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JACK DEJOHNETTE:
MULTIDIRECTIONAL MUSICIAN
A drummer who ploys to cha-chas and calypsos? Well, 
he used to anyway. He's built his rep around jazz, 
thoroughly convincing db readers of his merits 
throughout the '80s (see our polls). But there's more to 
his music than just ¡azz. For composer/bandleader/ 
"multidirectional" musician Jack DeJohnette, a world of 
new music awaits to be made. Jeff Levenson catches 
him in-stride.

54th ANNUAL db READERS 
POLL
Woody Shaw enters the Hall of Fame, Wynton and Jack 
D. repeat as Jazz Musician of the Year/top trumpeter 
and top drummer, respectively. Sure, the perennials are 
here, but look for the new winners as well.

BENNY CARTER:
A LEGEND IN PROCESS
1989 has proven to be another great year for multi- 
instrumentalist/bandleader/composer Benny Carter. 
Worldwide touring, new recordings, the lecture circuit— 
is this guy ever gonna slow down? Writer Mitchell 
Seidel, along with the rest of us, can only wonder.

AND THE BEAT GOES ON
With a startling array of percussive-oriented players, 
Bill Milkowski, Scott Yanow, and Robin Tolleson 
relay some of the magic that goes into playing the music 
rhythmically.

6 on the beat, by John Ephland.

8 chords & discords
11 news
14 riffs
31 record & cd reviews: Marvin "Smitty" 

Smith; Benny Carter; Lionel Hampton; John Zorn; Jean-Luc 
Ponty,- Mark O'Connor; Stu Hamm; Robbie Krieger; New 
Winds; Bootin' Jazz; Zawinul Syndicate; John Coltrane; Big 
Bang,- Waxing On: The Blues —Yesterday & Today: Great 
Bluesmen At Newport; Screamin' Jay Hawkins; Memphis Slim; 
Otis Spann,- Skip James; James Van Buren; Bessie Smith; 
Reverend Billy C. Wirtz; The Jeff Healey Band; Clarence 
Carter; Blues Boy Willie; Jumpin' Johnny And The Blues 
Party; Bob Margolin; The Kinsey Report; The Backsliders.

51 video reviews: "VCR Verities & Vexations," by 
Frank-John Hadley.

53 blindfold test: Bobby Previte, by Gene Santoro.

54 profile: Yusef Lateef, by Dave Heiland.

57 caught: Chicago Jazz Festival, by Kevin Whitehead; 
Abdullah Ibrahim & Ekaya, by Fred Bouchard.

64 pro shop
pro SeSSIOn: "John Scof¡eld's Solo on 'Best 
Western — Phrygian Voicings," by Rick Peckham.

69 book review: Miles—The Autobiography, by 
Stephanie Stein.
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MULTIDIRECTIONAL MUSICIAN

By Jeff Levenson

Woodstock, 90 miles north of New
York City, and he has just finished 
struttin', New Orleans-style, at a 
Democratic fundraiser for local 
candidates seeking elected office. One 
of those locals is Ed Sanders, 
celebrated Fug emeritus, whose 
penchant for the absurd should serve 
him well in politics.

The Woodstock area is a haven for 
creative types and DeJohnette counts 
among his neighbors some 
distinguished jazz playmates: Pat 
Metheny, Dave Holland, Carla Bley, 
Steve Swallow, Howard Johnson, 
Anthony Cox, Jimmy Cobb, Warren 
Bernhardt, Mike Mantier. There's a 
sense of community among many of 
them, sometimes evidenced in 
collaborative projects, or in their 
support of socially-minded events such 
as the fundraiser. In Woodstock one 
feels a relaxed pull that inspires 
creative thought and a cooperative 
spirit.

Dejohnette has done well in this 
environment. In recent years, he has 
truly come into his own, 
demonstrating to the jazz world that 
his talents are far-reaching, that his 
gifts as a percussionist are the tips of 
a musical iceberg, that his creativity 
encompasses a worldly, music-and-art 
sensibility. Even those who have 
followed just the highpoints of his 
career—his work with Charles Lloyd, 
Miles Davis, John Abercrombie, 
Ornette Coleman, Keith Jarrett, New 
Directions, Special Edition, and other 
peak associations in between —know 
of his versatility and musicianly ways.

It has become increasingly apparent that DeJohnette is more 
than just a drummer’s drummer—he is a focused artist who 
thrives on challenges and places himself in situations that 
encourage spirited play. Witness the interactive chemistry among 
band members on his latest records as a leader, Irresistible Forces 
and Audio-Visualscapes.

His most recent projects have him shifting mindsets and 
examining various stylistic attitudes: Parallel Realities, an 
acoustic and electronic romp with Metheny and Herbie Hancock 
(completed a few months back and slated for release in the 
spring) finds him and his fellow bright lights thinking texturally as 
well as melodically; the newly issued Zebra, a video soundtrack 
album, has him dueting on synthesizers with longtime friend 
Lester Bowie; a recording date with baritonist Nick Brignola, 
scheduled a day after our talk, had him motoring down to Rudy 
Van Gelder’s studio in New Jersey; and later that same week, 
Dejohnette left for a tour of Europe with the Standards Trio of 
Jarrett and Gary Peacock. The man’s been busy.

Given this swirl of activity, Dejohnette approached our 
interview with enthusiasm but with the idea that his musical 
projects should speak for themselves. Quite obviously, he wanted 
to talk about other things. Though we began by discussing his 
recent trio outing with Metheny and Hancock, other topics soon 
emerged. Consciousness-raising was clearly the order of the day.

Jeff Levenson: Let's start with Parallel Realities.

Jack Dejohnette: Herbie and Pat had never done anything on 
record together, but none of us are strangers. I’m really thankful 
they respected me enough musically to do it. At first I thought we 
should have a bass player, but with the technology available— 
especially Pat’s Synclavier—I thought it really wasn’t necessary. 
So Pat and I got together. We actually co-produced the album and 
we each wrote four songs. It’s very much an equal collaboration. 
We wanted to make a listenable album.
J.L.: Was that the prevailing attitude as you approached the project?

J.D.: It was very important to make people feel something. We’re 
in a world right now where everything is a quick fix. It’s instant 
gratification. “I want it now, I can’t wait until tomorrow.” We’ve lost 
our patience to wait on things. And that’s something that’s very 
important and that takes time. It’s like the Standards Trio. It’s not 
about standards, its about what we do with them, the process. Bill 
Moyers had a [TV] program the other day with [the late philoso
pher] Joseph Campbell and they were discussing the power of 
myths. Moyers asked him, “Can we have myths in a modern age?” 
Campbell said, “Not in the same way we used to have them. 
Things are moving too fast.” Things used to be passed down word 
of mouth. Now its the age of computers and records and tapes.
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We have to create our myths for this age.
J.L.: How does that affect your art or your ability to make art?

J.D.: I think life itself is an art. The whole creation is really art. 
But in order for art to recognize art, you have to educate people. 
And unfortunately, in this country, maybe 15 or 20 years ago, we 
had more of an appreciation. We had funding for it and we also had 
a better educational system. Music was in the schools. Kids were 
being turned on to it. Our political system in the last eight or 10 
years has eroded that all away. We have to create alternatives. You 
have to go out there and reach that audience. And maybe you can’t 
do it via established routes. We need people to just be creative and 
try to reach people so they know about art. We need to teach 
people about our music.

I used to do gigs in Chicago where we’d play cha-chas, and swing 
stuff, and calypsos, and people would be dancing to the music. 
Then when people started listening, and the music came out of the 
clubs into the concert halls, it had elegance but it became kind of 
stuffy. It got to be intellectual and we lost a lot. We lost our mass 
audience. The musicians wanted to be recognized, not necessarily 
as entertainers but as artists—with respect. That’s why a lot of 
musicians went to Europe. They got respect. We’re still fighting 
for that here in America.

There’s still this whole thing of portraying musicians as drugged- 
out, crazy people. Look at the movie Bird. The movie never gave 
you the feeling that Charlie Parker was a genius. The music Bird 
played healed a lot of people, but from the movie we’re left with 
the idea that he was a poor bastard, that he lived a lousy life. I 
think that the music that Charlie Parker played, what he wrote, 
the spirit of what he did, was honest and true and that’s the thing 
we should be appreciating. We should have walked out of that 
movie celebrating him and humming his music.
J.L.: In Miles' new autobiography [see ''Book Reviews," p. 69], he 
talks with disgust about how certain black musicians lowered 
themselves seeking respect and admiration from predominantly white 
audiences. Specifically, he resented the way Louis Armstrong resorted 
to "Tomming."

J.D.: Maya Angelou has a poem about that. She talks about the 
mask. The mask that masks the pain. Louis really felt bad about 
the treatment of his people. He was vocal about it later on. He 
smiled that smile because that was his trademark. Rochester 
[Eddie Anderson] and Steppin’ Fetchit and all those guys knew 
what was happening. These were people who wanted to raise 
children, wanted to have a chance to have a better education. 
Sometimes their esteem was traded for that.

Racism is on the rise in this country. Unfortunately its our job

A
N

D
Y 

FR
EE

B
ER

G

and that of other minorities to remind white people, “Hey, don’t 
make that mistake again.” White people have to internalize that 
the skin is like a badge—you have to wear it all the time. We 
wonder, “Okay, I didn’t get that job. Was it because I was black, 
or was it because I wasn’t talented?” A white person doesn’t have 
to worry about that unless he’s dealing with a reverse-quota 
system. Then he feels the racism and he becomes indignant. Then 
he knows what it feels like to be on the other side, to go into a 
neighborhood and hear, “Nigger, get the hell out of here!” When I 
was living in Chicago there were places where you couldn’t go, you 
wouldn’t cross the tracks. You’d run the hell out of there.
J.L.: Was your involvement with the AACM [Association for the 
Advancement of Creative Musicians] during your early days in 
Chicago a response to those racial concerns?

J.D.: That was partially it, but it was about music, mainly. It was 
an ideal place where black musicians could have an alternative. 
Muhal [Richard Abrams] set it up, got a charter for it, figured out 
where we could go to play our own music. We were trying to raise 
the consciousness of black people. Look, when I was coming up, 
jazz was not a good word. If you wanted to be a jazz musician, 
[most people thought] you’d never make money, you’d be strung- 
out on drugs.

DeJohnette with musical mate Lester Bowie.

J.L.: Luckily it didn't turn out that way for you.

J.D.: Music has been very good to me and I have more enthusiasm 
for it now than ever. It has given me back a lot. It’s a spiritual thing 
for me, a religious thing, almost, and I’m blessed in that sense. 
I’ve played with the legends and history-makers of the music.
J.L.: Do you believe that your music will have historical value? Will 
writers write about its importance?

J.D.: The first thing is, how we refer to it. I realized that some 
musicians, myself, Ornette, and other guys 1 came up with, don’t 
have names for the music they play. None of the musicians gave 
the music names. I mean, once the intellectuals started digging 
bebop they gave it the name “bebop.” Some musicians would say, 
“That’s not bebop, it’s our music. Its Charlie Parker’s music. It’s 
the music of the moment, of right now. We don’t call it bebop, we 
don’t call it mainstream, we don’t call it free jazz. We don’t call it 
anything.” So I thought I’ll take responsibility for what I do. I call 
what I do “multidirectional music.” When somebody talks about 
Jack Dejohnette’s music, he can use the term “multidirectional.”

I like all kinds of music. I like reggae, I like soul music, I like hip 
hop, I like rock, I like bluegrass, I like opera. If it’s happening, if 
it’s something you can feel, then its real. That’s what’s happening.

It’s like when I was with Charles Lloyd. We played the Fillmore 
East and West. We were on bills with Big Brother and The Holding
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Company, Cream, The Jefferson Airplane. We all worked the same 
circuit because Bill Graham was the first guy to bring all the music 
together. We need to get back to that. We need the cross
fertilization. Graham was at the forefront of that stuff, but we’ve 
gone backwards the last 18 years. The way we’ve gone, it gives 
the impression that nothing has been happening creatively in 
America. Of course, that’s not true.
J.L.: Given that your overall point of view has been shaped by so 
many different musics, how do you view your drumming? Do you 
feel that you've created a signature style of play?

J.D.: I think that people know me and my sound. The sound of 
my snare, the way I touch the cymbals. You know how you can 
hear a singer and know who it is? Well, the same holds true for 
drummers. It’s personality. I know the touch of the great drummers. 
I know Philly Joe [Jones], or Tony [Williams], or Bernard Purdie, 
or Roy Haynes, or Elvin [Jones], or Kenny Clarke, or Max [Roach], 
or Paul Motian. It’s not only how they hit the drums; it’s how they 
run around the kit—the feel, the approach, the attitude.
J.L.: Aren't you concerned that synthesizers will interfere with just 
that, with a player's ability to reveal his or her personality through 
the music?

J.D.: I see synthesizers the way an artist sees the palette. You’re 
dealing with sound and color. I see it as enhancement, because I 
like to think of music as a mixture of acoustic and electronic 
[elements]. What you do with those things is the important issue. 
On Zebra I tried to approach the electronics from an acoustical 
point of view. It gave me the advantage of creating multilayers of 
rhythm and being able to create moods.

You see, you don’t always need a beat. The media tells us there’s 
got to be a beat. It’s got have a groove to it. It’s got to swing. Well, 
swing is not always true or false. Swing can be lyrical. It can be a 
rhythm that’s not necessarily in time. It can be abstract time and 
it can move you and it can swing. Time is a man-made illusion. You 
know, we create time. We tell time by the clocks, but it’s all illusion. 
It’s like a canvas you can paint on. You can play with it, stretch it, 
go up and down with it.

When I listen to a lot of music and see a lot of videos, I see 
some sad stuff out there. And I think that so much could be done 
creatively. We need to start living our lives more spontaneously 
and creatively. We’ve gotten away from spontaneity. We have to 
learn to roll with impermanence, because we’ve created the illusion 
of permanence. We’ve got to learn to really understand one 
another. We’ve got to learn what we’re all about. We’ve got to 
learn that black people are not just about eating collard greens and 
saying, “What’s happenin’, bro?” Music is one way to do it, but it’s 
also about the power of the word, of poetry, education, communi
cation, of dropping the bigotry and taking the blinders off our eyes.
J.L.: It's interesting to think of art as providing the means for that 
kind of salvation.

J.D.: That’s what’s so fascinating about jazz. It’s that you have 
individualism within the collective context, but it works democrat
ically. We’ve got to get to the point where money is not the issue 
but substance is. Everything now is based on dollars, not on 
compassion and caring. That’s what we really need. We’ve got to 
get decent housing for people, get homeless people off the streets. 
We need first-class education because the rest of the world is 
passing us by. And we’ve got to do it in the next five or 10 years.

Unfortunately, we just had an administration that took funds 
from education, spent more money on defense and less on domestic 
programs. There’s no excuse in a country as rich as this one for 
citizens not getting a decent education. We cannot afford to waste 
minds like that.

The demise of certain things always opens the doors to other 
things. There are alternatives coming. It’s not as bleak as it seems. 
People want to hold on to things, to musical things, to bebop, to 
the mainstream, to whatever. We have to be able to be renewed. 
We have to keep renewing ourselves. When stuff gets too safe and 
comfortable, that’s when it falls apart. We ought to come up with 
alternative ways of thinking. db

JACK DEJOHNETTE’S EQUIPMENT
DeJohnette’s drums are Sonor Milites with a 6'/2X 14-inch snare, rack toms 
that are 8 x 8, 9 x 10, and 11x13 inches. His floor tom toms measure 15x14 
and 17 x 16-inch with a 16 x 22-inch bass drum. Jack plays his own Sabian 
Jack Dejohnette signature series cymbals, which includes a 14-inch hit-hat, 
16- and 18-inch crash cymbals, 22- and 20-inch rides, and a 20-inch China. 
His hardware includes his Sonor signature series with electronics by Korg. 
models DDD-1, M1, and DSM-1.
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JACK DEJOHNETTE 
SELECTED 

DISCOGRAPHY

as a leader
AUDIO-VISUALSCAPES—MCAJImpulse 2- 

8029
IRRESISTIBLE FORCES-MCA/Impulse 

5992
ALBUM ALBUM —ECM 823 467-2
INFLATION BLUES ECM 1244
TIN CAN ALLEY - ECM 1189
SPECIAL EDITION ECM 827 649-1
NEW DIRECTIONS IN EUROPE - ECM 829 

158-2
NEW DIRECTIONS—ECM 1128
NEW RAGS-ECM 1103
PICTURES- ECM 1079
UNTITLED -ECM 1074
SORCERY Prestige 10081
COSMIC CHICKEN - Prestige 10094
HAVE YOU HEARD?- Milestone 9029
COMPLEX Milestone 90022

with Keith Jarrett
RUTA AND DAITYA ECM 1021 
STANDARDS VOL 1 • ECM 811 966-1 
STANDARDS VOL. 2-ECM 825 015-1 
CHANGES - ECM 817 436-2

with Charles Lloyd
FOREST FLOWER Atlantic 1473
BEST OF -Atlantic 1556
DREAM WEAVER Atlantic 1459
LOVE IN- Atlantic 1481
FLOWERING OF THE ORIGINAL QUAR

TET -Atlantic 1586
IN EUROPE Atlantic 1500
IN THE SOVIET UNION -Atlantic 1571 
JOURNEY WITHIN- Atlantic 1493 
SOUNDTRACK ■ Atlantic 1519

with John Abercrombie
NIGHT—ECM 823 212-1
GATEWAY ONE - ECM 829 192-2
GATEWAY TWO - ECM 1105
TIMELESS - ECM 829 114-1

with Miles Davis
IN A SILENT WAY - Columbia CJ-40580 
BITCHES BREW Columbia J2C-40577 
LIVE AT THE FILLMORE - Columbia 30038 
LIVE-EVIL Columbia 30954

with Pat Metheny/Ornette Coleman
SONG X-Geffen 24096

with Pat Metheny
80/81 - ECM 2-815 579-f

with Dave Holland
TRIPLICATE —ECM 837 113-1

with Lester Bowie
ZEBRA- MCA 42160

with Eliane Elias
CROSS CURRENTS - Denon CY2180

with Tommy Smith
STEP BY STEP-Blue Note 919302

with Ralph Towner
BATIK-ECM 1121

with Collin Walcott
CLOUD DANCE—ECM 825 469-2

with George Adams
SOUND SUGGESTIONS - ECM 1141

with JoAnne Brackeen 
ANCIENT DYNASTY -Columbia 36593 
KEYED /N—Columbia 36075

with McCoy Tyner
SUPERTRIOS—Milestone 55003

with Miroslav Vitous
MOUNTAIN IN THE CLOUDS-Atlantic 

1622

with Terje Rypdal/Miroslav Vitous
TRIO - ECM 825 470-2
TO BE CONTINUED - ECM 1192

with Jan Garbarek
PLACES—ECM 829 195-2

with Kenny Wheeler
DEER WAN —ECM 829 385-2
GNU HIGH-ECM 825 591 -2

with Gary Peacock
TALES OF ANOTHER - ECM 827 418-2

with Richie Beirach
ELM-ECM 1142

with Bill Evans
AT THE MONTREUX JAZZ FESTIVAL — 

Verve V6-8762

with Sonny Rollins
REEL LIFE-Milestone 9108
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HALL OF FAME
174 Woody Shaw
106 Red Rodney
105 Lee Morgan
60 J. J. Johnson
60 Gerry Mulligan
60 Charlie Rouse

Ö0?
JAZZ MUSICIAN 
OF THE YEAR
340
184
132
120
76
72

Wynton Marsalis
Miles Davis
Michael Brecker 
Pat Metheny 
Branford Marsalis 
Betty Carter

JAZZ ALBUM OF 
THE YEAR
144

114

114

108
102

Letter From Home, Pat 
Metheny (Geffen)
Amandla, Miles Davis (Warner 
Bros.)
Majesty Of The Blues, Wynton 
Marsalis (Columbia) 
Blackwood, Eddie Daniels (GRP) 
Akoustic Band, Chick Corea 
(GRP)

SOUL/R&B ALBUM 
OF THE YEAR
244 Yellow Moon,

Neville Brothers (A&M)
Don't Be Cruel, Bobby Brown 
(MCA)
Batman, Prince (Warner Bros.)

