaud plays taste-
fully, if blandly.

Sims’ excellence almost defies analysis.
Sure, there's the way he shades, suddenly
stressing the unexpected, which comes like
a kick in the shins; then, there’s his ability
to reshape a melody, without losing that
melody, making it as personal a thing as
an improvisation never touching the mel-
ody; above all, there's this man’s time—
it's been said before, and better, that
he is the epitome of swing.

You see, some of us become almost
inarticulate when we praise Sims. This
might be the key to his appeal; it is
emotional. And that's the hardest thing to
put down on paper. With Zoot, one feels;
one does not analyze. He just plays; it's
that simple. )

And on this album he plays so well, so
consistently (oh, yes, he can be quite
inconsistent) that it is senseless to give
a blow-by-blow account. I'd rather sum
this release up as being bone-marrow jazz
that will give listeners many hours of
pleasure. And if you can’t get Sims, then
forget the whole thing. What was it Fats
Waller supposedly said to that chick—
“Lady, if you have to ask what swing is,
you'll never know™? (D.DeM.)

Various Artists S ——

NEW ORLEANS JAZZ AT THE KITTY
HALLS—Arhoolie 1013: Shake It and Break I1;
Maggie; 1 Ain't Good Lookin’; Put on Your Old
Gray Bonnet; High Society; Sheik of Araby;
Nellie Gray: Savoy Blues; Hindustan.

Personnel: Track 1—Punch Miller, trumpet;
Albert Warner, trombone; Israel Gorman, clari-
net; George Guesnon, banjo; Wilbert Tillman,

tuba; Alex Bigard, drums. Track 2—Kid Thomas
Valentine, trumpet; Louis Nelson, trombone;
Emanuel Paul, tenor saxophone; Paul Barnes,
clarinet; Guesnon, banjo; Sammy Penn, drums.
Track 3—Billie Pierce, piano, vocal; Dede
Pierce, cornet. Track 4—Eddie Richardson, trum-
pet; die Morris, trombone; Emile Barnes,
clarinet; Fan Bourgeau, banjo; Carroll Blunt,
bass; Henry Revel, drums. Track S—Kid Clayton,
trumpet; Bill Mathews, trombone; Albert Bur-.
bank, clarinet; Charlie Hamilton, banjo; August
Lanoix, bass; Bigard, drums. Track 6—Kid
Sheik, Miller, trumpets; Warner, trombone;
Steve Angrum, clarinet; Harrison Verett, piano;
Alcide Pavageau, bass; Bigard, drums. Track 7—
Kid Howar cornet, vocals; Eddie Summers,
trombone; orman, clarinet; Emanuel Sayles,
banjo; Louis James, bass; Josiah Frazier, drums.
Track 8—Thomas, trumpet; Robinson, trombone;
George Lewis, clarinet; Guesnon, banjo; John
Joseph, bass; Frazier, drums. Track 9—Clayton,
trumpet; John Hoandy, alto saxopbone; Guesnon,
guitar; Dave Williams, piano; Sylvester Handy,
bass; Alfred Williams, drums,
Rating: % * *

Although this is one of Chris Strach-
witz’' Arhoolie records, which are usually
devoted to some aspect of folk music, all
of these performances were recorded by
Grayson Mills for his Icon label and
have been released by Strachwitz by ar-
rangement with Mills.

They are, as Strachwitz notes, “largely
‘alternate’ takes,” and the implication in
this statement that they may be less pre-
ferable than those that Mills used on his
Icon releases is borne out to some extent.
Much of the difficulty involves poor re-
cording balance, ragged ensembles, and
an occasional limited soloist. With all
this, however, there are some things here
that deserve to be heard.

Kid Howard’s Nellie Gray, for instance,
on which his crisp cornet work and his
throaty, Armstrong-like singing are both
excellent. And there are Kid Thomas’
guttily buzz-toned trumpet lead on the

out ensemble on Maggie, Billic Pierce’s
warm singing on Good Lookin’, the deep-
throated distinction of Jim Robinson’s
trombone on Savoy with George Lewis’
light and airy clarinet playing on the same
piece. John Handy’s alto saxophone is
half-buried by the recording balance on
Hindustan, but it is interesting to hear
how closely his leaping, licking phrasing
resembles that of a saxophonist who is
associated neither with New Orleans nor
with the early jazz period, Pete Brown.

J.s.wW.)

Lester Young e

JUST YOU, JUST ME—Charlie Parker 409:
Be Bop Boogie; These Foolish Things; D.B.
Blues; Just You, Just Me; I Cooer the Water-
front; How High the Moon; Sunday.

Personnel: Young, tenor saxophone; rest of tho
personnel unidentified (see below).

Rating: % %

These are air checks from an engage-
ment Young played at the Royal Roost in
December, 1948, and another one from
January, 1949, which may or may not be
from the same New York club.

Though he did many fine things in this
period, some of which have been preserved
on studio recordings (Aladdin sides later
reissued on Score and Imperial LPs),
Young is not in great form on this album.

As they have done in the past with other
Young and Charlie Parker LPs, the
Charlie Parker label has failed to identify
the sidemen. The liner notes state, “There
is much controversy as to who the side-
men were. Complete identification was not
possible, therefore we will assume that
personnel is unknown.” This seems like a
cop-out. It sounds obvious that the trum-

*x % % % % [AKE YOUR CHOICE » % % » =

Get a Down Beat rated 5-star album free with a one year
subscription to Down Beat. Choose from these outstanding hits!

