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bands, with the West Coast logging an
increasingly impressive show on records
over the past several years. Louie Bellson,
Frankie Capp/Nat Pierce, and Bob Florence
(yes, and Bill Holman and Ray Anthony
among others) are at the helms of powerful,
studio pro-studded ensembles, whose cap-
tured live performances can tingle the spine
and almost blow dry the hair.

Florence’s effort sparkles particularly, in
part from the extremely crisp digital record-
ing, but even more from his meticulously
sculpted and brilliantly articulated arrange-
ments. These concert-length performances,
six to ten minutes each, culled from four
nights at the Redondo Beach haven, balance
limpid, tidy writing with relaxed yet
focused solos from top flight big band
veterans, at least three of whom (Hardaway,
Harper, Perkins) go back with Florence as far
as his 1959 Carlton LP. And Hardaway—
who takes two amiable choruses to light up
the opener, Charlie—held down the tenor
chair with Si Zentner when Florence was
his arranger at the turn of the '60s.

Florence writes and plays a lot. He spaces
ensembles neatly (Party’s sax and trumpet
exchanges), and blows Basieish foil for the
charts (on the ballads, he provides cushions
for superb halcyon statements by Luening
and Christlieb), thus avoiding heavyhanded-
ness or overkill. Indeed, throughout the
album there is the sense of a gentle and
judicious intelligence at work, so that even
fortissimo peaks—with ten brass, six reeds
and rhythm coming at you—seem somehow
polite and chary of expressing hot and dark
sentiments like those Bill Holman and
Johnny Richards conjured for Kenton, or
which Mingus could suggest with five men.

Fine solos come, too, from Perkins and
Pizzi, but the band is, after all, Florence’s
main ax. He carves guess-again contours on
the blues (Spaces, Party), tongue-in-groove
sections effortlessly (Evie, a bouncing samba
to his wife; the bullish Charlie to KKGO's
Chuck Niles), and polishes all to a high
sheen. Childers and Ceroli, top and bottom,
deliver exceptional bite and boot.

—bouchard

TALKING HEADS

REMAIN IN LIGHT—Sire SRK 6095:
Born UNDER PuNcHEs (THE HEAT GoEs
ON); CROSSEYED AND PAINLESSS; THE
GREAT CURVE; ONCE IN A LIFETIME;
Houses IN MoTioN; SEEN AND Nor
SEEN; LISTENING WIND; THE OVERLOAD.
Personnel: David Byrne, guitar, bass,
keyboards, percussion; Adrian Belew,
guitar; Jerry Harrison, guitar, bass, key-
boards, percussion; Tina Weymouth, bass,
keyboards, percussion; Brian Eno, bass,
keyboards, percussion, vocals, producer;
Chris Frantz, drums, percussion, key-
boards; Jose Rossy, Robert Palmer, percus-
sion; Nona Hendryx, vocals.
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Talk about the delightfully danceable Talk-

ing Heads album has centered around the

music's African origins (underlined by a

bibliography in the press kit), but when
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David Byrne walks from his loft on Manhat-
tan’s lower east side, the box on the black
kid's shoulder is more likely to be playing P-
Funk than African drums, and that’s an
equal component of Remain In Light’s
intoxicating aura. While Byrne’s scholastic
brain frames the album with African de-
signs, putting the listener within a resolutely
even and propulsive recorded mix, the
band's use of repetitive rhythmic structures
to establish a groove is as old as funk. But
the Heads also draw from a wider frame of
reference that includes the jazz-funk that has
flourished in New York clubs through bands
like DeFunkt and August Darnell’s light-
hearted Savannah Band spin-offs, and of
course, the Heads’ own formidable history.
Brian Eno, who has helped produce all but
their quirky pop debut, Talking Heads: 77, is
a total collaborator this time around, writing
the music with Byrne and making his own
Here Come The Warm Jets another logical
reference point for the new work.

Songs like Born Under Punches and
Crosseyed And Painless, with words co-
written by Byrne and Eno, blossom from a
tight weave of rhythms and spices, from a
broad spectrum of vocal and instrumental
colors. Snatches of melody are spread atop a
thick bed of bumping basses and shuffling
percussion, with guitars scratching out
clipped rhythms and occasionally, as on
Adrian Belew's solo on Crosseyed, stepping
out with the harsh beauty of the best rock.
The words, like the songs’ structures, spin
back onto themselves like a cat chasing its
tale, with Eno-dominated harmonies adding
an ephemeral taste to the Heads’ sound that
complements Byrne’s questing (albeit con-
tinually brooding) persona.