POP/ROCK ALBUM 
OF THE YEAR
228 Batman, Prince (Warner 

Bros.)
Vivid, Living Colour (Epic) 
Amandla, Miles Davis (Warner 
Bros.)

POP/ROCK 
MUSICIAN OF THE
YEAR
444
144
120
80
64
60

Sting
Miles Davis
Prince
Tracy Chapman 
Peter Gabriel
Vernon Reid VE
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SOUL/R&B 
MUSICIAN OF THE 
YEAR
216 Robert Cray
204 Ray Charles
168 Prince
136 Lou Rawls
108 B. B. King
104 Neville Brothers
80 James Brown
56 Anita Baker

ACOUSTIC JAZZ
GROUP ELECTRIC JAZZ
282 Phil Woods GROUP
243 Wynton Marsalis ' ■ —

195 Red Rodney 438 Miles Davis
171 Art Blakey & The Jazz 357 Pat Metheny

Messengers 189 Chick Corea
162 Chick Corea 147 Ornette Coleman
99 Modern Jazz Quartet 114 Yellowjackets
84 Scott Hamilton 57 Bass Desires
69 Art Ensemble of Chicago 48 John Scofield
63 World Saxophone Quartet

ARRANGER
292 Toshiko Akiyoshi
252 Benny Carter
172 Henry Threadgill
156 John Zorn
140 Carla Bley
128 Sun Ra
104 Marcus Miller
100 Bill Holman
84 Frank Foster

TRUMPET
413 Wynton Marsalis
274 Miles Davis
128 Red Rodney
123 Art Farmer
90 Tom Harrell
81 Lester Bowie
60 Freddie Hubbard
48 Dizzy Gillespie
40 Don Cherry

TROMBONE
369 J. J. Johnson
327 Ray Anderson
189 Robin Eubanks
180 Steve Turre
138 Bill Watrous
66 Carl Fontana
60 Curtis Fuller ALTO SAX

273 Sun Ra
270 Count Basie
162 Mel Lewis
93 Gil Evans
84 Illinois Jacquet
81 Toshiko Akiyoshi
78 Lionel Hampton
75 Rob McConnell
72 Bob Mintzer

SOUL/R&B GROUP
336 Neville Brothers
153 Ray Charles
135 Robert Cray
54 B. B. King
54 Prince
48 Take 6

FLUTE
396 James Newton
283 James Moody
123 Lew Tabackin
108 Frank Wess
93 Hubert Laws
93 Dave Valentin

404 Phil Woods
165 Ornette Coleman
114 Benny Carter
80 David Sanborn
78 Kenny Garrett
70 Frank Morgan
61 Bobby Watson
59 Dick Oatts
56 Steve Coleman
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ORGAN

TENOR SAX
366 Sonny Rollins
295 Michael Brecker
241 Stan Getz
216 Branford Marsalis
153 David Murray
142 Joe Henderson

BARITONE SAX
579
184
167
83
44
40

Gerry Mulligan
Hamiet Bluiett 
Nick Brignola 
John Surman 
Ronnie Cuber 
Howard Johnson

ACOUSTIC PIANO
31 5 Oscar Peterson
219 McCoy Tyner
183 Chick Corea
150 Cecil Taylor
127 Herbie Hancock
111 Marcus Roberts
102 Tommy Flanagan
90 Keith Jarrett
87 Geri Allen
87 Don Pullen
73 Mulgrew Miller
71 Kenny Kirkland

GUITAR

FEMALE SINGER

VIBES
392 Milt Jackson
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476
114
96
83
70
63
58

Jimmy Smith
Jimmy McGriff
Carla Bley
Sun Ro
Amina Claudine Myers
Shirley Scott
Joey DeFrancesco

230 Pat Metheny
181 John Scofield
163 Joe Pass
156 Bill Frisell
130 Jim Hall
125 Mike Stern
74 Emily Remler
50 Kenny Burrell
46 Stanley Jordon

ACOUSTIC BASS
284
206
174
118
110
108
104
60
51

Charlie Haden
Ray Brown 
Ron Carter 
Rob Wasserman 
Milt Hinton 
Dave Holland 
Charnett Moffett 
Eddie Gomez 
John Patitucci

ELECTRIC BASS
391 Steve Swallow
300 Marcus Miller
276 Stanley Clarke
235 John Patitucci

83 Jamaaladeen Tacuma
69 Bob Crawshaw
48 Steve Rodby

320 Gary Burton
y 234 Bobby Hutcherson
y 94 Dave Samuels
2 70 Mike Mainieri
§ 42 
I

Lionel Hampton

SYNTHESIZER VIOLIN
345 Joe Zawinul 520 Stephane Grappelli
270 Lyle Mays 186 John Blake
185 Chick Corea 118 Billy Bang
185 Herbie Hancock 110 Jean-Luc Ponty
147 Sun Ra 54 Michal Urbaniak

DRUMS
348
222
180
174
174
132
96
84
75
75
54
45

Jack DeJohnette
Max Roach 
Art Blakey 
Louie Bellson 
Tony Williams 
Marvin "Smitty" Smith 
Elvin Jones 
Peter Erskine 
Joey Baron 
Dave Weckl 
Billy Higgins 
Omar Hakim

PERCUSSION
339 Tito Puente
282 Airto
279 Nana Vasconcelos

84 Mino Cinelu
69 Famoudou Don Moye
66 Trilok Gurtu

MISCELLANEOUS 
INSTRUMENT
444 Toots Thielemans

(harmonica)
144 Michael Brecker (EWI)
135 David Murray (bass clarinet)
96 Howard Johnson (tuba)
96 Astor Piazzolla (bandoneon)
87 Bob Stewart (tuba)
66 Hank Roberts (cello)
57 Steve Turre (conch shells)

MALE SINGER
639 Bobby McFerrin
453 Joe Williams
258 Mel Torme
117 AI Jarreau
114 Mark Murphy
111 Lou Rawls
66 Ray Charles

410 Betty Carter
200 Sarah Vaughan
186 Diane Schuur
158 Ella Fitzgerald
146 Cassandra Wilson
96 Nancy Wilson
70 Carmen McRae
50 Anita Baker
48 Diane Reeves
40 Janis Siegel

VOCAL GROUPS
598 Take 6
544 Manhattan Transfer

48 Hendricks Family
46 Jackie & Roy
44 L.A. Voices
42 Sweet Honey In The Rock
40 New York Voices
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By Mitchell Seidel

Carter
atchel Paige once said, “Don’t look back. Something 
may be gaining on you.” At 82, Benny Carter isn’t 
looking back. But it doesn’t matter, because nobody’s 
even close.

After a long career in music, it seems odd for Carter not to 
reflect. The man whose musical skills earned him the nickname 
“The King” more than half a century ago and who went on to 
become one of Hollywood's most versatile arranger/composers has 
covered a lot of ground, both in score paper and shoe leather. One 
explanation is that most of his thoughts on that career were 
presented by the late Morroe and Edward Berger and James Patrick 
in the 1982 bio Benny Carter—A Life In American Music. Another 
is that Carter has too many irons in the fire to dwell on the past.

“People always ask me about the good old days. My good old 
days are here and now,” he is quoted in the newly-released 
documentary film, Benny Carter: Symphony In Riffs.

Recent recordings on the Musicmasters label with an all-star 
saxophone ensemble and The American Jazz Orchestra have 
rekindled interest in Carter’s arranging skills, and this year he 
took the top spot in the down beat International Critics Poll in 
that category. His alto saxophone playing, if anything, has 
improved over the last 30 years, with Carter remaining as 
contemporary as ever. Chops permitting, he even plays a little 
trumpet on club dates.

In addition to lecturing at colleges and performing, the last few 
years have been spent laurel-gathering, with Carter humbly, if 
reluctantly, being honored as an “elder statesman” of jazz 
wherever he plays. Japanese tours are now common for Carter, 
and he collects frequent-flyer credits as often as he gets royalty 
checks. In addition, Carter and Morroe Berger—a longtime 
friend—will be remembered by an Institute of Jazz Studies at 
Rutgers Morroe Berger-Benny Carter Jazz Research Fund, 
designed to provide grants to jazz scholars to study at the 
Institute, to publish the results in the Institute’s “Annual Review 
Of Jazz Studies,” and to lecture at the university. Carter 
celebrated his 82nd birthday on stage at Alice Tully Hall at New 
York’s Lincoln Center, and followed that up two weeks later with 
a performance at The Chicago Jazz Festival, featuring works from 
his landmark 1961 album Further Definitions.

That recording occurred in the middle of Carter’s career of 
writing music for films and television, and early in a period that 
saw few recordings issued under his own name. By the early 
1970s, Carter’s career took a turn back towards performing 
publicly and recording albums.



ronically, the Hollywood work that Carter walked away from 
a few years ago doesn’t exist anymore.

“They’re not doing the work that they were doing years 
ago when they had those large orchestras in all of the studios, 
and so much independent stuff is going on; and from what I hear, 
they’re doing these one-man things with synthesizers,” says 
Carter, adding that he’s so far removed from that line of work, all 
of his information about it now is secondhand.

“I’ve been out of it for quite some time. The last thing I did for 
film was probably something for an animated film, which I did 
about three or four years ago and since then I’ve done nothing. 
I’ve been more concerned with my performance, and particularly 
concerned with keeping away from deadlines, which, at this 
point, I do not welcome,” he explains.

“They call 40 guys in the studio at 8 o’clock in the morning. 
You can’t call up and say, ‘Gee, I won’t have it ready until 
tomorrow.’ You know, it means it’s got to be there. There’s no 
excuses; no putting off; no postponements. No cancellations, 
unless it happens to be yours, after you do that once,” he says, 
chuckling.

“A lot of times you take on more than you can really chew, 
because there will be something at the last minute. You get a little 
greedy, you figure you can do it. And you can do it if you stay up 
all night for four nights running; you know what I mean. That’s 
what I think is one thing that happened to Oliver Nelson. That’s 
what the people who were close to him tell me. He got so popular 
at Universal that he couldn’t say no. He’d get through conducting 
one picture, then he’d go right to the projection room to see it.”

The Hollywood of Benny Carter was one where films produced 
songs that went on to become standards, while on the East 
Coast, Broadway was equally productive.

A fluent tunesmith, Carter’s songbook includes such diverse 
entries as “When Lights Are Low,” “Cow Cow Boogie,” and 
“Evening Star.” While they don’t write songs like that anymore, 
Carter still does.

“Broadway isn’t what it was. There is no Tin Pan Alley 
anymore,” says Carter. “I think that’s kind of like an era that has 
passed. There are still tunes that become standards that are 
written today, but when we think of the vehicles for which those 
things were written, those were all written for situations for 
theater. ‘We need a song for this spot in the show and for this 
particular singer.’ It’s something that was fashioned just for that. I 
don’t know, are there any shows from which great songs have 
come in the last 20 years? Maybe a few good songs from films.”

Citing “Laura” by David Raksin and “The Shadow Of Your 
Smile” by Johnny Mandel as superior examples of film music, 
Carter says they come to mind because “they’re well-constructed 
and unusually lovely. But then, those tunes are well over 20 years 
old.”

Carter’s composing and arranging are as distinctive as his alto 
saxophone playing, a sound which was forged alongside such 
contemporaries as Coleman Hawkins and Roy Eldridge. When 
asked if the young musicians of today don’t seem to have voices

Carter in rehearsal with: (from left) Bucky Pizzarelli, Dizzy Gillespie, J. J. 
Johnson, Oliver Jackson, and Derek Smith.

as distinctive as those of Carter’s youth, he hesitates in 
gentlemanly fashion lest he be perceived of serving a salad of 
moldy figs and sour grapes.

“You mean individuality. Yeah, that’s what I miss, too. Because 
the younger players, there’re so many clones around today. 
Nobody sounds like themselves, ”he says.

In teaching at colleges, often, after hearing students play 
briefly, Carter will simply say, “Now play a nice melody”; an 
obvious reflection of his tastes in playing and composing. Melody 
is something he finds frequently missing in younger musicians’ 
performances.

“Very oftentimes when they start out playing, they say, ‘Let’s 
play such and such a tune,’ and they start out improvising from 
the word go. By the time they play three of four choruses, the 
listening audience doesn’t necessarily even know what the tune is 
they’re playing, unless it’s been pre-announced. And maybe some 
people can recognize chord changes; but today, so many of the 
chords are the same — so many of the same chords are in 
different tunes.”

David Sanborn pays a backstage visit to Carter during a recent engage
ment at Carlos I in New York.
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ar ter, though, feels there are a great number of talented 
young players on the scene today and declines strong 
comment on the theory that students spend too much 

time playing Charlie Parker and John Coltrane solos note for 
note, only to use the next seven years “unlearning” what they 
were taught.

“I’m not a reviewer, I’m not a critic, so don’t get me into that,” 
Carter responds. “Coleman Hawkins, to me, was a great creator 
because he had no prior influences. From what you know 
historically, who was there before him on his instrument? But 
then again, when Parker came along, he still had something full
blown of his own. I don’t know if he got anything from me or from 
Willie Smith or from Johnny Hodges or from anybody. He came 
on the scene with something quite different.”

Could the lack of widespread mass communications have had an 
influence on that earlier generation, forcing them to find their 
own voices?

“Absolutely, absolutely,” Carter replied. “You didn’t have those 
great influences of those role models.”

Ironically, trying to get an opinion from Carter on future trends 
in music also sends him back a generation.

“Who knows what’s going to spring forth? And from where? I 
always think back to 1928, when I first heard Art Tatum. Just 
sort of out of the blue, really,” says Carter. “There’d been Fats 
Wallers and J.P Johnsons and Willie “The Lion” Smith and people 
like that with that great stride piano. And then along comes an 
Art Tatum with something vastly different and much more 
advanced harmonically and technically. But where did he get it 
from, I wonder? I don’t know. These things do happen like that.”

When it comes to trends in modern music, Carter takes his 
usual diplomatic tack, stepping around toes instead of on them. 
His most intent listening is done while behind the wheel of his 
Rolls Royce while tooling around Hollywood, which would make 
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you wonder what his driving record is like.
“The listening that I’m able to do is when I’m in the car, 

because at home I cannot find the time. Unless, in rare instances, 
I can just listen and do nothing else,” he says. “I listen to a lot of 
people and work available today. But I won’t mention any names, 
because if I do, immediately when you leave I’ll say, ‘Oh gee, I 
should have mentioned so-and-so.

“There are a lot of young arrangers doing very interesting 
things. Yes there are, a lot,” he said. “There is a lot of interesting 
music being played and a lot of the experimental stuff is very 
interesting. And a lot of it, of course, is very uninteresting and 
unpretentious. But a lot of it is very valid, very good.

“I can’t elucidate that too clearly. These things, of course, are 
very personal, you know. Very subjective,” Carter says, adding 
that his tastes encompass a wide range of styles.

“I like some funk. I like some rock & roll. I like fusion. Of 
course, to begin with, jazz is fusion. What does the word ‘fusion’ 
itself mean? Well, they claim that jazz was that, you know. From 
the European harmonic thing and the African drums, field hollers, 
and all that—that’s fusion when it comes together.”