No. 47 Stan Getz-Gary McFarland

Manha De Carnival; Balanco No Samba; Melan-
colico; Entre Amigos; Chega De Saudade; Noite
Triste; Samba De Uma Nota So; Bim Bom.
Personnel: Getz, tenor saxophone; Doc Severi-
sen, Bernie Glow or Joe Ferrante, Clark Terry or
Nick Travis, trumpets; Tony Studd, Bob Brook-
meyer or Willie Dennis, trombones; Tony Alonge,
French horn; Geranld Sanfino or Ray Beckenstein,
Eddie Caine, Romeo Penque, Ray Beckstein and/
or Babe Clark and/or Walt Levinsky, reeds; Hank
Jones, piano; Jim Hall, gduitar; Tommy Williams,
bass; Johnny Rae, drums; Josc Paulo, tambourine;
Carmen Costa, cabassa; McFarland, d 3

BIG BAND BOSSA NOVA—Verve 8494:

I'm Crippled; Bunk Johnson Talking Records.

Personnel: Johnson, trumpet; Jim Robinson,
trombone; George Lewis, clarinet; Walter Decou,
piano; Lawrence Marrero, banjo; Austin Young,
bass; Ernest Rogers, drums.

Ne. 51 Dexter Gordon

GO!—Blue Note 4112: Cheese Cake; I Guess
I'll Hang My Tears Out to Dry; Second Balcony
Jump; Love for Sale; Where Are You?; Three
O'Clock in the Morning.

Personnel : Gordon, tenor saxophone; Sonny Clark,
piano; Butch Warren, bass; Billy Higgins, drums.

No. 48 Shelly Manne
M 2.3-4—Impulse 20: Take the A Train; The
Sicks of Us; Slowly; Lean on Me; Cherokee; Me
and Some Drums. .

Personnel: Coleman Hawkins, tenor saxophone,
piano; Hank Jones, piano; Eddie sta, piano,
vibra-harp; George Duvivier, bass; Manne, drums.

No. 50 Bunk Johnson

B BUNK JOHNSON AND HIS SUPERIOR
JAZZ BAND—Good Time Jazz 12048: Panama;
Down by the Riverside; Storyville Blues; Ballin'
the Jack; Make Me a Pallet on the Floor; Weary
Blues; Moose March; Bunk's Blaes; Yes, Lord,

No. 32 Ellington-Mingus-Roach

M MONEBY JUNGLE—United Artists 14017:

Money Jungle; Africen Flower; Very Special;

Warm Valley; Wig Wise; Caravan; Solitude.
Personnel: Ellington; piano; Charlie Mingus,

bass; Max Roach, drums.

No. 53 Art Farmer
LISTEN TO ART FARMER AND THE
ORCHESTRA—Mercury 20766; Street of Dreams;
Rain Check; Rue Prevail; The Sweetest Sounds;.
My Romance; Fly Me to the Moon; Naima; Ruby.
Personnel: Farmer, trumpet or fuegelhorn;
Tommy Flanagdan, piano; George Duvivier, bass;
Fhlrlne Persip, drums; Unidentified Orchestra,
including trombones, trumpets, French horns, barp.
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_peter is Jesse Drakes, the pianist Junior

Mance, and the drummer Roy Haynes.
Haynes identified the bassist as Ted Bris-
coe and named Ted Kelly, who once
played trombone with Dizzy Gillespie, as
a possibility.

Young is at his best on Moon and Sun-
day. Drakes states the theme on the first
with a rhumba beat behind him. Then it
goes into 4/4 and some fluid Young,
spirited but sloppy trombone, and swing-
ing but as yet undeveloped Mance. Sunday
was one of Young's favorites. He really
loved to play it, and it shows here. The
fours with Haynes are interesting, but the
other soloists detract.

Waterfront has some more good Young,
but Drakes’ double-timing is meaningless,
and his over-all phrasing is stiff. Boogie is
the weakest track of all, with desultory
riffing and dull solos. Foolish Things and
D.B. each have previously been recorded
in several better versions by Young.

The title song, Just You, is really the
line on the Just You changes, recorded in
the "40s both as Spotlite by Coleman Haw-
kins and Mad Bebop by J. J. Johnson.
Drakes tries a Fats Navarro, but after his
explosive entrance, deteriorates. Again the
chases between Young and Haynes are ex-
citing. The latter was well known for his
inventive drumming even in his earliest
days on the New York scene.

The recorded sound is not good, but it

is not so bad as to deter one from pur-.

chasing a recording of a live date of this
type, provided the material is worthwhile.
Unless one is an insatiable collector of
Presiana, pass this up. (1.G.)

VOCAL

Allen Keller ssssss———

A NEW LOOK AT THE WORLD—Charlie
Parker B17: Something Sad About a Clown;
Available Girls; Ordinary People; A Question
of Time; Christmas Road; Poor Woman; Grant
Me; Beverly; Lacky My Love; | Couldn’t Care
Less; Far, Far Oat: Soath on the Tropic Breese.

Personnel: Kai Winding, Urbie Green, Nick
Travis, Paul Falise, trombones; Jack Keller,
piano; Georgo Duvivier, John Beal, basses; Bun-
ny Schauker, drums; Bob Glucksman, bongo; Kel-

ler, vocals.
Rating: % % %

Keller is a singer-songwriter, who, ac-
cording to disc jockey Alan Grant’s en-
thusiastic liner notes, has “appeared in
many clubs in the New York area, worked
Las Vegas, and most of our United States
with occasional gigs in other parts of the
world.”

He wrote every song in this album.
Allen Keller, songwriter, abets Allen
Keller, singer, but neither is outstanding.

Keller’s voice has not much depth, de-
pending instead on a “hip tonality” that
is further carried out in the modern-jazz-
influenced songs he writes.