“Sometimes the .world has a load of
question,” Byrne sings on The Great Curve.
“Seems like the world knows nothing at all.”
Byrne is still the confused outsider, but he’s
shed the claustrophobic paranoia of Fear Of
Music for the open-ended and self-aware
view of somebody unwilling to accept
simple poses as answers. In these songs,
truth is most likely to be found in “water
flowing underground,” which is to say, in
continuity, and in the inter-locking rhythms
that take us down to the river.

What's more, Byrne's quicker to laugh at
himself. Once In A Lifetime sketches beauti-
ful-wife-bougeois-bliss, but when Byrne
sings “And you may ask yourself—Well ...
how did I get here?” he sounds like nobody
as much as Middle America’s favorite yokel,
Steve Martin.

There are a couple of misfires on Remain
In Light, most notably the impossibly ear-
nest Seen And Not Seen which sounds like
avant garde Donovan, but the exceptionally
rich recorded sound calms the listener until
an image like “the wind in my heart” from
Listening Wind catches one in trance-like
absorption. In concert, the Talking Heads
have consistently proved themselves the
most rhythmically deft of the new wave, but
Remain In Light is their first album to revel
in that process. In this sense, then, old
Talking Heads fans might be surprised to
find that their new music is not a radical
departure, but the truest Talking Heads of
all. —milward

AMINA CLAUDINE
MYERS

SONG FOR MOTHER E—Leo LR100: I'm
Nor AFRaID; 3/4's OF 4/4; HAve MERCY
UpoN Us CHANT; SoNG For MOTHER E;
THE REAL SIDE; THE IMMORTAL; INNER
DesTRUCTION; I'M NOT AFRAID, REFRAIN.
Personnel: Myers, piano, organ, giggle
stick, voice; Pheeroan ak Laff, drums,
gong, little instruments, voice.
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POEMS FOR PIANO: THE PIANO
MUSIC OF MARION BROWN—Sweet
Earth SER 1005: TooMER TRIPTYCH:
SWEET EARTH FLYING, NOVEMBER
CotToN FLOWER, EVENING SONG; SUNDAY
CoMEDOWN; GOLDEN LApy IN HER
GRAHAM CRACKER WINDOW; SIENNA
Mammoun; Going HoME.

Personnel: Myers, piano.

* k kK

It’s an understatement to note that from time
to time, and not coincidentally, jazz has
been informed by genuine spirituality. The
music of Ellington, Mahalia Jackson, Mary
Lou Williams, Dollar Brand, John Coltrane
and McCoy Tyner, to cite but a few exam-
ples, has been illuminated by flames of
another world. Now comes Amina Claudine
Myers, who, like her progenitors, seems
infused with other-natural powers.

I'm Not Afraid sets the tone of the first of
these albums, as primeval piano chords and
motifs move over a hypnotic bass line. Have
Mercy On Us Chant, a cosmic hymn, is this
album’s longest and most elaborate piece.
Ethereal organ resonances melt into open
lines, then descend to a bass figure comple-
mented by a sotto voce vocal refrain. A
musical analogy of Blake's Marriage Of
Heaven And Hell? Whatever, it's a moving,
universal excursion. The most spiritual tone,
though, is strikingly delineated on Song For
Mother E. A spiritual (literally), it’s one of
those pristine pieces in which there’s no
wasted note or gratuitous gesture; every note
falls naturally into place.

Throughout, Myers' playing is marked by
determination and conviction, recalling
again and again the stance of John Coltrane
on releases like A Love Supreme and
Impressions. The Real Side again pits pur-
poseful voicings over a deliberate bass
figure, and The Immortal is pure, celestial
music, in the broadest sense. Inner Distrac-
tion moves one step further outside, as the
music of the spheres comes close to being
the cacophony of the spaces.

Poems For Piano, the second of these
releases, takes us from the sacred to the
secular as Myers interprets six compositions
for piano by Marion Brown. Unlike Brown’s
experimental, sometimes fiery small group
work, his piano music is ingenuous, often
built on childlike bass patterns supporting
fragile, song-like melodies.

The three pieces comprising Toomer Trip-
tych were inspired by the Harlem Renais-
sance writer Jean Toomer, whose poetry
Brown values for its lyricism. Sweet Earth
Flying, an etude in singing, carefully deline-
ated passion, evokes one of Brown's avowed
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