Carter does recall being very impressed by Lester Bowie’s 
Brass Fantasy and its spirited recording of “I Only Have 
Eyes For You.”

“Oh yeah, you can mention that I love that. I think [it was] the 
freshness of it. I know it’s sort of the old New Orleans feeling, 
but to me that was new, almost. It was a good, great, honest 
feeling. I think the music is more important if it says something 
to you, if it moves you somewhat. I don’t care how many notes 
are played. It sounds as though they were happy and having fun 
with it.”

The work that distracts Carter from listening to music at home 
is his own composing. The Harrison Engle and Lucille Ostrow 
one-hour documentary film about his life offers a brief example of 
what it’s like to be a fly on the wall, showing Carter almost 
effortlessly crafting a tune while humming quietly to himself. 
That oversimplifies matters somewhat. Operating something like 
a novelist, Carter jots down ideas as they hit him, whether that 
means relaxing at home or racing along in the Japanese bullet 
train.

Central City Sketches, a Carter jazz suite, premiered at an 
American Jazz Orchestra concert in New York in 1987. He is 

currently working on a Japan suite based on his frequent visits to 
the Far East.

As a result of all these notes, “I’ve got a lot of bits and pieces 
about, fragments.” When actually sitting down to write a piece, 
“first you pull out a piece of score paper and you sit and look at 
the blank page for a long time,” Carter laughs. “And then finally 
an idea will come to you. The hardest thing is always getting that 
first note down. No, seriously, I'd had it on my mind for quite 
some time and I’ve got some thematic material already mapped 
out. And I’ve got some stuff already written.”

But when he’s really stuck for an idea, those piles don’t really 
help, he says, explaining that you “just sit down and fool around at 
the piano. And then sometimes, I just get away from the piano, 
go to the kitchen table, just do it there. Don’t try to pull anything 
out of the piano if it won’t come. Leave it. Forget it, just go away 
from it.”

Preparations for a recent Japanese tour had Carter getting his 
scoring juices flowing by settling in at his copyist’s office, 
particularly because it has no piano. “When I go to his office, the 
copyist is breathing down my neck. You have to continue. And it’s 
quiet there, because nobody else is doing anything. There are 
about five or six guys sitting at different desks, but they’re just 
writing.”

It went the same way with Carter’s latest album, a saxophone 
ensemble effort called Over The Rainbow. Faced with 45 minutes 
left before entering the studio with Herb Geller, Jimmy Heath, 
Frank Wess, Joe Temperley, Richard Wyands, Milt Hinton, and 
Ronnie Bedford, Carter put the finishing touches on the score 
while simultaneously chatting with producer Ed Berger.

The saxophone ensemble format is not new to Carter, his 
work in it going back to the ’30s. But it is one in which he is 
rarely recorded these days, the most recent such American work 
being 1966’s Additions To Further Definitions.

Benny Carter’s life has been one that has touched at least 
three generations of musicians and nearly encompasses the 
history of jazz. Peers ranging from Wynton Marsalis to Dizzy 
Gillespie feted him at Lincoln Center (see “Caught,” Nov. ’89), a 
few steps from where Carter was raised in New York’s San Juan 
Hill neighborhood. Carter was perhaps prescient of the birthday 
cake that was soon to splatter over his gray suit, or more likely, 
sincerely overwhelmed by the standing ovation when he said, 
“Whether it’s a long life or a short life, moments like this are 
rare." db
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BENNY CARTER’S EQUIPMENT
“I have a Selmer Mark VI [alto saxophone], 1964 model. And an Arnold 
Brilhart mouthpiece, Ebolin, I think that's it. It’s probably 40 years old. I’ve 
had it all this time, but I've only been using it a couple of years.

“I use a variety [of reeds]. I use Rico, I use Buffet, I use something called 
SPI. Generally about #2. But I don’t even know what I have on there now, 
because anytime I look for a reed I just go through what I have and see one 
that looks good, put it on. If it plays, I put it on and leave it on as long as it 
doesn’t become too water-soaked. As long as it works for me, I keep it on. I 
don’t even know what the name of it is at the particular time because I don't 
remember.

“I have a Getsen Eterna [trumpet] that I’ve had about a year now, that I 
play, sort of infrequently. That's an old mouthpiece. I don't know the origin of 
it. I don't know what brand name it is or anything, but it's a mouthpiece that 
Doc Cheatham gave me in 1932. It's the only mouthpiece I’ve ever played on 
when I play trumpet."

BENNY CARTER SELECTED DISCOGRAPHY
as a leader

JAZZ GIANT—Contemporary 167
FURTHER DEFINITIONS - MCA/Impulse 5651
IN THE MOOD FOR SWING -Musicmasters 6O144T
OVER THE RAINBOW -Musicmasters 60196Y
WONDERLAND - Pablo 2310-922
MY KIND OF TROUBLE -Pablo 2310-935
BENNY CARTER 4 - Pablo 2308-204

with Dizzy Gillespie
CARTER. GILLESPIE. INC.-Pabto 2310-781

with Oscar Paterson
BENNY CARTER MEETS OSCAR PETERSON -Pablo 2310-926

with The American Jazz Orchestra
CENTRAL CITY SKETCHES-Musicmasters 60126X
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record & cd reviews
★ ★★★★ EXCELLENT ★★★★ VERY GOOD ★ ★★ GOOD ★★ FAIR ★ POOR

MARVIN "SMITTY" 
SMITH

THE ROAD LESS TRAVELED-Concord Jazz 
4379: The Neighborhood; I'll Love You Always,- 
Wish You Were Here With Me (Part 1); Wish 
You Were Here With Me (Part 2); Salsa Blue; 
Gothic 17; Concerto In B.G.; The Road Less 
Traveled. (51:27 minutes)
Personnel: Smith, drums; Wallace Roney, trum
pet; Steve Coleman, alto saxophone; Ralph 
Moore, tenor saxophone,- Robin Eubanks, trom
bone,- James Williams, piano,- Robert Hurst, 
bass,- Kenyotte Abdur-Rahman, percussion.

k k k Vz

One of the few New York musicians to work 
both with neo-con dogmatists and M-BASE 
funksters—not to mention one of the very best 
drummers of his generation —Smitty Smith has 
the potential to be a great leader. He can write 
nice melodies, assemble intriguing bands, 
push an ensemble with power and taste, and 
put on a fine live show. But he's yet to make a 
whole album that does him justice.

If Road and 1987’s Keeper Of The Drums 
(Concord Jazz 325) reveal Smitty’s goal in life, 
it's to be the new Art Blakey: to take the road 
well-traveled. The cooking kickoff “The Neigh
borhood," with trumpet, trombone, and tenor 
in parallel motion, could march easily into 
Blakey’s book. That’s no crime. But Smith's 
ideologically mixed groups have promised 
something more, a new synthesis: who else 
could get M-BASic Steve Coleman and bop 
militant Wallace Roney (both returning from 
Keeper) to intertwine? Yet in practice, his 
lineups lean right; Coleman is on only three 
tracks here. (For variety’s sake, the four horns 
are deployed en masse just twice; the full octet 
is only on “Salsa Blue," Abdur-Rahman's lone 
performance.) The cast boasts three onetime 
Messengers, including the ever-tasteful pianist, 
and that other floater between schools, trom
bonist Eubanks. His bop chops rule Smitty’s 
spry Benny Golson tribute, marred only by the 
gauche “Moonlight Sonata" licks on the head.

Bill Bruford’s "Gothic 17" has been recast in 
the impressionistic mode of the first Marsalis 
quintet. The Roney-Coleman mix is spirited 
and pungent. Coleman has the chops to glide 
through; I just wish Smitty had exploited his 
outward-bound harmonic sense as well. 
"Gothic" is also the best example of how the 
drummer leaves spaces in an arrangement for 
himself, and then crams them full without 
overwhelming the action.

Smith’s strongest compositions are the sep
tet's "Road"—built on a snaky piano-bass uni
son, and driven forward by percussive punching 

horns—and, better yet, the quartet track “Wish 
You Were Here," a fetching seesaw line voiced 
by tenorist Moore in his smooth upper register. 
(On LP, he just has time to state the melody; the 
CD version lets him explore it.) Those tracks, 
like "Gothic 17," catch Smitty at his best. He 
may not have made that great record yet. But I 
betcha he will. —kevin whitehead

BENNY CARTER ALL- 
STAR SAX ENSEMBLE
OVER THE RAINBOW — Musicmasters 
60196Y : Over The Rainbow,- Out or Nowhere,- 
Straight Talk; The Gal From Atlanta; The Pawn
broker; Easy Money; Ain't Misbehavin'; Blues 
for Lucky Lovers. (62:42 minutes)
Personnel: Carter, Herb Geller, alto saxo
phones,- Jimmy Heath, Frank Wess, tenor sax
ophones; Joe Temperley, baritone saxophone; 
Richard Wyands, piono,- Milt Hinton, bass,- 
Ronnie Bedford, drums.

k k k k Vz

LIONEL HAMPTON
MOSTLY BLUES-Musicmasters 60168K: Bye 
Bye Blues,- Someday My Prince Will Come; Take 
the A Train,- Blues for JazzBeaux,- Walkin' 
Uptown,- Honeysuckle Rose,- Mostly Blues,- Lime
house Blues,- Gone with the Wind. (60:04) 
Personnel: Hampton, vibes,- Bobby Scott, piano; 
Joe Beck, guitar,- Bob Cranshaw (cuts 1-5), 
Anthony Jackson (6-9), boss,- Grady Tate (1-5), 
Chris Parker (6-9), drums.

k ★ k ★

Even now, jazz is a young enough music so 
that we still have relatively little experience in 
the effects of old age upon its players. In the 
1940s, when recorded jazz was only about 20 
years old and everything before 1920 was 
shrouded in silence and tall tales, some early- 
jazz enthusiasts heard talk about a lost trum
peter who was supposed to have been the 
greatest of them all. Thus did the myth of Bunk 
Johnson precede his discovery. He and a few 
others were believed to represent a direct 
connection to the beginning of jazz. To the 
astonishment of their discoverers, however, the 
music they played was strained, off-key, sloppy, 
and far from what the legend-mongering had 
led them to expect. Why? The most likely 
answer seemed age. At a time when Louis 

Armstrong and Sidney Bechet were still in their 
40s, some of these men, after all, were past 
60. Age explained it all. When a great jazz 
musician gets on, the theory went, his tech
nique shrinks into primitivism.

Jazz, of course, was too young to know 
better then. Too wet behind the ears to know 
that a bad musician at 60 was probably just 
as bad at 25. It was only in the '60s and 70s 
when the great virtuosos of the 1930s (Hines, 
Goodman, Harry James, Roy Eldridge, Johnny 
Hodges, Bud Freeman) passed 60 that we 
learned how little age necessarily has to do 
with skill. Today, the first and second genera
tions of bebop are learning the same thing, 
along with even some early post-modernists 
like Cecil Taylor (age 60).

In the 1940s it would have been impossible 
to imagine anyone playing jazz with command, 
fluency, and freshness at 80. But that was then 
and Benny Carter and Lionel Hampton are 
now—nearly 1990, which may, with a little luck 
and good health, open the decade of the jazz 
octogenarian.

Carter, at 82, has finally given us the album 
we've been waiting for since 1966, when the 
last of two Further Definitions sessions for 
Impulse came out. This one probably should 
be called Ten Amendments To Further Defini
tions. But there are only eight tunes, which 
reminds us that the only thing this CD of sax 
ensembles lacks is more of the same. It’s one 
of the few examples in small-group jazz where 
the writing is of more interest than the excellent 
solo lineups. Carter doesn’t just know the 
secret of good sax writing. He discovered it: 
infuse an ensemble line with the spirit of 
improvisation. This means you take pen in 
hand and treat the material as a soloist might. 
You take that bridge of "Over The Rainbow" 
with its two teeter-tottering eighth-notes, and 
alter the form without changing the essence.

There is classic Carter here. "Out Of No
where" mostly floats on long, windswept notes, 
jostled occasionally by little double-time whirl
pools of energy. At faster tempos, there are 
jaunty out-choruses on “Gal From Atlanta" 
(a.k.a. "Sweet Georgia Brown") and “Ain't Mis
behavin'." The only complaint is the bookend 
nature of the formats with standard solo se
quences in between. Some ensemble coun
terpoint or riff support would do well to sustain 
the ensemble feel that all this is really about.

Carter’s alto sound and attack are as imper
turbable and unchanging as ever, as satisfying 
today as they were on the Impulse albums. I 
probably prefer the first one best for its solo 
qualities; after all, it had Coleman Hawkins 
and Joe Jones. But the second Impulse album 
and this one have meatier ensemble work.

Lionel Hampton’s recording career following 
his Clef/Verve days has had so much discon
tinuity about it, it seems something of a sham
bles today. So many combinations and labels! 
Mostly Blues is a highly successful attempt to 
return him to the straight quartet setting and 
bring out the musician, not the cheerleader, in 
him. Hampton at 80 sounds wonderfully grace
ful, at ease, and into the music once he gets 
past the first choruses, with which he sounds 
consistently bored. From then on things start 
to happen. He really listens to what he plays. 
And happily, there are no vocals, no piano
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piano percussion

SOLO AND DUO IMPROVISATIONS

Side I
1. Beijing
2. Visions’
3. 8's of 2005

Part I Part II
4. Aspens”
5. In the Night

Side 2
1. Moments’
2. Pinnacles & Zephyrs

Pinnacles Equus Zephyrs
3. The Great Blue”
4. Kestral”
5. My 20th Love Song
6. Castle Rock

’solo piano ’’solo percussion

UNICHROM RECORDS 1007

Cassette only. Send SI 2 (check or money order) to: 
Unichrom Productions, P.O. Box 150-243, 
Van Brundt Station, Brooklyn, N.Y. 11215 
(718) 768-4053

Chet Baker
My Favourite Songs
THE LAST GREAT CONCERT”

THE BAKER RENAISSANCE CLIMAXES

WITH THIS NEW ENJA RELEASE.

PERHAPS HIS GREATEST RECORDING EVERI
Chet Baker My Favour ite Songs 
The Last Great Concert (Enja 79600)

© 1989 Mesa/Bluemoon Recordings, Inc — _ * _ 
Distributed by Rhino Records, Inc dlju

playing, and no drumming (which would be 
welcome if he'd take it seriously and not treat 
it as a stunt).

The only problem is that sometimes your ear 
has to search for him through the rest of the 
rhythm section and reach out to him. The 
percussive edge is missing, not so much in 
the playing as in the balance. Phrases and 
transitional figures sound mushy and feeble. 
They tend to get lost in the mix, but it's the mix 
that seems to be the culprit here, not Hampton. 
Just listen to a couple of the Verves by com
parison and hear how he pops out on them.

There are no speed-demon tempos here. 
But then that’s always been more Terry Gibbs’ 
forte than Hampton’s anyway. It's not missed. 
What counts is that the energy is concentrated 
into the music and nothing else. "Honeysuckle 
Rose" generates vintage Hampton power. And 
“Limehouse Blues" is kicked along on a bumpy, 
funky rhythm, but Hamp solos merrily through 
in mighty form as if it were the old Benny 
Goodman Quartet, (reviewed on CD)

—john medonough

JEAN-LUC PONTY
STORYTELLING - Columbia 45252: In The Fast 
Lane; Tender Memories; Spring Episode,- Pastoral 
Harmony,- The Story Teller,- The Amazon Forest; 
After The Storm; A Journey's End,- Chopin 
Prelude No. 20.
Personnel: Ponty, violins, Synclavier, keyboards 
(cuts 1,3); Jamie Glaser, guitars,- Baron Browne, 
bass,- Wally Minko (2,4-8), Patrice Rushen (2,7), 
keyboards; Grover Washington, Jr., soprano 
sax (2); Carlo Ponty, piano (9); Kurt Wortman, 
percussion (6).

★ ★ ★ '/?

MARK O'CONNOR
ON THE MARK —Warner Bros. 9 25970-1: 
Hot Tomale; Get Set, Go,- Pacific Expectations; 
March Of The Pharoahs; When We Talk; Bowtie,- 
We're Surrounded; Miniatures; Changing Of 
The Guard,- Intro: Ol' Blue; Ol' Blue.
Personnel: O'Connor, violin, acoustic and elec
tric guitars, viola (8); Eddie Bayers, drums; Tom 
Roady, percussion,- Michael Rhodes, electric 
bass; John Jarvis, Matt Rollings, Mike Lawler, 
piano and synthesizers; Michael Brecker, tenor 
saxophone (2,7); Kathy Chiavola, vocals (7); 
Edgar Meyer, double Dass (10); Jerry Douglas, 
dobro (10); James Taylor, guitar and vocal (10).

★ ★ ★ ★

The hint on Ponty's opening number that this 
may be a machine-y, mostly programmed 
record is happily not born-out. This is a played 
record, and Jean-Luc is once again telling 
stories in his music. Cuts here are reminiscent 
of his best work on Aurora and Enigmatic 
Ocean. Not that the aim is to always move 10 
years back, but those were cooking bands, 
and J-LP’s ideas flowed fresh and free.

“In The Fast Lane” is some of the funkiest 
Ponty ever. But that violin sounds real synthetic. 
It's not what he's playing, but the sound that 
could be a bit more real. On "Tender Mercies” 
he follows the soulful Grover Washington solo 
and takes a great romp before Wally Minko's 
fine-fingered offering in 5Z4. “Spring Episode" 
is a well-played and not overblown ballad, but 
"After The Storm" is kind of lame despite the 
presence of Patrice Rushen. Given her fusion 
roots with Jean-Luc, this was a fine opportunity 
for her to shine, but she's largely wasted here. 
Was the leader reluctant to share the spotlight 
with Rushen, or did he just bring her in for 
window dressing?