Some of the melodies are interesting
from the jazz standpoint; most are flaccid
lyrically. One is left with the feeling that
if he didnt try so hard to be a “jazz
singer,” his effort would profit the more.
Also, it would be revealing (and prob-
ably fairer to himself) to hear Keller
sing a few standards.

This is an ambitious first effort that
doesn’t quite come off despite a con-
sistently swinging and well-arranged ac-
companiment by the four eminent trom-
bonists and rhythm section. (J.AT.)

Jimmy Rushing esssssess——

FIVE PEET OF SOUL — Colpix 446: Just
Because; 'Tain't Nobodsy's Bis-ness If I Do;
Heartaches; I'm Walkin' Through Heaven with
You; Trouble in Mind; Qooh! Look-a-There—
Ain't She Pretty; Please Come Back; You Al-
ways Hart the One You Love; Did You Ever?;
My Bucket's Got a Hole In It.

Personnel: Bernie Glow, Markie Markowitz,
Joc Newman, Snooky Young, trumpets; Billy
Byers, Jimmy Cleveland, Willic Dennis, Urbie
Green, trombones; Gene Quill, Phil Woods, alto

h H d Joh , Zoot Sims, tcnor sax-
ophones, Sol Schlinger, baritone saxophone;
Patti Bown, piano; Freddie Green, guitar; Milt
Hinton, bass; Gus Johnson, drums; Rushing,

vecals,
Rating: % % % %

The impression conveyed by some of
Rushing’s recent recordings that his once
jubilantly flexible voice was showing the
effects of years of use and was becom-
ing rough and relatively limited is, happily,
corrected by this album.

Here we have jaunty Jimmy in excellent
voice, backed by a superb band playing
well-crafted arrangements by Al Cohn in
a program that, while it is not made up
consistently of top-notch material, at
least does no violence to Rushing’s stand-
ards. On top of that, the recording is
balanced much better and is cleaner and
clearer than most of that which Rushing
has been granted lately.

Another disturbing factor on some re-
cent Rushing records — allowing him to
appear to be incidental to his accompany-
ing band—is avoided in this case because
the band is always an accompaniment, a
stimulating accompaniment at that. There
are occasional solo breakthroughs by Miss
Bown, Newman, and Sims (all very
brief), but the band works mostly as a
swinging ensemble. This is definitely a
Rushing album, and it is Rushing in un-
usually fine fettle.

One point of special interest is the inclu-
sion of that fine old Jimmie Lunceford
tune, Walkin’ through Heaven. The band
takes on a provocatively Lunceford feel-
ing on this, and Rushing manages to make
the sticky lyrics much more palatable
than Lunceford’s Dan Grissom did.

(J.S.W.)
OLD WINE
NEW BOTTLES

Verve has put together a three-LP set
called The Greatest Names in Jazz
(PR 2-3), consisting of 26 tracks by such
stalwarts as Terry Gibbs, Stan Getz, Oscar
Peterson, Charlie Parker, Lester Young,
Dizzy Gillespie, Johnny Hodges, Art Ta-

tum, Coleman Hawkins, Woody Herman, .

Gerry Mulligan, Herbie Mann, Gene
Krupa, George Shearing, Count Basie, and
Louis Bellson.

It's an impressive lineup, but the set
is rather uneven in quality. In fact, the
package, devoid of liner notes, is quite
sloppily done; there are incomplete per-
sonnels, and the set includes unissued
material and a mislabled alternate master.
There seems no excuse for this sort of
carelessness—good business practice, alone,
would dictate making the most of the new
material included. I'd hate to think that
Verve officials were unaware they were
issuing tracks never released before.

The unissued tracks are The Heat’s On
by Gillespie and Roy Eldridge and It's the
Talk of the Town by Lester Young. (I'm
indebted to Dan Morgenstern for the

information that these are first releases.)

The Gillespie-Eldridge performance is
excellent; both trumpeters were in good
form, and the competition between them
becomes heated as things proceed.

The Young track is weak, evidently made
on one of Pres’ bad latter-days—his tone
was thin, his fingers slow, but, still, the
ideas were there. Young is better repre-
sented in the set by Pres Returns, a blues
with Teddy Wilson.

The mislabled alternate master is by
Mulligan and Paul Desmond. On the
album it is titled Standstill, but it is actu-
ally a version of Tea for Two that Des-
mond named The Battle Hymn of the
Republican, a version of which was in-
cluded in the first Mulligan-Desmond al-
bum, recently repackaged. This set’s ver-
sion is much better than the one originally
issued; both saxophonists play with greater
heat and imagination. In toto, a quite
stimulating performance.

Of the other tracks, the best ones are
It Never Entered My Mind and Tour's End
(Sweet Georgia Brown), both by Getz
with Peterson, guitarist Herb Ellis, bassist
Ray Brown, with drummer Connie Kay
added on the first; a blazing performance
of Wheatleigh Hall by Gillespie and Sonny
Rollins; Chelsea Bridge by Mulligan and
Ben Webster, a classic recording; and Body
and Soul by Coleman Hawkins made at
the 1959 Playboy festival with pianist
Eddie Higgins, bassist Bob Cranshaw, and
drummer Walter Perkins, none of whom
is listed in the personnel.

There are three Parker tracks included—
a quintet performance of Back Home
Blues, a big-band version of What Is This
Thing Called Love? (incorrectly listed as
being with strings), ‘and a tepid Love for
Sale. None is an outstanding example of
Parker’s playing.

This brings up a question: why issue
inferior material when there are better
things by the same artists available to
Verve? Another example of this is Tatum’s
Trio Blues; while it certainly has its points,
it also is not up to other Tatum perform-
ances in the Verve catalog.