Jamie Glaser broke in with Lenny White, and 
Baron Browne with Cobham, so you know 
they've got a sense of where the beat is. 
Drummer Rayford Griffin proves himself as a 
strong but equally mindful fusion player, belting 
out the tried-and-true bash barrages but 
switching things up effectively too. While play
ing along with sequenced percussion parts on 
several cuts, he doesn’t let it hold him back. 
Indeed, he plays along with it, and involves 
those parts to his advantage.

"A Journey's End" gives everyone a final 
chance to stretch out before the Ponty Family 
Chamber Group finishes up with a jam on 
some Chopin.

Mark O’Connor’s musical background is cer
tainly impressive, and his technical ability has 
been proven time and time again. He was 
National Junior Fiddle Champion several times, 
an integral part of David Grisman’s “dawg" 
music, and solo foil for Steve Morse for a 
couple years in The Dregs. And at the age 
most musicians are struggling to win a chair 
in the college stage band, he was performing 
at the White House.

It is the suppression of that technical prow
ess that separates On The Mark from some 
other O’Connor releases. Working here with a 
talented if not super-showy Nashville rhythm 
section, he lets his melodies carry most of the 
limelight.

"Hot Tomale" is an interesting blend of 
bluegrass melody and Latin rhythm, while the 
follow up, “Get Set, Go," is a down-home blues
rocker that allows Michael Brecker to blow 
some of his New York crunch.

O’Connor doesn’t use a lot of effects to 
change the sound on his fiddle—he likes 
acoustics. And his soloing has developed 
beyond the search for fastest, most impressive 
riffs. On "March Of The Pharoahs" he stays 
close to the head quite a bit of the time, making 
other melodies out of that, maintaining a refer
ence point. He's completely under control here. 
His held notes on the ballad "When We Talk" 
are exquisitely played, and his wild solo with 
Brecker on "We’re Surrounded" delivers some 
effective mayhem. For O’Connor, the growth of 
his songwriting ability has resulted in his most 
accessible record, and possibly his best, (re
viewed on LP) —robin tolleson
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JOHN ZORN
SPY VS. SPY —Elektra/Musicion 9 60844-2:
WRU; Chronology,- Word For Bird; Good Old

Days,- The Disguise; Enfant; Rejoicing; Blues 
Connotation; C&D; Chippie; Peace Warriors; 
Ecars; Feet Music; Broadway Blues; Space 
Church,- Zig Zag; Mob Job. (41.03 minutes) 
Personnel: Zorn, alto saxophone; Tim Berne, 
alto saxophone; Mark Dresser, boss; Joey 
Baron, drums; Michael Vatcher, drums.

★ ★ ★ ★

This drastically reworked collection of Ornette 
Coleman pieces comes with liner notes that 
read simply, “F**king hardcore rules. Smash 
racism." But as with so much of Zorn’s work, 
there’s a world of meaning to be unpacked 
from that terseness, and the gloss illuminates 
the fierce, gnarled, and—especially for jazz 
fans—forbidding blasts of this album.
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With these words, the voice of Thelonious Monk opens the audio 
version of the remarkable documentary film "Straight No Chaser.” 

Powerful Monk performances, many never before released, 
highlight this recording of music from the movie that explores the 

life of one of the most influential and original pianists in jazz history.

Produced by Orrin Keepnews, the producer of many of Monk’s 
original sessions, the album features rare tracks from Monk’s 

legendary quartet with John Coltrane, his 1967 European tour with 
an octet featuring Phil Woods and much more.

Produced by Orrin Keepnews.

Second sentence first. It’s no news that 
racism has made it extremely difficult for Or
nette, as for most other jazzers, to perform, to 
get his music properly recorded, and to be 
paid something more than slave wages; it’s 
also meant that, even now, he’s treated as a 
kind of second-class musical citizen, a horn 
player who writes weird idiosyncratic stuff 
rather than a serious composer who has a 
stature earned over 30-odd years. So as he 
did with spaghetti-Western composer Ennio 
Morricone on The Big Gundown, Zorn is now 
doing with Ornette; affirming that his music is 
serious enough to stand the test of jarringly 
diverse interpretations, even—maybe espe
cially—when the interpretive approach is so 
completely a reimagining that it’s more like a 
deliberately dislocating aural assault.

Back to sentence one. Recently, the 36-year- 
old Zorn has become more and more fasci
nated with hardcore, that thrashing offshoot of 
punk-rock that speeds tempos up to a dizzy, 
breathtaking whir while unleashing barrages 
of noise and fusillades of notes. With vocals 
yowling over the blitzkrieg, it can be the musical 
equivalent of a chainsaw massacre.

Zorn has begun harnessing hardcore’s vol
atile, rebellious attitude and thrusting insis
tence to various projects, including his band 
Naked City. But in the context of Spy Vs. Spy, 
hardcore also serves to link Ornette once 
again with the diverse downtown New York 
scene both his music per se and his relentless 
spirit of pioneering helped create and continue 
to energize. In a sense, then, Zorn uses hard
core to extend Ornette's musical genealogy 
into the present in an unpredicted direction at 
the same time he's retrospectively ratifying 
Ornette as a source. For it’s a fact that Ornette's 
own earlier editions of Prime Time could prob
ably grab the hardcore crowd’s attention; after 
all, they once grabbed the punkers’.

Then too, to take it from another angle, 
abrasive jump-cuts and off-the-wall juxtaposi
tions just happen to be Zorn’s musical lifeblood. 
Who else would try to conjur up such an 
apparent incongruity as a thrash-jazz dream 
of an Ornette ballad? If the sheer exuberant 
energy is its own kind of reward, its simple 
ferocity also reforges Ornette's melodies after 
the molten meltdown of initial statement via 
explosive ensemble work. Zorn and Berne 
jostle, probe, irk, and goad each other into 
viciously spiraling lines that sail aloft like fris
bees ringed with razor blades; meanwhile, the 
rhythm section slams like a set of piledrivers 
while somehow managing nuance.

There are occasional breathers for non-hard- 
core fans, where Zorn allows an airier feel. But 
most of Spy Vs. Spy hurtles along full-throttle, 
right in your face. And for that, no doubt, Zorn 
will pay, once the jazz critics have their say. It's 
likely, I think, that at least a few will appoint 
themselves to speak on behalf of Ornette and 
his tunes, whose forms and meanings Zorn 
has so willfully, disrespectfully violated.

But I wonder if such perspectives don't 
ironically echo those from which yesteryear's 
critics took potshots at Ornette as he struggled 
to establish himself, to push his limits, to 
expand music’s syntax. I wonder, too, if Zorn's 
shake-’em-'til-their-teeth-rattle reinterpreta
tions aren’t —like his Morricone, his Sonny 
Clark, his News For Lulu—a necessary anti
dote, an irreverent way of dealing with history
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that balances the nostalgia-haunted certain
ties of the Marsalis clan. If it did nothing but 
restore uncertainty—the necessary precondi
tion for the sense of adventure that fuels 
discovery—to our idea of jazz and its traditions, 
Spy Vs. Spy would have been a worthwhile 
project. And it does enough more to repay 
going back to test it—and your own percep
tions—again. (reviewed on CD) —gene santoro

STU HAMM
KINGS OF SLEEP-Relativity 88561-1013-2: 
Black Ice; Surely The Best; Call Of The Wild; 
Terminal Beach,- Count Zero; I Want To Know; 
Prelude In C; Kings Of Sleep. (39.05 minutes) 
Personnel: Hamm, basses; Jonathan Mover, 
drums; Scott Collard, keyboards; Amy Knoles, 
percussion; Harry Cody (cuts 2,3,5,8), Buzzy 
Feiten (1,6), guitar.

ROBBIE KRIEGER
NO HABLA-IRS 82004: Wild Child; Eagles 
Song,- It's Gonna Work Out Fine; Lonely Tear
drops; Love It Or Leave It,- The Big Hurt,- Dolores; 
Piggy's Song; I Want You, I Need You, I Love 
You,- You're Lost Little Girl.
Personnel: Krieger, guitar; John Hernandez 
(1,3,4,8), Scott Gordon (2,5), Bruce Gary (6,9), 
Gary Malabar (7), drums; Brian Auger, organ, 
bass (6); John Avila (2-6,8), R.K. (1), Jack 
Conrad (7), bass; Skip Vanwinkle (3), David 
Woodford (8), keyboards; Arthur Barrow, bass 
and keyboards (9).

★ ★ ★

Hamm's fresh bass face has been wowing 
crowds across the United States in guitar whiz 
Joe Satriani’s band—when you're stealing the 
show from that guy you must be good. Unfor
tunately the live enthusiasm he bathes his 
audiences with doesn't translate to disc as well 
as hoped. The chops make it through, but the 
emotion has a harder time. Hamm is so quick
witted in concert, and it sounds like he’s 
“playing it straight” a little too much here. 
Maybe what we need is a live album from Stu. 
He sounds great on Satriani’s live EP side 
(Dreaming #11).

Hamm’s bass solos during "Surely The Best" 
capture some of his warmth. He’s got good 
taste, lifting from some of the best fusion artists. 
Bits of Dixie Dregs. Power-fusion a la Jeff Beck 
on "Black Ice." Some halting sequenced parts 
on “Surely The Best" bring Group 87 to mind. 
The muffled rhythmic chant of "Terminal 
Beach" sounds like a King Crimson outtake. "I 
Want To Know" may be Hamm’s tip of the hat 

to Stanley Clarke's gold tones. And much of 
Kings Of Sleep sounds like a Joe Satriani 
album. Joe didn't show up, but the talented fill- 
ins apparently use the Satriani switch on their 
amps. After awhile the rocking-out seems like 
much ado about nothing.

There's nothing Stu Hamm can’t do on an 
electric bass, and chances are he'll learn to 
transfer that entertaining skill onto disc more 
completely than he did here. The best mo
ments on Kings Of Sleep are exciting ensem
ble passages during "Call Of The Wild" where 
he utilizes his musicians best and his love 
for spontaneity shows through. The least in

Special Collector’s Video

THE LADIES SING THE BLUES
A Breathtaking Array of the Greatest Blues and Jazz Singers!

At select video outlets or CALL (800)843-9843/(212)674-5550 (In NY) 
for a FREE CATALOG of The Best Jazz on Video ... From

triguing are the heavy-metal power-fusion dis
plays.

Former Doors guitarist Krieger has his in
strumental rock band dig in on this set, begin
ning with the down-home, blues-rock groove 
of "Wild Child." “It's Gonna Work Out Fine" also 
has a folky feel, with a wild, slide-guitar line. 
Sometimes they sound like a glorified, rockified 
country & western band. One thing is constant 
all the way through the record—they go for 
melody and ensemble instrumental lines 
rather than sheer numbers of notes during 
solos or mass confusion during group pas
sages. They play well, but they play together

Once-ln-A-Lifetime
Complete Performances

Blues and Jazz 
History on Video

Billie Holiday 
Dinah Washington

Bessie Smith 
Lena Horne 

Ethel Waters 
Peggy Lee 

Ruth Brown 
Sarah Vaughan

ONLY $29.95 
60 Minutes/B&W
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today. He 
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Roy Roman has developed 
into the strongest, most 
powerful voice on trumpet

fay

Roy Roman’s new album "The Cat 
Sleeps” is finally here! You’ve never 
heard a trumpet played like this 
before!

This big hand jazz album captures 
the blistering heat of the wild brass 
sound not heard since Maynard, 
Chase and "Cat” Anderson. 
Roman’s trumpet has appeared with 
the "Who’s Who" of the 
entertainment world.

This album is available on record 
and cassette for only $9.98. Order 
yours today, send check or money 
order payable to Crazy Horse 
Records, P.O. Box 5443, Cleveland, 
TN 37320, or call 1-800-877-3133. 
Master Card and Visa accepted, no 
COD's please.

uncanny power, sound and 
endurance.

If you would like to play 
higher, harder and longer, the 
''Ultimate Position Vol. I & 
II” instructional videos are 
for you! With this 
revolutionary system you can 
now go from low F to triple 
high C and above with little 
physical pressure.

These two full length video 
cassettes demonstrate an 
innovative "no pressure” 
technique that can he used by 
every brass player. As you 
implement this method you 
will be amazed with your 
increased upper and lower 
range, as well as, improved 
volume capability.

Order the "Ultimate 
Position Vol. I & II" today. 
Send $49.95 check or money 
order payable to Crazy Horse 
Productions, P.O. Box 5443, 
Cleveland, TN 37320, OR 
call 1-800-877-3133. Master 
Card and Visa accepted, no 
COD's please. 

CRAZY 
HORS

RECORDS
(For clinic and concert information call 615-339-3133)

and are good listeners.
Krieger's calm and cool professionalism was 

always an interesting contrast to the on-the- 
edgeness of singer Jim Morrison. The guitarist 
never felt the need to try and shout over The 
Doors and he plays with a quiet confidence 
here that commands respect within the mixed 
soundscape. Robbie Krieger is a fine player 
who feels no need to prove himself. Even when 
he's wailing, his music is calm because of 
that—nothing outrageous. Stu Hamm, on the 
other hand, is right up there in the Guitar Player 
bass polls, feeling his first taste of fame if not 
fortune, and his album at times sounds more 
like an exercise than a sound statement, (re
viewed on CD and LP, respectively)

—robin tolleson

NEW WINDS
THE CLIFF —Sound Aspects 025-1: The Cuff; 
Beauty Is A Rare Thing; Seeing The Double; 
Categorical Imperatives; Business; Chroma; 
Mood Indigo; Subjump. (50.04 minutes) 
Personnel: Ned Rothenberg, alto saxophone, 
bass clarinet, flute, ocarina; J. D. Parran, A 
clarinet, & soprano clarinet, alto clarinet, 

contra-alto clarinet, soprano saxophone, 
flute, bamboo flute; Robert Dick, flute, bass 
flute, A^ piccolo, C piccolo.

★ ★ ★ ★

When I saw these guys at the World Music 
Institute's Improvisations series under the JVC 
Festival umbrella in 1986, they blew me away. 
So when they announced during the perform
ance that they would soon be releasing an 
album of this stuff, to be titled The Cliff, I was 
eager to hear how their combination of spiral
ing multi-instrumental textures, bristling multi
phonics, and tight-plotted arrangements 
would translate to disc.

It’s been a long, long wait—which, not coin
cidentally, illustrates the sorry treatment of 
non-mainstream music in these days of ever
growing entertainment conglomerates and 
high-profit, high-ticket compact disc reissues. 
But in this case, at least, the wait was well 
worth it.

Drawing on antecedents from John Cage to 
The World Saxophone Quartet, New Winds 
brings a usefully broad set of perspectives to 
its diverse chamber-jazz outings. Useful, be
cause they can range with sensitivity, taste, 
and confidence from the now-de riqeur Elling
ton (whose "Mood Indigo" becomes a breathy, 
glowing piece that partly, astonishingly, echoes 
how its early Ducal incarnation sounds on an 
old disc) to Ornette (whose haunting "Beauty 

Is A Rare Thing" here unfolds gradually into a 
round—a bit like watching DNA untangle) to 
their own varied vehicles. Here working entirely 
with split-tones and overtones and all kinds of 
tonguing effects, there collapsing and inverting 
expected harmonic movement, everywhere the 
trio bends their impressive arsenal of axes to 
deliberately offbeat, expansive sonic concepts 
that are provocative and appealing. New Winds 
lives up to its name, and brings some welcome 
blasts of fresh air into what can be a stifling, 
self-referential musical realm, (reviewed on 
CD) —gene santoro

BOOTIN' JAZZ
by Art Lange

W
hen Kevin Whitehead bravely 
surveyed a carload of Italian 
jazz albums in db, February 
'88, no one suspected it would 
turn out to be a yearly exercise. Chalk one up 

to perseverence and being prolific.
Thanks to the perpetual vigilance and 

unceasing efforts of local labels Red, Soul 
Note, and (in this case) Splasc(h) Records— 
and Cadence (Cadence Building, Redwood 
NY 13679), who sells these and hundreds of 
similar discs by mail—the contemporary 
Italian jazz scene is documented with 
a thoroughness that Americans might 
envy.

Over the past few weeks I listened to some 
35 albums, chose 20 as especially notable or 
worthy of notice this side of the Atlantic. 
Though most Italian musicians do draw on 
established American models for stylistic 
boundaries and personality traits, one can’t 
complain about their talents; all are 
competent, many merit attention, more than a 
few are able to inject fresh blood and a 
unique viewpoint into the music. (A quick 
word about Splasc(h) Records, who issued 
19 of the 20 discs herein. Naturally aimed at 
a local audience, whatever liner notes there 
are are usually in Italian. But the music is 
uniformly well-recorded, and the covers— 
primarily splashes of color in abstract 
contour, many by producer Peppo Spagnoli— 
are among the most visually exciting of any 
jazz label. This is obviously a quality 
concern.)

As critic Whitehead astutely suggested, 
though fluent in the bop-to-free vocabulary, 
those Italian instrumentalists who stand out 
from the crowd do so through the innate 
emotionalism of their playing. Lyricism—put 
to use in the jazz equivalent of an operatic 
aria—usually takes precedence over 
rhythmic concerns. Best is when the two can 
come together, as in reedman Gianluigi 
Trovesi. On Les Boites A Musique 
(Splasc(h) 152)—rather like Wayne Shorter in 
Weather Report—he reins in his often 
expressionistic phrasing to enhance the 
ensemble nature of the tone poems offered 
by computer-synthesist Luciano Mirto's 
remarkably rich palette of electronic textures 
and timbres (assisted by Tiziano Tononi’s 
colorful percussives). The music is variously 
reminiscent of slasher soundtracks, neo-
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Baroque three-part inventions, outer space 
ethereals, and hi-tech gamelans, while 
avoiding fusion clichés. As a front-line partner 
of trumpeter Paolo Fresu on bassist Paolo 
Damiani's Poor Memory (Splasc(h) 07), 
Trovesi resembles a sun-drenched 
Mediterranean version of Ornette, with an 
undercurrent of romance and melancholy. 
This time out it’s the soloists who sustain 
interest over the long vamps and unassuming 
chord changes.