[ L] [

Prestige has reissued a set of excellent
1949-50 performances by Sonny Stitt—his
first on tenor saxophone—titled 4!l God’s
Children Got Rhythm (7248).

Stitt heads two groups on the album:
a quartet made up of himself; Bud Powell,
piano; Curly Russell, bass; Max Roach,
drums, and a quintet with J. J. Johnson,
trombone; John Lewis, piano; Nelson
Boyd, bass; and Roach.

The quartet tracks are outstanding. Stitt,
himself at all times but with more than
dashes of Charlie Parker and Lester Young
added, and Powell evidently inspired each
other greatly at these sessions. There are
times on these tracks when Powell reaches
peaks of creation that are almost un-
believable—few, if any, pianists have scaled
the heights Powell did at his best, as he
often is here. The quartet titles are All
God's Children, Sonnyside, Bud's Blues,
Sunset (These Foolish Things), two takes
of Fine and Dandy, Strike Up the Band,
I Want to Be Happy, and Taking a Chance
on Love.

The quintet tracks are not as consistently
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DIZzzY GILLESPIE —
STAN GETZ
SONNY ROLLINS —

Jazzmen of the Year

“For the galvanic Gillespie, 1962
was a year of fazz ebullition. Like his
fellow Jazzmen of the Year, Gilles-
pie, in the consensus of Down Beat's
editors, was performing at inspired
levels. Like Getz and Rollins, his
playing augured bravissimo peaks in
time to come.”

On Getz: “Without doubt he is one
of the finest musicians in fazz, from
an emotional-conceptual point of
view to the undeniable technical ex-
cellence he’s always had.”

“Not only was Rollins’ playing
marked by a mastery and an assur-
ance even more total than that which
had characterized it prior to his sab-
batical, it also was evident that the
man had thought long and deep
about the creative act itself and had
formed some definite conclusions
about the direction in which he
wanted to move and the role of the
supporting artists who would work
with the main improvisor.”

Read the full, fascinating
story of these three fine
artists, exclusive in Down
Beat's Music '63. If your
newsstand or music store
dealer is sold out, order di-
rect using the coupon below.
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205 W. Monroe St., Chicago 6, lil.
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brilliant, though Stitt is excellent through-
out, eating up the changes of Afternoon in
Paris, wasting no motion on Elora and
Teapot (Sweet Georgia again), and turning
in stunning Presurized performances on
two takes of Blue Mode, the first taken
at an awkwardly slow tempo that throws
all except him.

Johnson and Lewis play some melodic
solos on the tracks, but neither comes up
to the excellence of Stitt.

Johnson, though, is well represented in
his own Prestige reissue, Looking Back
(7253). Most of the tracks are by the
warm and witty quintet Johnson led with
fellow trombonist Kai Winding in the
middle 1950s. On these tracks the accom-
panying rhythm section consists of pianist
Dick Katz, whose tasty bits make one wish
he’d been given more solo space; bassist
Peck Morrison; and drummer Al Hare-
wood.

Though the group was tonally limited—
just how much variety can one achieve
with two trombones?—there was a cohe-
sion and musicality to it that made it
always interesting.

Both trombonists play with a swagger
and more than a touch of acid, which can
easily be heard on most of the Jay & Kai
performances in this album. Johnson's
solos wear well not only because of their
inventiveness but also because of John-
son’s subtle rhythmic approach—he seldom
got caught in the on-the-beat trap Winding
often fell into. Still, Winding was capable
of getting perhaps more warmth in his
playing during this time (1954) than could
Johnson; his humor also is usually well
turned. The Jay & Kai tracks are Riviera,
Dinner for One, Hip Bones, Windbag,
We'll Be Together Again, Bag’s Groove,
How Long Has This Been Going On?, and
Don’t Argue.

The other tracks in the album are by
a 1949 sextet made up of Johnson, trum-
peter Kenny Dorham, tenorist Sonny Rol-
lins (this was his first record date), John
Lewis, bassist Leonard Gaskin, and Max
Roach playing Elysses, Hilo, Fox Hunt,
and Opus V.

The spell of bebop, naturally, is on this
early session; the soloists all play in the
bop vein but seldom come up with any-
thing new—most of what is played is
cliched, and it was cliched in 1949 too.
Still, there are things to recommend about
these tracks: Dorham’s work generally is
long-lined and imaginative; Johnson’s play-
ing, while not of the caliber one hears
from him consistently now, is intense, and
it should be noted that his rhythmic ap-
proach was less subtle then than in 1954
when the Jay & Kai tracks were cut; Rol-
lins, even on this first date, played ex-
tremely well, though what he played was
Charlie Parker (as can be-heard by speed-
ing up his solos to 45 rpm); and the
rhythm section has that little rough edge,
thanks mostly to Roach, that was the
hallmark of really good bop rhythm sec-
tions.

Johnson, Dorham, and Roach also are
present on a Jazzland repackage, Reunion
(85), under Benny Golson’s leadership.
Wynton Kelly and Paul Chambers com-
plete the personnel. The album was first

issued in 1958 as The Modern Touch on
Riverside, Jazzland’s parent label.

Some of the LP’s main features are the
compositions and arrangements of Golson
(Out of the Past, Venetian Breeze, Namely
You, Blues on Down) and Gigi Gryce
(Reunion, which is based on I'll Remember
April chords, and Hymn to the Orient).
Both writers scored their arrangements
well; Gryce’s are particularly adroit.

Though the solos abound with compe-
tence and good taste (Johnson’s and Dor-
ham’s occasionally go beyond that), noth-
ing much happens. The best track, the
one on which all seem most comfortable,
is Blues, which has really fine playing by
the two brass men, Kelly, and Chambers.