Paolo Fresu's own date, Ovarto 
(Splasc(h) 160) is even more casual; a “hip" 
neo-bop attitude underscores the trumpeter’s 
Art Farmer-like flexibility, despite his 
occasional dabbling in electronic effects. 
Mid-tempo, melodic unison heads (in tandem 
with tenorman Tino Tracanna—capable, but 
less adventurous than Trovesi) predominate 
. .. are Italian instrumentalists in general not 
as aggressive as Americans? The rhythmic 
fires are a shade hotter on percussionist 
Mimmo Cafieros I Go (Splasc(h) 157), 
with lots of activity behind the excitable if not 
always memorable saxist Maurizio Caldura 
and, again, trumpeter Fresu’s comfortable 
voice. The writing for sextet essays a 
romantic ballad, some toe-in-the-water 
freedom, and reaches its zenith on the 
ambitious, episodic, sidelong “Black Pipes.”

As long as I mentioned Art Farmer above, I 
might as well compare the music on Xoanon 
(Splasc(h) 145) to Benny Golson's. Leader/ 
trumpeter Guido Guidoboni fronts a 
quintet playing stylish, classy mainstream 
with the added kick of two brass (trumpet 
and trombone), no sax. The solos are tight, 
concise, and close-to-the-vest; these guys 
are so self-assured they fail to work up much 
of a sweat. There’s much energy and daring 
apparent on Giannantonio De 
Vincenzo's Soft Landing (Splasc(h) 137), 
especially via the attractive dual reeds of the 
leader and baritonist Bruno Marini (who uses 
all of his beefy horn); though fear not of 
frenzy. Perky front-line harmonies, an almost- 
in-unison anthem (“Honky”), elastic tempos to 
accommodate soloists' whims, and tonal 
exoticisms (a bass/bass clarinet riff inspires 
one tune) balance the lack of active 
backgrounds or patches of dull vamping.

Attrezzo (Splasc(h) 140) goes one step 
further out. Leader Diego Carraresi's 
soprano sax is an echo of Steve Lacy's early, 
less elliptical arabesques, and his tunes, 
often multi-themed, utilize repetition and 
stepwise progressions á la the latter. In 
conjunction with vibist Alessandro Di Puccio 
(plus Franco Nesti’s bass and drummer 
Alessandro Fabbri), the sounds have an 
attractive airiness and light swing—like an 
old Blue Note album Bobby Hutcherson and 
Lacy never made. Another soprano-led 
quartet, Gianni Gebbia's, adopts a more 
serious, hard-blowing demeanor on 
Arabesques (Splasc(h) 147). The mostly 
modal tunes reveal a trace of Moorish 
influence (in Gebbia’s reedy, melismatic 
phrasing) alongside the heavily folkloric 
impetus (Sicilian-flavored melodies erupt, 
and there’s even a tarantella). Some 
"ambient” tapes heighten the effect; while a 
pair of Pinos (guest trumpeter Minafra and 
guitarist Greco) provide the “jazz.”

Reedman Carlo Actis Datos pianoless

JACK REILLY

“subtle & superior”
Rolling Stone Jazz Record Guide

Originals &
Standards

I rio
I ogether Again for the First I ime*

Solo Piano
I he Brinksman*
I he Sound o(the larot**
Giant Steps (Live from Poland)“
I ributes*

•LPonly
‘cassette only

Send check or money order ($12 per LP or cassette) to: 
Unichrom Productions, P.O. Box 150-243, Van Brundt Station, 
Brooklyn, N.Y. 11215 (718)768-4053

ORIGINAL MOTION PICTURE SOUNDTRACK 

the fabulous baker boys
Music by DAVE GRUSIN
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I BLUE NOTE.

THE BEST OF THE BEST MINUES
It is commonly acknowledged (though we don't mind saying it again) that so

THE BEST OF SONNY ROLLINS, 
93203 Includes “Decision" 
“Sonnymoon For Two” “Misterioso" 

THE BEST OF ART BLAKEY AND THE JAZZ MESSENGERS, 93205
Includes “Moanin’,” ‘A Night In Tunisia," "Mosaic”

THE BEST OF BUD POWELL, 93204
Includes “Un Roco Loco," "Parisian Thoroughfare” “Glass Enclosure"
THE BEST OF STANLEY TURRENTINE, 93201
Includes “Plum,” “River’s Invitation,” “Since I Fell For You"
THE BEST OF FREDDIE HUBBARD, 93202
Includes “Hub-Tones,” “Birdlike,” “Cry Me Not”
THE BEST OF HORACE SILVER, Volume Two, 93206
Includes “Song For My Father? “Cape Verdean Blues,” “The Jody Grind’

BLUE NOTE 50TH ANNIVERSARY COLLECTION
The complete Blue Note 50th Anniversary Collection is a six-hour journey

BLUE NOTE RECORDS- 
CELEBRATING 50 YEARS OF THE FINEST IN JAZZ

many of the jazz giants of the fifties and 
sixties did their finest work on Blue Note. 
And we have six more titles in our BEST OF 
Series to prove it.

through the zenith of the past 50 years 
of jazz, from Sidney Bechet’s “Summertime” 
and Thelonious Monk’s “’Round Midnight” 
to Horace Silver’s “Señor Blues” and 
John Coltrane’s “Blue Train” to Donald Byrd’s 
“Black Byrd” and the great contemporary 
recordings of Tony Williams, Stanley 
Jordan, and Dianne Reeves.
Available on LP and CD as a specially-priced box set (92547)
All five volumes available individually on double albums, 
long-play cassettes and compact discs (92465,92468, 
92471,92474,92477) 

quartet is even more indebted to local 
folklore; on Oltremare (Spiasc(h) 153) they 
kick off with close-harmonied Sardinian 
singing, later replaced by Piero Ponzo’s and 
the leader's tart reeds. Their excursions into 
regional roots music eventually border on 
parody (too much coy playfulness, too many 
animal noises—is this the Italian version of 
the ODJB?), and their alternately lilting or 
pastoral themes, while pleasant enough, 
seldom develop or sustain passionate 
soloing. Nevertheless, this foursome force 
their personality into the music—it's a unique 
blend, true—and the spunky dance rhythms, 
background vamps, bass ostinatos, and 
drum commentary succeed at least half the 
time. Sardinian keyboardist Antonello 
Solis' solo outing, Sa/is! (Splasc(h) 136), 
sports a similar success rate. Though his 
thorough technique allows him to dovetail 
lyrical, introspective lines with harsher 
moments in the sidelong rhapsodic 
"Chincaglierie Suite," the vast stylistic range 
strikes some ironic contrasts elsewhere 
(especially the typically fruity synth effects). 
The more aggressive he is, avoiding Jarrett/ 
Evans sentimentality, the better. Salis’ 
presence spices up Plaything For Soul 
(Splasc(h) 149), though the core trio of 
Mauro Orsclli (drums), Antonio 
Apuzzo (tenor sax), and Sandro Laila 
(bass) seem to have emerged from an overly 
predictable '60s time warp.

These LPs feature lots of strong bass-and- 
drum teams, and that of Giuseppe Costa 
and Pippo Cataldo step out front to lead a 
brash septet on Picture Number One 
(Splasc(h) 141). The compositions, by the 
leaders and thoughtful pianist Salvatore 
Bonafede, are aggressive, with agile twists 
and turns and explosions of polyphony. 
Though none of the soloists are outstanding, 
the ensembles are played with plenty of 
enthusiasm and carry the day. Ditto 
Stefano Maltese's Open Music 
Orchestra, who lend a loose-limbed, 
circusy atmosphere to the spontaneous- 
sounding arrangements. Like Breuker's 
Kollektief at its freest or Sun Ra at his most 
restrained, the soloists leap out of the 
orchestrated flux in melodramatic poses. 
There are plenty of fascinating colors and 
details, bittersweet dissonant voicings, and a 
moody undercurrent of Sicilian melancholy. 
Part-time vocalist Gioconda Cilio is an 
acquired taste, with a surrealistic French 
interlude on “Dans Les Ciels" and a torchy 
Billie Holiday mimicry elsewhere. (If you're a 
vocal freak, you might check out Cilio’s own, 
odd LP, Deep Inside (Splasc(h) 138), which 
boasts Antonello Salis on keyboards 
(accordion too!) and some nicely squirrelly 
Maltese sax solos.)

I had a tough time getting a handle on 
Jazzartrio's From Time To Time (Splasc(h) 
148), primarily due to tenorman Matthias 
Schubert's elusive, slippery vibrato and 
tonality. His illogical sound and phrasing 
lends a satiric tinge to the mournful-then- 
latinesque “Lush Life," and curious covers of 
David Murray's "Interboogieology," Bill Evans' 
“Twelve-Tone Tune," and Mal Waldron’s 
"Duquility" never coalesce (I’ve no gripe with 
bassist Nicola Vernuccio or drummer Stefano 
Bambini). Most revealing is "For Ayler,” where
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Schubert pulls out all the stops, but comes 
off as caricature. Similarly, the pastiche of 
Morricone-ish orchestral episodes and the 
intentionally disruptive forays of Pino 
Minafra with guests Misha Mengelberg 
(piano), Michele Lomuto (trombone), and Han 
Bennink (percussives), seems perpetually 
out-of-synch on Tropic Of The Mounted Sea 
Chicken (Splasc(h) 05). Minafra spits venom 
in his exorcistic trumpet distortions, the others 
rattle, boom, atonalize, or bluster to little 
avail. Contrast this with the confident intensity 
of Mario Schiano (alto), Gaetano 
Liguori (piano), Guido Mazzon (trumpet), 
and Lino Liguori (drums) on Effetti Larsen 
(Splasc(h) 09)—a single, spontaneously 
conceived, flowing sojourn through hills and 
valleys of free improvisation. These wily vets 
place tongue-in-cheek parody alongside 
tongue-in-groove interactive blowing to good 
advantage.

Claudio Fasoli has a reputation as a 
top-flight reedman in a variety of settings, 
and his solo recital, Egotrip (Splasc(h) 161), 
is a deft display of moods and techniques. 
By overdubbing and adding judicious 
electronic effects, Fasoli surveys songs to 
fantasies to motion/timbre studies—always 
with a dramatic cry at the heart of his tone. 
Though there were times when I'd wished 
he’d thrown all caution to the winds, or, 
conversely, tendered more straightforward, 
haunting melodies as on "Imago," there are 
moments that hang in the ear a long time—for 
example, a single Messiaenic piano chord 
chiming obsessively while soprano sax lines 
flutter above. Another formidible saxist of 
growing renown, Roberto Ottaviano, 
fronts a wind/brass sextet confronting eight 
Mingus compositions on Six MobHes/Portrait 
In Six Colors (Splasc(h) 169). Surprisingly, the 
chamber music intelligence at play here 
neglects none of the music's passion, irony, or, 
at times, cruelty; still, as might be expected 
without bass and drums, Mingus’ ferocious 
rhythmic impetus is sometimes suppressed. 
The arrangements can be crisp and concise 
or circuitous, and the soloists—especially 
Ottaviano and electrifying oboist Mario 
Arcari—equal to the task. Familiar material 
seen from a fascinating, unfamiliar point of 
view.

Ottaviano and pianist Stefano Battaglia are 
the standouts on singer Tlziana 
Ghiglionls Yet Time (Splasc(h) 150), where 
they receive the lion’s share of solo space. 
Ghiglioni shows her mettle via narrative 
singing (in English), vocalese, or scat, and 
there's a pleasant blend of originals and 
covers ("September Song,” Milton 
Nascimento, and Ornette). And at least (but 
far from least), Ottaviano and Fasoli grace 
Giorgio Gasllni's Multipli (Sou Note 121 
220-1). The leader is probably Italy's leading 
jazz export; his shrewd composing and 
quirky, elliptical piano are always distinctive, 
slicing off into unexpected directions or 
exploring enticing harmonies, densities, and 
textures, while supplying lively, sometimes 
cerebral, melodic shapes and designs. The 
interaction of Gaslini's unfettered, handpicked 
cohorts is a joy throughout. Missing out on 
this music—and the best of Italian jazz— 
would be like snubbing lasagna or pasta 
e'fagioli. Pity. db

THE ZAWINUL 
SYNDICATE

BLACK WATER —Columbia 44316: Carnava-

uto; Black Water; Familial; Medicine Man; In 
The Same Boat; Monk's Mood; Little Rootie 
Tootie; They Had A Dream,- And So It Goes.
Personnel: Josef Zawinul, keyboards, accordion 
(cut 4); Scott Henderson, electric and slide 
guitars; Gerald Veasley, bass, narrations 
(2,3,6); Cornell Rochester, drums; Munyungo 
Jackson, percussion; Anthony Zawinul, key
boards (9),- Lynne Fiddmont-Linsey, vocals, per
cussion,- Carl Anderson, Kevin Dorsey, Fred 
White, Dorian Holly, vocals.

★ ★ Vz

In two of the last three db Critics Polls, Sun Ra 
has dislodged perennial favorite Josef Zawinul 
from his synthesizer-category throne. But even 
as his critical stock dips, the former Weather
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Report co-anchorman keeps a solid lock on 
the Readers Poll and remains a premier pur
veyor of electronic keyboard sounds. At pres
ent, he heads up The Zawinul Syndicate, an 
eve-of-the-21st century, jazz-rock fusion col
lective whose members include world-class 
rhythm players Gerald Veasley and Cornell 
Rochester.

Put forth as a world music storybook and, in 
part, an homage to Thelonious Monk, Black 
Water is diverting and trifling rather than com
pelling and valuable, along the lines of the 
Syndicate’s shallow debut The Immigrants 

WORE THE WORLD
KAZUMI WATANABE
KILOWATT (Gramavision 79415)

Japan's preeminent jazz guitarist bounces in and out of 
fusion, rock, and bop with breakneck speed and incredible 

;ed by an all-star group featuring: Bunny 
Wackerman, Patrick Moraz, Wayne Shorter,

© 1989 Mesa/Bluemoon Recordings. Inc. Distributed by Rhino Records. Inc.

MITCH WATKINS
UNDERNEATH IT ALL (Enja 79603)

A gifted and versatile guitarist, Mitch Watkins explores the 
boundries of bop, fusion, and blues on his exceptional 
American debut. A new entry in the arena of stellar players.

ABDULLAH IBRAHIM
MINDIF (Enja 79601)

This stunning original soundtrack to the highly acclaimed 
French film “Chocolat” features melodic jazz improvisations 
and joyful folk melodies that will appeal to jazz and world 
music fans alike.

from 1988. On the one hand, Zawinul’s pet 
Pepe keyboard and other synthesizers are 
remarkable for blurring distinctions between 
acoustic and electric-powered sounds; his 
command of equipment results in music rich 
with the delights of imagination and clever
ness. But all the splendidly layered keyboard 
textures, the rhythmic sweeps of shaded tonal 
colors, and the impressive Pepe solos subsist 
as so much diffuse, masterful tableaux since 
storyline melodies are lacking. Devising tunes 
out of choice programmed sounds, Zawinul 
just doesn't pass muster as a satisfying melo-

(Gramavision 79422)

mental five part opus: Roots and 
development of American Folk 

wnbeat magazine’s critics' 
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JOHN COLTRANE
COLTRANE PLAYS THE BLUES-Atlantic Jazz 
1382-2: Blues To Elvin; Blues To Bechet; Blues 
To You; Mr. Day; Mr. Syms; Mr. Knight; 
Untitled Original. (46:16 minutes)
Personnel: Coltrane, soprano and tenor saxo
phones; McCoy Tyner, piano; Steve Davis, bass; 
Elvin Jones, drums.

dist or tale spinner.
Zawinul makes the condition of the world his 

business, yet he fails to offer music that con
vincingly reflects his humanism or his social 
consciousness. The title piece lambasts apart
heid in peculiar fashion: the puerilely menac
ing, freedom-via-bullets verse (penned by 
Veasley), is sung with dashing spirit by several 
male and female voices amid the good cheer 
of Zawinul’s top-dollar machines, Scott Hen
derson’s cliched guitar, and other instruments. 
(For an idea of its oddness, imagine the buoy
ant Dave Grusin scoring films noirs.)

On “Familial,” whatever eloquence the anti
war poetry of Jacques Prevert might have gets 
blotted out by both the electronic mutations of 
the spoken words and the music’s misterioso, 
high-tech veneer. “In The Same Boat"—which 
the press kit claims "reinforces the truism that 
all of us on Earth share a common destiny"— 
drifts aimlessly, platitude nebulous, with Za
winul and friends capering on top of pulsating, 
contrived Third World rhythms. A most super
ficial, musical meeting of cultures. "They Had 
A Dream" comes as a well-intentioned but 
banal and indistinct tribute to Martin Luther 
King, Malcolm X, and Mohandas Gandhi.