Kelly was a leader on another 1958
Riverside session now repackaged as Whis-
per Not (Jazzland 83). It was first issued
as Wynton Kelly. Four tracks (Strong
Man, Ill Wind, Don’t Explain, and You
Can't Get Away) are by a trio made up
of Kelly, Chambers, and guitarist Kenny
Burrell. The other three titles (Whisper
Not, Action, and Dark Eyes) have Philly
Joe Jones’ drums added to the trio.

The trio tracks are of more interest,
though seemingly not because Jones was
absent—the men seemed to be in better
form on the trio date, even though Kelly’s
instrument wasn’t (it's dreadfully out of
tune). But the difference between the two
sessions is not great; nothing outstanding
happened either day.

Kelly, at this time, was a fine group
pianist—one of the finest accompanists in
the business and able to play a well-
constructed solo when it came time for it.
But he was not imaginative enough or able
to create enough variation in approach to
carry a whole album with his two hands.
This doesn’t mean that everything in the
album is worthless—far from it—but there
is a sameness, a one-level approach, that
fails to hold listener interest, at least one
listener’s. Practically everything rolls along
at the same intensity, the same depth, the
same emotional level. One exception is
Kelly’s fiery Il Wind solo, which has some
delightful harmonic escapades.

In all, Kelly’s greatest assets on this
early album were time and taste, both of
which he has amply.

Van Alexander is an arranger who's
been around for many years, writing any-
thing anyone might want, from stocks on
up. In 1959 he scored several compositions
that were associated with some of the
bands that played the Savoy Ballroom in
New York City, bands such as Jimmie
Lunceford’s, Chick Webb’s, Count Basie’s,
and Duke Ellington’s.

He gathered together three groups of
West Coast jazz-studio men and cut a
pleasant album for Capitol titled Home of
Happy Feet, which is now re-released as
Savoy Stomp (Capitol 1712).

The arrangements are well-done, dressed-
up '30ish things, with particularly good
writing for the sax sections, and are ex-
tremely well played by the men on the
dates. No solo credits are given, but there
are some fair Plas Johnson tenor bits and
some good Shorty Sherock (I think) trum-
pet solos. But on the whole it’s a rather
tepid big-band outing. —DeMicheal






CAUGHT IN THE ACT

JIMMY GIUFFRE

Haverford College, Haverford, Pa.
Personnel: Giuffre, clarinet; Paul Bley, piano;
Steve Swallow, bass,

The concert given by the Giuffre trio
at Haverford’s Robert’s Hall was an out-
standing exposition of the creativity pos-
sible in modern jazz. The musicians played
with an astonishing degree of rapport. The
music consisted mostly of compositions
(written by Giuffre or by Carla Bley, the
pianist’s wife) that delineated a tightly or-
ganized beginning and end but provided
ample room in between for each man to
improvise. Since most of the compositions
did not prescribe specific chord changes or
metric patterns, the musicians were bound
by few limitations in their improvisations.

One’s first reaction to such a plan of
attack is fear of impending chaos. And, in-
deed, that has been the result of many such
attempts in the past by groups such as
Ornette Coleman’s. But the remarkable
thing about Giuffre’s performance was that
the listener never lost a feeling of form,
and that the mood and tone of each com-
position remained consistent.

In Divided Men, Swallow and Giuffre
played a frenetic, squabbling duet, em-
phasizing the separate qualities of their in-
struments; yet Jesus Maria was a lilting,
swaying Mexican-flavored composition in
which one’s attention was focused on a
group working and thinking together.

Conversations, described by Giuffre as
being related to the operatic form, was
just what the title implied: Swallow and
Giuffre stood in opposite corners of the
stage, Giuffre making talking sounds on
his instrument, the bass chattering back,
and the piano having the last word. This
type of composition was consistent with
the group’s attempts to utilize their instru-
ments to their fullest capacities—Swallow
occasionally used a mallet or guitar pick
on his bass; Bley plucked and thumped the
piano strings; Giuffre used overtones or
squeals on his clarinet. Although many of
these techniques are humorous in them-
selves, it soon became apparent to the
audience that these methods of achieving
sound are completely valid ones and that
the trio was, in fact, obtaining very dra-
matic results with them.

It should be mentioned, though, that
not all the selections maintained an equally
high level. At times, the improvising be-
came repetitive and boring.

Particularly disappointing was Giuffre’s
Composition for String Orchestra and Jazz
Trio—not only because the orchestra was
missing, but because this totally written-
out work seemed formless and rather
monotonous. But other compositions, such
as The Donkey and the previously men-
tioned Jesus Maria, more than made up
for a few weak moments.

Swallow should be especially singled out
for his almost incredible performance on
the bass. His faultless pitch and technique;
his driving rhythmic ability; and above
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all, the intensity of his playing again and
again pushed the group to a better per-
formance. This young man certainly ranks
among the foremost bassists in jazz today.
It is obvious that the audience for a
group such as this is limited; the music is
certainly not “easy” to listen to. It is also
obvious that the college stage is the perfect
place for groups such as this to perform.
And hopefully, a few in the audience came
away with a new understanding of what

the jazz musician really attempts to do.
—R. Michael Scott

GEORGE BARNES-KARL KRESS
Town Hall. New York

Personnel: Barnes, Kress, guitars,

When jazzmen go into concert halls, it
is usually to present ambitious programs,
sometimes good but often merely preten-
tious. New compositions seem to be
requisite.

Thus the recent Barnes-Kress recital was
a departure. The format was simple: two
of New York’s most respected guitarists
sat down on a stage and played standards
for two hours. It was delightful.

Kress and Barnes are old friends. All
they did really was to give a demonstration
for friends—the audience of 800 looked
like a Who's Who of jazzmen—of what
they do in their off-hours for fun.

So close was the rapport between the
two guitarists that one might draw an
analogy to the two hands of a pianist.
Kress had the left-hand role.

When one mentions rhythm guitar, it is
customary to think only of Freddie Green.
But Green isn’t alone in the field. Kress,
who looks like an amiable Charles De-
Gaulle, is one of the most formidable
rhythm guitarists alive, a virtuoso of the
idiom. He has total control of this aspect
of the instrument, and some wild effects—
including a curious whistling sound he
gets by using the pick at a steeply sloped
angle—issued from his guitar. Even when
he soloed, it was mostly in a chorded
rhythm style. The beat he maintained was
always powerful; one was never conscious
of the absence of bass and drums or of
the limitation of the instrumentation.

Barnes has always been a very melodic
player and still is. It’s a little hard to pin
down his style for era—a fine musician is
a fine musician is a fine musician, which is
something everybody seems to know but
the young hippies. Barnes works a good
many modern record dates, but at Town
Hall he was—playing purely for pleasure,
and about all you could say was that the
mood evoked was of the late 1930s or
early 1940s. In his technique, however,
Barnes is distinctly a modern player.

Barnes used two guitars at Town Hall,
a regular guitar exactly like that used by
Kress, and an F-tuned guitar of his own
design. The texture of the music was light
and airy. This was to some extent inherent
in the character of the instruments, but the

players had much to 'do with it too.
The recital was recorded by United
Artists, which should console those few
guitarists who didn’t get there and were
muttering irritably the next day.
—Gene Lees

MARTIAL SOLAL

Hickory House, New York City
Personnel: Solal, piano; Teddy Kotick, bass;
Paul Motian, drums.

N S

It is a truism that one cannot rely solely
on recordings when judging the work of
any jazz musician. One needs to hear a
musician in person to really get a wider
view. Just as true, however, is the need to
avoid placing foo much emphasis on one
or two sets in a club. All this was freshly
brought to mind on hearing Solal, the
the Algerian-born French pianist who is
making his first appearance in the United
States.

First of all, he is a man with a prodi-
gious technique, and though he does not

show off with it, the listener is neverthe-
less well aware of his facility. As good as
Kotick and Motian are, Solal’s technique
often made them seem superfluous, in the
sense that when he elected to keep chang-
ing his pace, they were at odds with him.
This happened on Broadway. On Billie's
Bounce, however, he cooked straight ahead,
and all three found a common groove.

Solal’s professed favorites, Art Tatum
and Bud Powell, showed up strongly in his
first set. There also were snatches of Nat
Cole, Erroll Garner, and even a bit of
Phineas Newborn Jr. Happily, Solal is not
addicted to any of these pianists, and in
his second set, he was more completely
himself, within the general frame of refer-
ence he has taken from his main models.

He is equally fluent with both hands and
makes use of this power. Especially effec-
tive was an exploratory Stella by Starlight
and an original suite, Pour une frise, a
work divided into several moods. Here the
tempo changes were more prescribed, and
the trio meshed well.

For all his accomplishment, Solal did
not really get to my heart, but he did
come closer in the second set. The feeling
he left me with was a desire to hear more.

—Gitler
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THE RELUCTANT ART, by Benny
Green. Published by Horizon Press, 191
pages, $3.50.

There are now dozens of books about
jazz music, and new ones are published
every year. Few have any original ideas,
some are absurd, and most merely regur-
gitate majority opinions and the many
assumptions—usually presented as fact—
that have been built up over the years
by a small but influential group of jazz
“authorities.”

This small book, consisting of essays
on five important jazz figures, is more
provocative, more original, and better writ-
ten than most and is not without consid-
erable merit.

The five musicians studied—all but one
of whom are dead—are Bix Beiderbecke,
Benny Goodman, Lester Young, Billie
Holiday, and Charlie Parker. The author
is an English saxophone player who is one
of the more responsible jazz writers (and
is not to be confused with the excellent
jazz trombonist Bennie Green).

I suspect that most people directly in-
volved, or deeply interested in jazz, will
have mixed feelings about the book. A
careful reader is likely to find himself
agreeing strongly with the author at one
point and then disagreeing with him vio-
lently on another. It’s that kind of book.

The essay on Beiderbecke seems reason-
able, and Green does attempt to separate
Bix the musician from Bix the myth. But
considering the opportunities for jazz-band
employment that white jazz musicians of
Bix’ time had, Green’s charge that Beider-
becke “was a victim of his own artistic
fecklessness” may be unfair. Some would
suggest that it would be more accurate to
conclude, simply, that Beiderbecke could
not defeat the bottle.

The Goodman essay seems to be the
least successful in the book. Green does
not underrate Benny's great gift (as some
other jazz writers now find it fashionable
to do), and he wisely points out that
Goodman “stamped upon the instrument
he played a conception so irresistible and
so absolute that it has conditioned jazz
thought ever since.” But Goodman's spe-
cial skills as a demanding leader are not
mentioned, even in passing, and Green
forgets that the Goodman band was play-
ing within the dance-band tradition.

Green also makes himself look silly by
dissecting, word by word, for five pages,
a paragraph in the book The Kingdom of
Swing, which Irving Kolodin wrote hastily
as a by-line (or “as told to”) book for
Goodman during the swing era. Green
tortures and foolishly looks for deep mean-
ing in this passage that has little to do
with Goodman then or Goodman now.
Green seems to forget that Kolodin wrote
the book and that Goodman is a musician,
not a writer.