If one can get through the daft, spoken 
conceit by Veasley that mars "Monk’s Mood," 
the modern-age arrangement of Thelonious’ 
“Little Rootie Tootie" provides kinetic fun—note 
Zawinul’s tantalizing rediscovery of acoustic 
piano and his Pepe's artful, amazing likeness 
to the tenor saxophone. A couple more 
pseudo-tunes of a vague travelog sort also 
appear, including his son Anthony’s showcase 
bagatelle, “And So It Goes,” whose title sums 
up the progression of this interestingly medio
cre program, (reviewed on LP)

-frank-john hadley

coltrane plays the blues

At the time the original liner notes to this album 
were written, the debate was still raging over 
John Coltrane's "status as an experimenter 
and leader of the jazz avant garde." Interest
ingly, the writer then goes on to link Coltrane’s 
drive as an improviser with the blues, particu
larly those blues he would play on tenor during 
the last sets of his club dates, “generally 
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start[ing] at around two in the morning."
By way of contrast, Coltrane Plays The Blues 

seems to catch Coltrane in a relative period of 
reexamination—almost as if he were doing a 
tribute to his roots before returning (in the spirit 
of Giant Steps, from '59)—and moving on—to 
the more compositionally- and structurally- 
oriented material that was to follow. It was 
recorded in the fall of 1960 (released in the fall 
of ’62), the same year he recorded The Avant- 
Garde with Don Cherry and in the midst of 
Ornette Coleman’s initial major-label flurry. At
lantic and Nesuhi Ertegun had them all (but 
was soon to lose Coltrane to Impulse), playing 
an important—and timely—role in jazz's un
easy acceptance of this "new music."

Perhaps there's a metaphor in the way the 
four instruments sound on this CD reissue- 
saxophones are clear and metallic, the drums 
have a distinct bite and crispness to them 
(given the period in which the album was re
corded); the piano and bass suffer from either 
a sense of blurred distortion, as with Tyner's 
piano on "Blues To Elvin," or simply from a 
muffled tone that, in Davis’ case, gives us the 
bare minimum of bass tones. Fortunately, it is 
Coltrane and Jones who provide the most in
teresting music. For example, while Tyner's 
dark, moody chords provide the ideal setting 
for “Blues To Elvin,” it's Coltrane’s measured 
spirals on tenor and Jones’ punctuations that 
linger in the imagination. As with “Blues To 
Bechet,” one of three tunes where Coltrane 

plays soprano, the tempos are slow and easy; 
walking blues that lend the kind of space nec
essary to fully appreciate the kind of conver
sational, rhythmic scampering Jones was to 
perfect in the years to come with the legendary 
Coltrane quartet of the early to mid-'60s.

“Blues To You" is vaguely reminiscent of the 
later "Chasin' The Trane," what with it’s drive, 
trio form (sans Tyner), and blues progression. 
It doesn't explode like "Chasin’" would, but 
seen in relation, it may provide music students, 
among others, with an interesting case study. 
"Mr. Day" appears to be a corollary to “Mr. 
Knight," given it's identical form, tempo, and 
slightly altered chord progression. The one 
bonus track, from the 1970 LP reissue, is not 
the same “Untitled Original" played on The 
Other Village Vanguard Tapes but sounds more 
like a reworking of "Giant Steps'" changes 
mingling with Coltrane’s arrangement of “Body 
And Soul." Not a blues tune, it's included 
because it was part of the same session.

Coltrane plays it pretty much close to the 
vest on these selections, suspending his then- 
legendary "sheets of sound" approach. In
stead, what we hear is something more inti
mate, evenly-paced, laden with a convincing 
and satisfying blues feeling. Maybe the 
blues—to play them honestly—has its own 
requirements, its ewn agenda. Here, John 
Coltrane played the blues, and yet, it appears 
to have cut both ways, (reviewed on CD)

—john ephland

BIG BANG
by Kevin Whitehead

D
oomsayers have been predicting 
the death of the big bands for 40 
years—death due to changing 
fashion, economic pressures, the 
cooptation of dancers by rock & roll.... You 

know the list. Only thing is, the patients refuse 
to die. Some visionaries are busy rethinking 
the large ensemble; others go on as if the 
institution were in no danger at all. Like a 
universe born of a big bang, the big band 
keeps perpetuating itself.

Louie Bellson, that gentleman of the 
drums, leads one of the very best

Louie Bellson
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straightahead orchestras now active. East 
Side Suite (Musicmasters CD 60161,53:14 
minutes) was recorded at the same 12/87 
sessions that spawned last year's fine Hot 
(Musicmasters 60160), and is similarly 
blessed with guest shots by Clark Terry on 
flugelhorn. Bellson and Terry played together 
almost 40 years ago with the master, and Don 
Menza's brass writing has an Ellingtonian 
tinge on "Blues For Uncommon Kids." "Kids" 
shows how a drummer can be all over the 
place, prodding players like crazy, somehow 
without sacrificing the band’s relaxation—and 
shows how a band can sound relaxed without 

“I listen to this record every morning. I’m 
jealous of Caetano’s lyrics. This is the 
music and poetry of the future. Beautiful. 
Sad. Heart-wrenching. Contemporary. 
Angry. Pretty. Ugly. What popular music 
should/could/is be.”

-DAVID BYRNE

CAETANO VELOSO • ESTRANGEIRO

Produced by Peter Scherer and Arto Lindsay

Elektra Musician

On Elektra Musician Compact Discs, Albums and Chrome Cassettes 
© 1989 Elektra/Asylum/Nonesuch Records, O’ a Division of Warner Communications Inc.

sacrificing ensemble precision. Most bands 
would kill for section work this clean and 
balanced—a joy to hear. Menza, who 
arranged more than half the album, manages 
the trick of paying homage to the giants 
without losing himself: "My One And Only 
Love" (a feature for his own ballad tenor) is 
full of gauzy Gil Evans chords, but the overall 
effect isn’t imitative, “^addlin’ Madeline," 
showcasing Menza and Terry, honors 
Ellington and Evans both without aping either. 
Don’s skillful writing dwarfs the pedestrian title 
suite, written by Tommy Newsom from 
Bellson's sketches, but Terry and harmon- 

muted trumpeter Brian O'Flaherty sound 
inspired just the same.

Buck Clayton, no longer playing 
trumpet, now leads and writes for his own 
swing band, heard live on A Swingin’ Dream 
(Stash CD 16, 69:34). A few of the band's 
distinguished members are lead altoist 
Chuck Wilson, baritone saxist Joe Temperley, 
trombonist Dan Barrett, and drummer Mel 
Lewis. As you’d expect from a revered Basie 
vet, Buck puts easy swing first—the charts lilt 
and lift. (Bassist Eddie Jones put in a decade 
with Count; guitarist Chris Flory knows his 
Freddie Green.) There’s something a little 
archaic about the band's no-frills 4/4, the 
reed section’s rich vibrato, the by-the-book 
brass punches, the loose execution, and lack 
of pretension—and something deeply 
satisfying, too. Clayton's ear for old and 
unimproved swing is so true, he’d be nuts to 
mess with it: he knows how to amass a 
powerful sound without blowing out your 
tweeters. The many soloists aren’t equally 
gifted, the recording isn’t the greatest, and 
Clayton fans say the band often plays 
better—but it's a very pleasurable date 
nonetheless.

The Bay Area's Full Faith & Credit Big 
Band, on FF&C III (TBA CD 237, 50:26) likes 
to show its brass—10 in all. Lead trombonist 
Chris Brayman, who used to work and write 
for Maynard Ferguson, penned or arranged 
four of the nine pieces, so that brassiness 
should come as no surprise. You can hear it 
on Brayman's chart of J.J. Johnson's “Lament," 
where the arranger takes a lovely burnished 
solo, on his own “Irrelevant, Incompetent And 
Immaterial," and on Jeff Beal's “Free 
Association," which spotlights Beal's 
appealing flugel tone. Russ Ferrante's "Black 
Tie" wades into the generic funk cesspool for 
a sec, but fresh interpretations of "Perdido” 
(Brayman again) and “Out Of Nowhere" (with 
a taste of snaky Benny Carterish saxes) 
make up for that. Like Buck's band, they 
seem to play for the joy of it.

Two bands surveyed flirt with the funk, with 
disparate results. Tenorist/bass clarinetist 
Bob Mintzer's Urban Contours (DMP CD 
467, 56:30) is slick, urban contemporary. "I 
Heard It Through The Grapevine" is so trendy 
it sounds like the Saturday Night Live band; 
at least the other cover, "With A Little Help 
From My Friends," is oddly low-key. To help 
evoke the New York experience, Mintzer's 
avowed intention, the bass drum on some 
tracks is mixed to sound just like your 
neighbors pounding on the wall, demanding 
you turn this music down. Thundering or 
mushy synths, handclap machines, nasal
bass stringpops, and a pinched-sounding 
tenor sax—you’ve heard them all often 
enough to know whether you like 'em or not. 
You've read enough reviews to know what 
critics think. The players include Marvin 
Stamm and Randy Brecker on trumpets and 
Peter Erskine on drums.

Norway's Circulasione Totalc 
Orcestra works even more funk trappings 
into Accent (Odin CD 4025-2,48:45): 
bumping electric bass, skittery rhythm guitar, 
the clipped drumming of dual percussionists 
Audun Kleive (from Terje Rypdal’s band) and 
The Spontaneous Music Ensemble's John 
Stevens. Yet the result is infinitely more creative
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Harvie Swartz plays

VERTICAL
BASS®

Hear the Merchant Vertical 
Bass on Harvie Swartz's 
new record release on 

Blue Moon Records 
"Full Moon Dancer"

Bill Merchant's ten years as an acoustic bass repair 
specialist in N. Y.C. gave him the knowledge and expertise 
to design the Merchant Vertical Bass — THE compact, 
lightweight electric upright bass.

Used by Harvie, Eddie Gomez, Kim Stone, the Jon Faddis

THE 
MERCHANT

THE
BASS
SHOP
INC.

write or call:
The Bait Shop
69 W 23 St., NYC 10010 
(212) 989-2517
Bats Centre
11818 Ventura Blvd., 
Studio City, CA. 91604 
(818) 992-7865 

photo by Lisa Bogdan

Alto, tenor, and baritone saxophones in 
Sheffield stainless steel or Ebonite and for 
clarinets and soprano saxophones in Ebonite 
only.

See your local dealer 
or for free brochure write or call

Robert Levine, Importer
80 Blenheim Dr., Easton, PA 18042

Tel. 215/258-4266
Dealer inquiries invited

► Slim’s
One Bar Under a Groove

733 Washington St., NYC 10014 
Reservations: 212/645/8660 • Private Parties 

Open Nightly 5 P.M. — 4 A.M.

and listenable, because CTO's composer/ 
arranger/tenorist Frode Gjerstad takes 
chances. This lineup had never played 
together before—the 10 players come from 
varied jazz/rock/reggae/free music 
backgrounds—and all 10 tracks (including 
duo, trio, and quartet free improvisations) are 
first takes. The lines jostle each other and 
bubble to the surface. Morten Meister’s 
strangle-string guitar gets good and raunchy 
on “J7” and "O.C. On TV” (no points for 
guessing who that’s about); Eivin One 
Pedersen's accordion adds a pleasantly 
incongruous note to some numbers, like the 
quasi-harmolodic hoedowns “BKB” and 
“Cherry's Cherry.” (Did rik Ingvaldsen's trumpet 
makes the latter title’s homage explicit.) Like 
harmolodicO.C. himself, Gjerstad knows jazz/ 
funk needn’t be a contra/diction.

Among reissues, Gil Evans' Where 
Flamingos Fly (A&M 0831,46:27), released 
on Artists House in 1981, was recorded in 
71. It catches Evans in transition, between 
his gorgeously understated late ’50s/early 
'60s orchestrations, and the heavily electrified 
jamming bands to come. "Zee Zee," for 

Band and many 
other tine bassists. 
Features LaBella 
strings.

The Vertical Bass 
features Spruce 
spring bars (U.S. 
patent 44,635,523).

Gil Evans

instance, proceeds slowly and quietly like the 
early classics, but rests on the shoulders of 
Don Preston's sloping synth riff; John Benson 
Brooks' title track (a feature for tenorist Billy 
Harper) is reprised from 1961’s peerless Out 
Of The Cool. (By the way, has anyone pointed 
out its four-note ascending riff came from 
Prokofiev’s Romeo And Juliet?). “Jelly Rolls" 
(aka “Hotel Me"), by Evans and Miles Davis, 
is fascinatingly minimal: mostly it’s an 
endlessly repeated blues cadence Gil said

AQUARIAN 
DRUMHEADS

NEW Signature series 
drumhead from AQUARIAN

Jack De Johnette 
helped us test and 

develop a drumhead 
for his special style 

and sound

Many drummers are 
respected for a certain style 
such as rock, big band, jazz, 
classical, electronic, and 
they all have their fans. But 
among all drummers of all 
styles, Jack De Johnette is 
admired and respected all 
over the world. He is the 
ultimate multidirectional 
drummer.

AQUARIAN has designed 
a drumhead especially for 
Jack's varied and demand
ing requirements. It is a 
special Textured-Black 
snare drumhead of great 
sensitivity and power. Jack's 
picture and signature 
appear on the package of 
each Textured-Black head.
Ask for this special snare 
drumhead at your local 
dealer or drumshop.
AQUARIANACCESSORIES MHHi 
1140 N. Tustin Ave., Anaheim 
CA USA 92807 (714) 632-0230

All Rights Reserved
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TWO
SPEEDS
Switch back & forth 
from full to half speed. 
At full speed, listen to 
the tune normally. At 
half speed listen to 
the tune slowly and 
exactly one octave 
lower, so you can pick 
out those "fast licks.”

PITCH
CONTROL
Lets you fine-tune the 
speed of any tape so 
that it will be in tune 
with your instrument.

CUE&
REVIEW
Permits you to repeat 
a phrase with only a 
single touch of the 
rewind button.
PLUS:
BATTERY OR A.C.
OPERATION
BUILT-IN MICRO
PHONE AND 
SPEAKER
RCA-TYPE UNE 
JACKS (IN AND OUT)

Figure out hot licks! 
Slow 'em down to half speed

2-Speed Music Study Recorder 
from Workshop Records

THE CASSETTE RECORDER FOR LEARNING MUSIC 
the only recorder available with this unique combination of features

GIVE US A CALL TODAY FOR SAME-DAY SERVICE ‘Plus $3.00 shipping
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he lifted from Otis Spann and Muddy Waters. 
After the Brazilian tune "Nana” was in the 
can, Evans met Flora Purim and Airto, and 
decided to work them into the recording; his 
liner note account of the difficulties he had 
incorporating them gives a glimpse into the 
mind of a composer/arranger who never 
seemed finished with a piece. (Flora and 
Airto also turn up on Kenny Dorham's “El 
Matador,” in unconstricted 5/4.) Evans 
admirers less than enchanted by the hectic 
nature of his later bands should try this one.

English leader Mike Westbrook's On 
Duke’s Birthday (hat ART CD 6021.74:35) 
was recorded not on 29 April but 12 May 
1984. Save for a bit of Bubbering by Phil 
Minton, an amazing singer given little to do 
here (he mostly plays trumpet), Westbrook 
honors Ellingtonian tenets only in a general 
way. He showcases a wide (you might say 
motley) array of soloists—among them 
electric violinist Dominique Pifarely, cellist 
Georgie Born, multi-reedist Chris Briscoe, 
and Kate Westbrook on bamboo flute—and 
exploits their varied skills and colors over a 
shifting sonic terrain. There are nice 
moments: the mournful chamber sonorities of 
“On Duke’s Birthday 1,” the savvy blend of 
brass, reed, and strings at the beginning of 
"... Birthday 2,” and the accretive 
elaborations of the acute-angle riff that 
conclude it. But there's a paucity of 
memorable themes; “Music ls'”s three-note 
vocal/instrumental hook is more chant than 
melody. Like Bill Shoemaker, who gave the 
original release three stars in these pages, 
I'm fond of other Westbrook efforts.

New from Austria and strongly 
recommended is flugelhornist Franz 
Koglmann's Orte der Geometrie (hat ART 
CD 6018, 64:19). Sonically, Franz steers a 
singular path between great '50s arrangers 
like Evans and Shorty Rogers—he remakes 
Johnny Carisi’s cool staple "Israel” here—and 
Viennese tone-color melodists like Berg and 
Schoenberg (Art Lange expounds on all this 
in his typically erudite notes.) But Koglmann 
also understands, as Duke did, how dynamic 
and diverse soloists can create something 
greater than the sum of their parts. He's a 
cagey bandleader as well as supreme 
colorist, deftly integrating the composed and 
the improvised. His dozen-strong "Pipetet” 
(on seven of 12 tracks) includes the playfully 
precise Swiss drummer Fritz Hauser, the fine 
Italian sopranoist Roberto Ottaviano (in a 
Lacyish mood), his foil Mario Arcari on 
oboe—and, sometimes, the beguiling pianist 
Ran Blake, in a rare appearance as a hired 
gun. Like Blake, Koglmann plays/composes 
such headily complex stuff, and has such a 
knack for musical melancholy (here he 
orchestrates Ran's “Short Life Of Barbara 
Monk”), you might miss the whimsy that crops 
up in his work. It reveals itself in the way the 
Pipetet springs in and out of swing time. 
Franz's big-ensemble charts are so open and 
airy (without sounding th n), so full of internal 
contrasts, they don't clash with the pieces by 
mixed quintets, brass trio, and flugel/alto sax/ 
bass trio. Koglmann brings his smart 
orchestral sensibility to any band—big or 
small. Which is why he's one of the most 
interesting composer/leaders working now— 
anywhere. db
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TODAY'S SOUNDS Take a look—and listen!
Whatever your choice in 

sound, Remo has the Sound

lÙ&UUj Oti PUT NEW IDEAS 
INTO OUR HEADS.

Choice. Today’s tom tom 
sound is Remo Clear Emperor 

—big, open, resonant and 
tough. For today’s crisp, dry 

snare drum sound, it’s the 
Remo CS Coated (with Black 

Dot underneath). And, try

THE BLUES
YESTERDAY &
TODAY
by Ben Sandmel

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Great Bluesmen At Newport 
(Vanguard VCD 77/78): •km

SCREAMIN' JAY HAWKINS: Real Life (EPM Mu- 
sique FDC 5509): ★ ★★★

MEMPHIS SLIM: Dialog in Boogie (Zeta ZET 711 ).- 
★★★

OTIS SPANN: Walking The Blues (Candid CCD 
79025): ★ ★★★

SKIP JAMES: Today (Vanguard VMD 79219): 
★ ★★★

JAMES VAN BUREN: / Ain't Doin' Too Bad (JVB 
5803): *krk

BESSIE SMITH: The Collection (Columbia CJ 
44441): kk-k'/z

REVEREND BILLY C. WIRTZ: Deep Fried and Sanc
tified (Hightone HT 8017): kkk

THE JEFF HEALEY BAND: See The Light (Arista AL- 
8553):

CLARENCE CARTER: Clarence (Ichiban ICH 1032):

BLUES BOY WILLIE: Strange Things Happening 
(Ichiban ICH 1038): kk'/s

JUMPIN' JOHNNY AND THE BLUES PARTY: Where 
Y'at? (King Snake KS 012): kkk

BOB MARGOLIN: The Old School (Powerhouse 
P105): k-k-k’/i

THE KINSEY REPORT: Midnight Drive (Alligator AL 
4775): ★ ★★★

THE BACKSLIDERS: The Blues Are Back (Carryon 
0004): kkk1/?

A
s the blues enters its eighth dec

ade of commercial documenta
tion, many significant changes are 
occurring, yet certain crucial factors remain 
constant. Studio technology is vastly improved, 

and this applies to CD reissues of vintage 
material, as well as new releases. The blues’ 
audience has also changed dramatically: there 
were relatively few white listeners back in the 
’20s, although blues has always had a great 
influence on many white music styles. Today, 
however, the white market is essential to the 
blues’ continued commercial viability.

The music itself has also evolved, spawning 
new blues stars who perform badly-needed 
new material. There has been some increase 
in lyrics which comment on social and political 
issues. But blues, for the most part, still deals 
with personal situations and raw human emo
tions. Its song structures remain comparatively 
simple, if not redundant, depending on an 
energizing groove to bring the music alive.

Blues releases from all styles and eras 
continue to appear prolifically, and what follows 
here is a random selection.

Great Bluesmen At Newport culls

Wrtten: DICK LOWELL. TOM BORAS.DON S^ESKY.
MARK TAYLOR. DALE DeVOE. JOHKI ^OCH^ 

The Band: JOE MOSELLO. DANNY CAHN. JOHN ECKERT. 
BRIAN LYNCH. B0B8Y PORCELLI. KEN HITCHCOCK. 

GARY KELLER. TOM BORAS. DALE
GEORGE FLYNN TERRY CLARKE. JOEL WEISKOPF.

DOMENICK FIORE. MARK SHERMAN

our PinStripe Coated bass drum head—solid
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REMO, INC.

and warm with superb projection—along with 
our full range of PinStripe batters that have 

^become the standard around the world. Drum 
X heads by drummers, for drummers. 

The Remo difference.

DAVE STAHL BAND UVC At KHIOhtS
over 61 minutes of music covering the spectrum of big band jazz.

DAVE STAHL BAKO
Live At Knights

PLEASE SEND ME:
_ copy(ies) of LIVE AT KNIGHTS on CD «S14 ea.= .

____ copy(ies) of LIVE AT KNIGHTS on Cassette ®S12 ea.= .
_copy(ies) of MIRANDA on CD &S16 ea - . 
_copy(ies) of__MIRANDA on double LP_________ ®$1°_ea - . 

_____ copy(ies) of ANACONDA on single LP «$10 ea -

(AJlow 2 to 4 weeks for delivery) TOTAL
Please make check or money order payable to
ABEE CAKE RECORDS. PO Box 117. New Berllnvllle. PA 19545

Name__________

Address__ ________

Qty_____________
State______ Zip.
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Perfection... it's the mark of a 
dedicated drummer. And when you 

see such a perfectionist, chances 
are you’ll see him playing 

Vic Firth sticks.
Aside from being hand crafted from 

the most selected woods, Vic Firth 
sticks are "pitch-paired” by hand. 
This means that every pair will be 
identical twins in weight, balance, 

response and tone.
Like these great players, Vic Firth 

sticks are in a class by themselves.
Vic Firth sticks... the perfect pair.
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For a free catalog write to

DSCD-959
Tommy Tedesco 
"My Desiree"

The Cedar Walton Trio 
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Distributed by
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record & cd reviews
various live performances from 1959 to 1965. 
This was the era when the blues’ recording 
pioneers emerged from years of obscurity to 
meet adoring young new audiences. In doing 
so they shaped much music that would follow, 
especially rock. There are hits and misses 
here; Texas guitarist Lightnin’ Hopkins is in 
fine, improvised form, intuitively followed by 
Chicago drummer Sam Lay. John Lee Hooker 
gives a dramatically whispered account of the 
great flood in Tupelo, Mississippi, while a little- 
known performer named Doc Reese gives a 
rousing demonstration of work songs and field 
hollers. There is also some great work by 
Louisiana guitarist Robert Pete Williams, Pied
mont stylists Brownie McGhee and Sonny 
Terry, and slide guitar ace Mississippi Fred 
McDowell. Fellow slide-man Son House does 
not sound so inspired, and neither does Ten
nessee guitarist Sleepy John Estes, though 
Yank Rachell adds some brilliant mandolin to 
Estes’ songs. On the whole, though, this rich 
set is highly recommended, and presents an 
excellent cross section of acoustic country 
blues guitar.

A 180-degree jump brings us to 
Screamin' Jay Hawkins’ ultimately silly 
Real Life. Best known for his bizarre classic "I 
Put A Spell On You," Hawkins is a master of 
odd effects and ridiculous histrionics, en
hanced by his rich, operatic bass voice. In an 
effort to follow up on his one hit, Hawkins has 
continually leaned heavily on voodoo and oc
cult imagery, with such occasional forays into 
bathroom humor as “Constipation Blues.” He 
is accompanied here by a French band that’s 
heavy into “art-rock” synthesizers. The result, 
perhaps unintentionally, is a completely unique 
high-camp classic.

Pianist Memphis Slim is far more down- 
to-earth on the all-instrumental Dialog In Boo
gie. He is accompanied by his long-time Pari
sian drummer, Michel Denis. Both sound rather 
frantic here, but work well off each other. Denis 
loses the pocket occasionally, as on “E. C. C. 
Boogie,” but keeps his grip on “3,2,1 Boogie," 
which also features some of Slim's best piano 
work, with creative quotes from songs such as 
"One O’Clock Jump" and "Frankie And 
Johnny.” Ten cuts with no vocals does grow a 
bit repetitious, but high energy keeps this 
album going.

Otis Spann's Walking The Blues is more 
relaxed, and yet also leaves a more lasting 
impression. It features haunting vocals, brilliant 
piano work, and exquisite guitar accompani
ment from Robert Junior Lockwood. Spann 
(who’s best known for his work with Muddy 
Waters) played with a rural sensibility, recalling 
the levee-camp tradition of blues piano. He 
combined this approach with complexity and 
sophistication, especially in his chording, and 
lower-register solo intervals. The result was a 
stark, brooding sound that's complemented 
perfectly here by Lockwood, who takes some 
fine solos on songs like "It Must Have Been 
The Devil." For the most part though, Lockwood 
reveals himself as a consummate sideman and 
rhythm player. St. Louis Jimmy adds some 
guest vocals, but they pale in comparison to 
Spann's. Walking The Blues is something of a 
classic, and comes highly recommended.

The ’20s/’30s genre known as "classic blues" 
is represented here by the great Bessie 
Smith. The Collection is somewhat uneven; 
on many cuts, Smith seems to be singing on

46 DOWN BEAT DECEMBER 1989



detached automatic pilot. Even so, her tone 
itself is magnificent, and there are fine solos 
Irom Louis Armstrong, on cornet, and pianist 
Fletcher Henderson. While most of side one is 
tame and restrained, Smith finally does sing 
at full, hair-raising intensity on "I Ain’t Gonna 
Play No Second Fiddle," “Empty Bed Blues,” 
and "Do Your Duty."

Guitarist and pianist Skip James 
emerged during the same era, but was worlds 
apart statistically. A delicate, sensitive player, 
whose falsetto vocals followed suit, James 
typified what's known as the "Bentonia School" 
of Mississippi blues. Such music was complex 
and subtle, with a lighter, less rhythmic feel 
than that of the Delta style. Today was recorded 
after James resurfaced during the '60s blues 

revival. On his own compositions—"I'm So 
Glad," "Cherry Ball,” "Washington, D. C. Hos
pital Center Blues," and the eerie “Cypress 
Grove"—James is stunning. His playing of 
more generic tunes like "How Long” and “My 
Gal" are less powerful, but still pleasant.

Mainstream Mississippi blues—along with 
contemporary styles including the '50s Chi
cago school, and r&b/soul—are represented 
here by guitarist Bob Margolin on The Old 
School. Margolin spent seven years of inten
sive hands-on training with Muddy Waters, and 
learned his lessons well; he's an accomplished 
and aggressive-yet-tasteful player with deadly 
accurate timing. He favors a simple, small
band, '50s framework, but does not sound 
dated in the process. Margolin’s vocals are 
somewhat less impressive, at times sounding 
strained; he is most effective as a crooner, as 
on “River’s Invitation." The highlight of this well
paced and solidly-grooving album is its title 
track, which recounts Margolin’s tenure with 
Muddy. (Powerhouse Records: P.O. Box 2455, 
Falls Church, VA 22042)

Denver singer James Van Buren has a 
thoroughly contemporary sound, but is rooted 
in classic jazz-blues sophistication. I Ain't Doin' 
Too Bad is a diverse, balanced, and consis
tently grooving set of urbane blues, funk, swing, 
and ballads, with fine accompaniment by pi- 
anist/producer Joe Keel and guitarist Calvins 
Keys. Van Buren is an expressive singer with 

an agile sense of phrasing; his thin, narrow- 
ranged voice is not particularly pleasant, but 
comes across nonetheless thanks to sheer 
self-confidence. This is also demonstrated by 
the cocky cover art, which recalls those classic 
'50s albums where featured artists (such as 
Bobby Bland) were surrounded by adoring 
harems, expensive cars, etc. This is not an 
album for sensitive '80s guys. (JVB Records: 
Box 468, Denver, CO 80224)

If Van Buren’s posture offends some listeners, 
they may be positively outraged by the Rev
erend Billy C. Wirtz. Wirtz is a nimble 
blues and boogie pianist, who learned first
hand from such greats as Sunnyland Slim. He 
is also a devastatingly clever lyricist, and has 
made his mark as a twisted comedian who 
focuses on modern life in the South. Deep 
Fried And Sanctified does not measure up to 
his live performances, but is recommended for 
sick gems like "Inbred" and a raunchy, well- 
played monologue on the slow blues "Roberta."

Moving back to the mainstream, The Kin
sey Report is innovating the blues from 
within. The three sons of a traditional blues 
man, the Kinseys returned to such music after 
various adventures with commercial rock and 
reggae. Accordingly, their sensibility is thor
oughly modern while remaining authentically 
grounded. Lead guitarist Donald Kinsey has a 
soaring, melodic guitar style; his sustained 
single-note licks show some influence from his 
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THE LAST OF THE BLUE DEVILS (Count Basie, KC Jazz)
CHICAGO BLUES (Muddy Waters)
MINGUS (Charlie)
ABDULLAH IBRAHIM: A Brother with Perfect Timing
BORN TO SWING (Count Basie Alumni)
ERNIE ANDREWS—BLUES FOR CENTRAL AVENUE
JAZZ IN EXILE( Dexter Gordon)
ART BLAKEY—THE JAZZ MESSENGER
JAZZ IS MY NATIVE LANGUAGE (Toshiko Akiyoshi)
TALMAGE FARLOW
STEVE LACY: LIFT THE BANDSTAND
MAXWELL STREET BLUES
'TIL THE BUTCHER CUTS HIM DOWN
SUN RA—A JOYFUL NOISE
GEORGE CRUMB—VOICE OF THE WHALE
BATOUKA—FESTIVAL OF PERCUSSION

BILL EVANS ON THE CREATIVE PROCESS
AFTER HOURS (Coleman Hawkins & Roy Eldridge) 
JAZZ HOOFER (Baby Laurence) 
SONNY ROLLINS LIVE 
ZOOT SIMS QUARTET
L.A. ALL STARS (Big Joe Turner) 
JACKIE McLEAN ON MARS 
LES McCANN TRIO 
BLUES LIKE SHOWERS OF RAIN 
SIPPIE WALLACE 
JAZZ SHORTS
JAZZ IS OUR RELIGION
JAZZ (Earl Hines & Coleman Hawkins)
SOUND? Rahsaan Roland Kirk and John Cage) 
DIFFERENT DRUMMER (Elvin Jones)
ORNETTE COLEMAN TRIO-1966 
ANYTHING FOR JAZZ (Jaki Byard) 
BARRY HARRIS-PASSING IT ON 
NEW MUSIC (John Carter) 
SHELLY MANNE QUARTET 
PERCY MAYFIELD
AN AMERICAN SONGSTER (John Jackson) 
BIG CITY BLUES
MUSIC OF THE UNITED FRONT

DECEMBER 1989 DOWN BEAT 47



record & cd reviews
tenure with Albert King, but are essentially 
original and quite distinct from his legions of 
Chicago colleagues. Kinsey is also an effec
tive, if less distinctive vocalist. Most signifi
cantly, he has most moments of brilliance as a 
writer—here, for instance, on “Love's Overdue." 
While Midnight Drive also has some forgetta
ble, derivative tunes, it nonetheless so
lidifies The Kinsey Report's position as an 
important contemporary group. The band’s 
repertoire is yielding future blues-band clas
sics; in addition, the Kinseys may be able to 
recapture a substantial, young, black audi
ence.

R&b veteran Clarence Carter is one of 
the few contemporary blues artists who’s been 
able to get black airplay. This, combined with
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B.M. Music Management
Jazz performance with a concentration in the

music business
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his ceaseless Southern touring, makes him a 
modern blues star, and deservedly so. His 
latest effort, though—simply entitled Clarence 
— is a major disappointment. This grooveless 
collection of over-dubbed, computerized, lame 
material is distinguished only by “Kiss You All 
Over," a notable exception, and “Why Do I Stay 
Here (And Take This Shit From You)," which 
deserves mention for its pure weirdness. An 
artist of Carter’s proven stature, soul, and 
creativity can surely do much better than this.

Ichiban Records is also represented here by 
Blues Boy Willie (Willie McFalls), a rather 
flat and uninteresting singer. Strange Things 
Happening was recorded live, though, and has 
a relaxed, pleasant modern blues-band 
groove. No single performance is outstanding,

(UPC
A Quality Education 
Within Your Reach 

but tunes like "The Fly," "Fishing Trip,” and 
“Leroy" show that McFalls has a flair for song
writing. (Ichiban Records: P.O. Box 724677, 
Atlanta. GA 30339)

The same applies to Richmond, Virginia
based harmonicist "Jumpin' Johnny" 
Sansone, who leads a solid enjoyable band 
called The Blues Party. Thanks to San
sone's rich, rough-edged vocals, Ivan Appel- 
routh’s tasteful guitar and Anthony Geraci's 
keyboard work, Where Y'at? has a relaxed, 
confident groove, and makes a fine dance 
record. The band works in a '50s vein, some
what reminiscent of revivalists like The Fabu
lous Thunderbirds, with material including New 
Orleans mambos, South Louisiana “swamp 
pop,” originals, and Chicago classics. (King 
Snake Records: 205 Lake Blvd. Sanford, FL 
32771)

In a similar vein, yet more eclectic and 
aggressive, is a New Orleans band called The 
Backsliders. Led by singer/harmonicist Ben 
Maygarden and guitarist Steve Spitz, this tight, 
hard-driving band on The Blues Are Back also 
incorporates rockabilly and Western Swing. 
Maygarden’s originals, like "Tight Pants," have 
the ring of idiomatic authenticity. (Carryon 
Records: 1517 Cambronne St., New Orleans, 
LA 70118)

Canadian guitarist Jeff Healey has been 
lionized for his hot licks and unorthodox "lap- 
top'Vtapping technique. Some of the hype has 
been quite excessive, but Healey, in his early 
'20s, is already an accomplished player, an 
effective blues-rock singer, and a songwriter of 
some substance. His guitar style shows the 
combined influence of Clapton, Hendrix, Stevie 
Ray Vaughan, and Alberts King and Collins. 
Clapton also appears to inspire his writing, as 
many of the best tunes on See The Light—"My 
Little Girl," “Don’t Let Your Chance Go By,” 
“See The Light"—recall the feel of Clapton's 
Derek and The Dominos collaboration with 
Duane Allman. These blues/pop/rock efforts 
are more interesting than Healey's straight 
blues performances; his rendition of Freddie 
King's "Hideaway," for instance, is nothing 
special. More will be heard from this young 
multi-talent. db

lieu
(Record Companies: For listing in the 
monthly New Releases column, send two 
copies of each new release to down beat, 
180 West Park Ave., Elmhurst, IL 60126.)

PRESTIGE/CONTEMPORARY/ 
RIVERSIDE/NEW JAZZ/GAL- 
AXY: Eddie Jefferson, Body And Sou/. 
Gene Ammons, Live! In Chicago. Pat Martino, 
Desperado. Miles Davis, Steamin'. John Col
trane: The Last Trane; Dakar. Red Garland 
Quintet w/John Coltrane, Dig It! Phineas 
Newborn, Jr., The Great Piano Of. Ben Web
ster, At The Renaissance. Art Pepper: The 
Way It Was!; Intensity Howard Rumsey's 
Lighthouse All-Stars, Vol. 6. Milt Jackson and 
Big Brass, For Someone I Love. Eddie “Lock
jaw" Davis, Afro-Jaws. Victor Feldman, Merry

48 DOWN BEAT DECEMBER 1989



blindfold test
1 CHARLES MINGUS. The

Shoes Of The Fisherman's Wife Are 
Some Jive Ass Slippers" (from Shoes Of The 
Fisherman's Wife, Columbia) Mingus, 
composer.