The Lester Young essay also leaves
much to be desired, largely because Green

bases his study on recordings and second-
hand information. I wonder if Green ever
even heard Young in his prime. In any
event, he seems to know nothing about
jazz in the 1930s save for records of it.

I also think it is about time that the
nonsense about how hardly anyone appre-
ciated Young’s playing during the swing
era be put down, once and for all. Perhaps
Young’s work was not appreciated in Eng-
land, where Green was, but it was appre-
ciated widely here. Fans of Young were
numerous among the musicians I grew up
with, and I do not think my group was
abnormal. I also question Green’s state-
ment that Young’s tone “in its heyday
undeniably sounded metallic.”

The piece on Miss Holiday is probably
the best in the book, largely because it has
enthusiasm. Green might have given more
credit to Teddy Wilson, the leader and
organizer of the record sessions Green
justifiably praises so highly, but Green does
do an excellent job of explaining to a
neophyte some of the reasons why Billie
Holiday was such a rare and superb jazz
singer. \

The essay on Parker is fair enough,
though there is little new here, and I
wonder about Green's regret that Parker
did not live “to see the vindication of his
methods.” I think he did. At least Parker
had many idolators and imitators while
he was living.

There are two major faults with the
book, to my mind, and these account for
a good many of the minor ones.

1. Because the author was in England
when the musicians he writes about were
creating the music he writes about, he does
not have enough firsthand knowledge of
their work and the reactions to their work
in the United States.

2. With the notable exception of the
Billie Holiday essay, Green's writing lacks
the enthusiasm that once gave less preten-
tious jazz criticism more excitement. For
some peculiar reason, those who write with
excitement about a jazz musician or a jazz
performance are now labeled “fans,” not
critics, as if critics cannot be enthusiasts
too. Green has developed that nonfan, cool
slant that passes for “serious” jazz criticism
today. —Tom Scanlan.

]
MY LIFE IN JAZZ, by Max Kamin-
sky with V. E. Hughes. Published by
Harper & Row, 242 pages, $4.95.
-~ - - |
Trumpeter Kaminsky's casual, chatty re-
counting of his life and times makes for
pleasant, light reading. Once started, I
breezed right through the book but, sad to
say, didn't come away with any real im-
pression of the man or his music. Kamin-
sky fails to really reveal himself over some
236 pages of text, and though one is
afforded some behind-the-scenes glimpses
of the various musical organizations—such
as the Joe Venuti, Tommy Dorsey, Artie
Shaw, and the Summa Cum Laude bands,

among others—with which the trumpeter
has worked and inoffensive impressions of
the jazzmen he's encountered and with
whom he has played in his professional
life, the reader never once gains an insight
into Kaminsky, the person or the jazzman.

All told, it’s a curiously disappointing
book—safe and bland. It never dares
offend. The trumpeter must have taken up
jazz for some reason; he never says why.
He tells nothing of his feeling or attraction
for the music, failing to say when he first
heard it, when he decided to play it, or
his difficulties in coming to a knowledge
of what he felt constituted it or his efforts
to master the playing of it.

He never writes of its hold on him (and
it surely must be a strong one to have
persevered over more than three decades
of playing), of the joys and frustrations
of playing. He never, in fact, evokes any
of the wondrous magic of the music.

Too bad, because I, for one, would have
liked to know about Kaminsky, what
makes him tick, what makes him a jazz
musician, what he feels jazz is (other than
a business), and what makes a good jazz
performance. I would liked to have got a
look inside a jazzman. Instead, Kaminsky
has given us a thin, superficial biography
that ultimately tells little about him.

The book is good, however, in its far-
ranging examination of the mechanics and
the business end of jazz. Kaminsky has
been around for a long while and has
participated directly in many of the music’s
movements. His account of his association
with the Shaw band, for example, offers a
vivid picture of the swing era, the hysteria,
the grueling grind of one-nighters, the
camaraderie and competition, and some
idea of the excitement the music could
generate. His portrait of New York’s 52nd
St. during the 1940s is likewise good, as is
his account of his society-band experiences.

In his comments on the dissolution of
the big-band era and the development and
increasing popularity of bop and modern
jazz forms, Kaminsky does attempt to be
objective, but such statements as “In the
’50s a whole new generation of young
people grew up knowing nothing about
real jazz [my italics], and among them
were the new musicians and new critics”
give the man away.

An entertaining, occasionally informa-
tive, and often evocative book; but I sure
wish Max had given a bit more of him-
self away. —Welding
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DISCUSSION som pase 22

Basie: I wouldn't say fickle, but the
trends of things are changing. And they
always have changed. Everything’s got
to change. If it didn’t you'd still have
the Woolworth Building.

Teagarden: You know, most cocktail
lounges can't afford any more than
about six pieces. If they had a big band,
you’d have to have 2,000 seats, at least,
filled every night in order to make
expenses.

Basie: Some small places, even if they
lose a few dollars or just break even,
they’ll bring big bands in for a night
or something like that just for prestige
—which is very smart.

Down Beat: Count, you’ve had men in
your band who are pace-setters, How
does one replace men like that?

Basie: Selecting men for those seats?
Well, you just don't try to think about
Lester Young or Hershel Evans or Don
Byas or anything like that. There used
to be days when bands were built on
tenor players, trumpet players, and
things like that. But that’s a bad thing
to do now, because if you lose them,
you're through. So, therefore, it’s like
Maynard said, you set yourself more
ensemble things, which I find out is a
great thing. It’s all right to have great
guys in the section, but when they leave
you, you're almost through. . . . Be-
cause it's awfully sickening when some-
body says, “Man, what are you gonna
do—you ain’t got Oscar with you?” Or,
“Where’s Ouijee?”

Teagarden: Musicians are like a team of
horses, we'll say. You know you've seen
these horses that pull the big famous
beer truck. Well, in a way it’s like that.
Musicians are like unbroken ponies.
They want to go, a lot of them. And
they can go, but they will never get
seasoned until they learn to work in a
team. Like, everybody pull that wagon
together.

Down Beat: Art Blakey said in a Blind-
fold Test that young musicians today
never had big-band experience. And he
felt that it would make them much
better musicians.

Teagarden: Before I went with Paul
Whiteman, I was talking with Bix one
day and I said, “Bix, does being in a
big band like that and being held down
to concerts, does it bore you or any-
thing like that?” He said, “No, it's the
greatest experience I ever had—working
under a baton and learning—it’s been
the greatest training I ever had.” And
Whiteman had everybody, Trumbauer
and Joe Venuti, and they all say the
same thing—that was the greatest train-

ing they ever had. Musicians have to-

learn to work in an orchestra.
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Down Beat: It’s the discipline?
Teagarden: That’s it—the teamwork.

Basie: Some of the kids coming up want
to play a lot. They’ve got guys like this
coming out and playing, and he goes on
to think about nobody but Maynard,
you understand what I mean? And
that’s where he’s going. He’s not think-
ing about himself or how to create
something himself, to be an originator.
All he can hear is Maynard. And so
many guys like Maynard and Dizzy
have really messed up some good trum-
pet players. That'’s true, you know. . . .

Teagarden: The ones that think they're
stars and ain't—they’re the ones that
give you trouble.

Basie: I tell the arrangers to concen-
trate on the band. _

Teagarden: And young musicians finally
learn, when they miss a few meals.
Some of those guys I've known were
very talented, but they cut out from
me because I wouldn’t put their name
up on top of the billing. . . . If a boy
will just listen to Count Basie or a
person who has had to miss a lot of
meals, he won’t have to miss any. But
if he gets big-shot and cuts out, he's
gonna miss 'em—he ain’t gonna work.

Basie: All of a sudden they're going to
put you down. You can’t pinpoint
things like that, because the youngsters
today, they’ve got ambition, you know.
And these guys 90 years old can’t al-
ways be the marquee backers. It’s got
to be that some youth has got to come
along and take it over. It really gripes
me when I see how hard it is for the
youngsters to really hit and make it,
because I think there needs to be some
young blood take over. But it’s so hard
for owners and promoters to promote,
because the kids have no marquee value.

I've heard a couple of bands that are
really wonderful, that people would en-
joy hearing if they could just get to
them. But that's what I think should
happen. . . . The youngster now that’s
coming up with any kind of groups that
are not known, he has a tough way to
go—and that is tragic, that really is. . . .

Down Beat: The big bands have a sax
section, a trombone section, a trumpet
section, a rhythm section. Why does
this have to be? Why is it like this?
Why must a big band be sectionalized?
Ferguson: I have what could be termed
the old-fashioned setup in my band.
That is, 1 -have thre€trumpets, not
counting myself; two trombones; four
saxophones; and three rhythm. . . . I've
doubled all my life, and I don't think
we need to invent new instruments, like
mellophoniums. I think the instruments
within the legitimate scope, like baritone
horn, should be used.

But, of course, there’s also a trap to
that. Supposing Maynard Ferguson adds

three baritone horns, and I'm not go-
ing to be kind to the players just be-
cause they’re not used to the instru-
ments. I want baritone horn players
that play jazz. Now, I get a section of
baritone horn players, and let’s say that
I have a tuba player, and I use a couple
of French horns. I try and get all the
family of brass, which really makes a
beautiful sound. The replacement of
these guys would be so impractical and

"so difficult that that enters into it.

Down Beat: In other words, the section-
alized big band sort of generates itself?

Ferguson: Right. But changes are com-
ing to be, and Stan Kenton probably
is responsible for some of that because
of the fact that he did start using mello-
phoniums, even though I don’t agree
with using those particular instruments.
I don’t think they create the quality of
sound that using the regular brasses
will. It might be that it’s easier to hire
trumpet players to switch to those in-
struments rather than to hire them and
have them play baritone horn or French
horn, which calls for starting from
scratch, which—naw, that’s an exaggera-
tion, but you've got to start over again

- in many different technical ways.

Down Beat: What about writing for a
big band? Most of the big bands have
always played one section against an-
other. Suppose somebody came out with
a band that was not like all the other
bands—it might catch on. You hear so
many people say, “Gee, they ought to
bring back the bands.” But they're really
saying, “Gee, they ought to bring back
my youth.” Because most ' of these
people_are middle-aged. Now -suppose,
with a new audience—today's youth—a
big band, a different big band
emerged. . ..

Ferguson: I think that my thinking is
right on that, but then again I suppose
every leader believes he’s thinking right.
We're contemplating a new album right
now, and in the last discussion we had
between four of the guys that will do
most of the writing and myself, I told
them that I wanted to start using the
sound of the original—I call it the
original—Miles Davis band. Remember
with the tuba and the French horn? We
don’t need to use the same voicings be-
cause there have been changes since
then, even though it’ll still sound very,
very hip, if we may use that term.
We’re advancing along those lines all
the time.

I’'m also trying to encourage a lot of
the younger guys. I have a guy by the
name of Mike Abene who’s arranging
now. He was the piano player on that
Newport Youth Band. He’s a little
young genius. It's interesting to see him
learn from Willie Maiden- while Willie
Maiden grins and learns from him.
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