I liked the last two minutes a lot. It didn’t 
grab me from the beginning, but I liked 
when that bass clarinet and tympani came 
in near the end. Is that Gil Evans doing 
Mingus?

GS: No, it’s later Mingus.
BP: Oh, because it’s so polished and 

toned-down; the Mingus stuff I really love 
is the Jazz Workshop stuff, where Dolphy 
and all those guys go crazy. This felt like it 
had classical players in it. I felt like there 
was a real separation between the rhythm 
section and some of the horns, and there 
always seems to be that problem when you 
get players from the different disciplines 
together.

JOHN COLTRANE. "India"
(from Impressions, MCA/Impulse!) 

Coltrane, soprano sax; McCoy Tyner, 
piano; Jimmy Garrison, bass; Elvin Jones, 
drums.

When I was young, I ran away from Elvin, 
because he was so strong and everybody 
was so drawn to him that I was afraid of 
getting sucked into the vortex. But even 
though I ran away from him, there’s so much 
of him in me because there’s so much of him 
in everybody. He’s one of the greatest drum
mers that will ever walk this earth. Every
body always talks about his polyrhythms, 
but there are a couple of things about Elvin 
that people don’t usually mention. One, he’s 
got the most amazing touch; he can play so 
quietly yet be so powerful and assertive it’s 
amazing. Two, everybody talks about how 
he plays behind the beat, but he also plays 
ahead of the beat at the same time. Three, 
he always stands his own ground; he doesn’t 
run to the soloist; he responds, but he’s on 
his own turf. He’s an incredibly strong and 
beautiful musician.

3 THE JIMI HENDRIX 
EXPERIENCE. "Manic

Depression" (from Are You Experienced?, 
Reprise) Hendrix, guitar; Noel Redding, 
bass; Mitch Mitchell, drums.

People are now going back and realizing 
what a genius he was, and what a great 
drummer Mitch Mitchell was. It’s like you 
remember when John Kennedy was shot; I 
remember the first note I ever heard of Jimi 
Hendrix’s, it made such an impression on 
me when a friend of mine brought that 
record over to the house. I’d never heard 
anything like that. Just the sonic contribution 
he made to modern music, just for that 
alone he’s in my top 10. The things he made 
the guitar do were incredible, and the inter-

BOBBY PREVITE
by Gene Santoro

Hailing from Niagara Falls, N.Y., per- 
cussionist/composer Bobby Prev
ite started playing rock music at 14. 

While studying music at the University 
of Buffalo, he fell in love with the sounds 
of John Cage, Charles Mingus, Miles 
Davis, and Edgard Varese. Previte cred
its Varese's “Ionization," in fact, with 
pushing him to explore percussion from 
an orchestral perspective.

Shortly after moving to the Big Apple 
in 1980, Previte began collaborating 
with folks like John Zorn, Wayne Horvitz, 
Butch Morris, and Elliot Sharp, as well 
as composing his own material. Very 
much a part of the downtown-New York 
crowd (though he lives uptown) that is 
currently breaking out big, Previte’s com
positional leanings are toward organic 
development, shifting forms and pat
terns that circulate through a piece.

Though he’s eclectic, he avoids flaunt
ing the diversity of his influences, pre
ferring to understate them in order to

action between him and Mitchell was too.

HENRY THREADGILL 
SEXTETT. "Bermuda Blues"

(from You Know The Number, RCAINovus) 
Threadgill, alto saxophone; Diedre 
Murray, cello; Fred Hopkins, bass;
Pheeroan akLaff and Reggie Nicholson, 
percussion.

It’s funny you’d play a tune like this from 
Henry, because I really admire his compos
ing and arranging, but this particular tune 
sounds more like something I’d like to hear 
live, because there’s not as much composi
tion in this as in some of his other stuff—it’s 
kind of riff-based.

5 THE METERS. "Here Come
The Metermen" (from Here Come The 

Metermen, Charly) Art Neville, keyboards; 
Leo Nocentelli, guitar; George Porter, 
bass; Ziggy Modeliste, drums.

The Meters sound so good to me. I mean, 
the recording by today’s standards is terri
ble, ugly—but who cares? There’s so much 
music there. What a groove, and it breathes 
so nicely. The grooves you hear on the radio 
today don’t breathe like that—especially the 
bass. Bass players now play patterns that 
are like jails, but in music like that the ability 
to play around it is what makes it classic. 
Ziggy makes so much out of everything: 
BOMP BOMP on the snare, those two little 
quarter-notes are his signature to me.

produce a cohesive feel. His 1986 debut 
as a leader, Bump The Renaissance 
(Sound Aspects) garnered critical 
raves, as did 1987’s Pushing The Enve
lope and last year’s Claude's Late Morn
ing (both on Gramavision), which as
sembled stellar casts of players.

Previte was given no information about 
the music played.

6 ORNETTE COLEMAN.
"Midnight Sunrise" (from Dancing In 

Your Head, A&M) Coleman, alto 
saxophone; Robert Palmer, clarinet;
Master Musicians of Joujouka.

It’s Ornette, but I don’t know the record. 
(GS explains.) Beautiful, incredible drum
ming, and I enjoyed it, but I always en
joy Ornette more when he has the har
monic stuff that Charlie [Haden] did under
neath.

I think that Charlie’s contribution to Or
nette’s thing is underrated: he had a really 
big part in the sound of that music. So I 
miss his harmonic direction sometimes. 
Sometimes I just can’t hang on to it as well 
without the harmonic structure, and I think 
Ornette really responds to it.

7 KING SUNNY ADE 
AND HIS AFRICAN

BEATS. "Ja Funmi" (from JuJu Music, 
Mango) Ade, composer.

That was too easy! Just for the way he uses 
guitars he’s won my admiration: they almost 
never play a chord, they’re always playing 
single lines that they make into chords. 
Obviously that music was a big inspiration 
for me for my last record, especially the 
pedal steel, who’ll sit there for two minutes 
without playing a note and then suddenly 
play the most incredibly beautiful thing and 
suspend the time completely. He’s really, 
really subtle in this big group of people, db
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profile
YUSEF LATEEF
THIS VETERAN MULTI
INSTRUMENTALIST EXPLORES 
BROAD MUSICAL VISTAS.

by Dave Helland

n 1948 Bill Evans of Detroit, a veteran 
of Dizzy’s big band, became Yusef 
Abdul Lateef—Joseph, servant of the 

gentle, amiable, and incomprehensible God. 
Since his first recording sessions three 
decades ago for Savoy, in a piece called 
“Morning,” playing the argule (a Middle 
Eastern flute), and the bassist the rebot (an 
Afghani stringed instrument), Lateef has 
been at the forefront of the melding of 
improvisation and odd time signatures with 
the use of ethnic instruments and European 
composition. To record his Little Symphony 
(Atlantic 81757), Lateef laid down the basic 
tracks with a Casio 500 keyboard and En- 
soniq Mirage digital sampling keyboard, 
adding saxes and bamboo flutes as well as 
Hausa talking drum and algaitea, an instru
ment used in the emir’s court with a double
reed boiled in onion and beef broth. This 
Grammy-winning recording —1988 New 
Age category—was made possible by the 
combination of the MIDI workstation and 
third-world harmonies with classical com
positional structure and the art of the im
proviser.

The harmonic structure of this sonata 
allegro spans the world musically. The first 
movement, for instance, is a raga with an 
Egyptian scale. The third movement com
bines a theme stated on sax and flute over 
a contrapuntal Oriental string basso con- 
tinuo. But the notes begin to lengthen and 
bend till it becomes obvious that this is not 
a stringed instrument at all but a Japanese 
scale being played on an electric keyboard.

Lateef speaks of improvising as interact
ing with his immaterial self, as “a way of 
expressing my deepest feelings and senti
ments, a way of being poetic. This is how 
this particular kind of beauty is transmitted.” 
He is also the author of Night In The Garden 
Of Love (Vantage Books), a musical allegory 
with sci-fi overtones that may have appeal 
to the suspected reading tastes of that hot- 
tub class of crystal-rubbing yuppies that are 
new age music’s supposed market. But 
Lateef spent the early ’80s—when Windham 
Hill went from cottage industry to multi
million dollar buy-out, a Success Story the 
equal of Atlantic or Motown—in northern 
Nigeria, a senior research fellow at Ahmadu 
Bello University’s Center For Cultural Stud
ies. Four years were spent teaching anthro
pology techniques and working with flute 
makers, producing the Fulani herdsmen’s 
flute, the sarewa, in glass and metal, as well 
as taking his ensemble to the Festival of

Nations, in Sophia, Bulgaria.
Lateef returned to the States in 1985. He 

teaches improvisation at UMass in Amherst 
and at Hampshire College using pianist 
Barry Harris’ system based on the 7th 
scale—the Ionian with 7th lowered a half
step—as well as writing for chamber ensem
bles at both schools. He is on the faculty of 
UMass’ Jazz In July program with Billy 
Taylor, Max Roach, and Sheila Jordan.

A trailblazing force in modern jazz, Lateef 
refuses to use the word. In his first db 
interview 30 years ago, Lateef said his goal 
was to help establish jazz as a respected art 
form by “doing away with the derogatory 
connotations associated with jazz and jazz 
musicians.” Now he feels that “jazz” is too 
ambiguous: “If you are going to talk about 
my music, that term is not needed. It is 
distracting.” For us to talk about jazz was a 
waste of time.

But Lateef—who had neither heard the 
music his recording epitomized for the 
Grammy electorate nor knew the connota
tions those of us who are truly hip apply to 
“new age”—is willing to embrace the term 
“new age” based on the literal meaning of 
the words. He hadn’t heard the term until a 
producer suggested releasing Little Sym
phony on Atlantic’s new age label. “I’ve never 
bought a Windham Hill record, I’ve no idea 
what they sound like. To me, the term 
implied a music different from what has been 
in the past, a recent development, and I 
think Little Symphony fits that category. I 
had never heard anything like Little Sym
phony until I produced it.”

He brought his ideas of its form and 
content back with him from Nigeria to the 
basement studio of his neighbor, guitarist 
Norman Blain. It is indeed a sonata with its 
thematic development and electronic epi
sodes serving as passages from movement 
to movement though he dispenses with the
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conventional allegro first movement—his is 
larghissimo—and makes the third a fantasy 
instead of a dance.

“It was a challenge for me to improvise 
against the particular structures in that 
music. It wasn’t like the blues form that 1 
had played for so many years. It wasn’t an 
AABA song form. That is why when the 
listener listens to this music he can’t antici
pate what is going to happen because there 
are no trite or redundant elements in it. It’s 
a new arrangement of content, an evolution 
of content.”

Whether you attempt to label his music 
Third Stream, World Beat, avant garde, new 
age, or new music, constant over a career 
with scores of recordings on Riverside, 
Impulse, Atlantic, and CTI has been Lateef’s 
use of improvisation and instruments from 
other cultures in European classical forms.

“Just as a Brahmns symphony is written 
in sonata allegro form—no one would deny 
that—so was the Little Symphony written in 
sonata allegro form, but none of the critics 
recognized that. It is really crass for some
one to review it and put it in the jazz category 
because it is not that at all.”

He assigns critics the task of understand
ing the form and content of what they review 
while he fulfills his own responsibilities. 
“Nobody can develop my music for me. I 
have to do it. My responsibility is to impart 
all of the aesthetic substance and romance 
and intelligence and creative energies I can 
muster from my experience. My duty is to 
put this into the music.”

Does he sense any cross between the 
classic European styles and American im
provisatory music, the restoration of im
provisation to the performance of concerti? 
“If any time was ripe, it was during the 
lifetime of Charlie Parker. It is a tragedy 
that we don’t have concertos that had been 
written for Charlie Parker. That was the 
time to do it. Look at what he did with 
strings; such beautiful things. He could have 
performed concertos just as easily and 
perhaps been more inspired than he was by 
those strings,” explains Lateef who once 
sat in with Parker on Swing Street. “He was 
such a congenial person. He let me play 
what I wanted to play and 1 played what I 
thought I could play best.”

Since the success of Little Symphony, 
released are two more works of Lateef’s 
written for small classical ensembles: Con
certo For Yusef Lateef (Atlantic 81863) and 
Nocturnes (Atlantic 81977). While The Ham
burg Radio Orchestra has performed one of 
his symphonies, he has yet to get any of his 
orchestral works performed in this country.

“The works of Beethoven and Mozart are 
played over and over for a certain class of 
people. Of course this is quality music, but 
that doesn’t imply that no one else has made 
quality music since. A certain ideology is 
perpetuated: You can’t enter there.” db
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book reviews
MILES—THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY, by

Miles Davis with Quincy Troupe 
(New York: Simon and Schuster, 
1989, 431 pp., $22.95, hardcover).

Throughout Miles Davis’ lengthy career, 
both his musical artistry and enigmatic per
sonality have been praised and damned 
repeatedly—he’s been idolized, imitated, 
courted, arrested, held in disdain and in 
awe. Several other biographies (most nota
bly Ian Carr’s and Jack Chambers’) and 
chapters throughout jazz literature have 
already documented the life and prolific and 
influential work of this perennial musical 
front-runner. And through interviews which 
have surfaced more frequently in the past 
few years, Davis has allowed a few glimpses 
through the private veneer he has fiercely 
maintained for so long. Thus this book— 
Davis’ own voluminous and candid account 
of his life so far—still comes as something 
of a surprise.

From the very first page, Quincy Troupe, 
Davis' co-author, quickly establishes an in
timate, conversational tone that doesn’t let 
up. Davis is the narrator one might always 
have imagined—intelligent, forthright, de
tailed, quick, and quixotic. His tone shifts 
emotionally with his memories, from admir
ing to angry, defensive to humorous, cov
ering detailed musical and personal territory. 
Issues that strike a deep chord within him— 
his condemnation of racism, his steadfast 
sense of creative freedom and experimen
tation-can be gleaned through his early life 
experiences and onward. His narrative is 
packed with significant incidents, beliefs, 
and opinions and is often revealing and 
riveting. Unfortunately, the last few chap
ters are mostly just rambling and the mate
rial becomes more disjointed. The reader is 
left with many unanswered questions, not 
just about Davis, but about how Davis and 
Troupe worked together, and how the nar
rative was shaped.

The first chapters move compellingly for
ward as Davis recalls his childhood in St. 
Louis, his unusual middle-class black family, 
his musical development and first profes
sional experiences, and his eventual move 
to New York. His father gave him his first 
trumpet when he was 13, exemplifying the 
strain between his parents (his mother 
wanted to give him a violin), inevitably 
setting the course of Davis’ life. Davis fondly 
recalls his first teacher, Elwood Buchanan, 
who encouraged him to steer clear of vibrato 
and to develop his own sound: “You got 
enough talent to be your own trumpet man.”

Davis describes sitting in with the sensa
tional Billy Eckstine band in St. Louis in 
1944 as a pivotal moment. It was his first 
time sharing the bandstand with Charlie 
Parker and Dizzy Gillespie, and soon after, 
Davis uprooted his life to follow Bird. From 
here through the next several chapters, the 

Miles, circa 1970.

pace is quick and intense. For those familiar 
with jazz history, much of Davis’ account of 
his early years in New York has the glow of 
a deja vu. Attending Juilliard was his cover 
for seeking out Parker, his real musical 
education taking place on 52nd St. He traces 
his own emerging sound and concepts as he 
struggles playing alongside Parker on and 
off for the next few years, his friendships 
and work with Coleman Hawkins, Freddie 
Webster, Gillespie, Max Roach, Monk, and 
other musicians who were creating jazz 
history. He recounts meeting Gil Evans, the 
beginning of their profound friendship and 
musical association, and the Birth Of The 
Cool recordings, which started establishing 
Davis as a leader and a stylistic innovator.

After a fierce four-year struggle with her

oin, which Davis kicked in ’54, his renown and 
artistic maturity ascended steadily through 
the rest of the ’50s and ’60s. He describes 
the varied personnel he worked with over 
the years which established his equally 
legendary reputation as a talent scout. De
tails of sessions, club dates, concerts, and 
tours vivify the development of some ex
traordinary musicians: Sonny Rollins, Philly 
Joe Jones, Paul Chambers, John Coltrane, 
Cannonball Adderley, Bill Evans, Tony Wil
liams, Ron Carter, Wayne Shorter, Herbie 
Hancock—the list is long and brilliant.

As we move into the ’70s, Davis speaks 
about his five-year hiatus from music be- 
tween 1975-80 for the first time. Once 

| again, he drifted back into drug abuse— 
§ perhaps partly resulting from some chronic 
£ and painful physical problems—but this time 
| he admittedly did not pick up his horn. As 

per the rest of the book, his delivery— 
about addiction, self-destructiveness, 
strained relationships with women (which at 
times turned abusive)—is completely frank 
and unreserved and without any moralizing. 
But there is no real digging into the reasons 
behind his actions. Clearly, the lives of 
several of the most creative jazz artists were 
fraught with similar struggles, and it is kind 
of miraculous that Davis is still alive and 
thriving. And though one surely doesn’t 
want a sanitized version of Davis’ life, the 
sheer preponderance of not-so-pretty raw 
data doesn’t really add to our understanding 
of this extraordinary musician. Nonetheless, 
the unabridged Miles is a fascinating and 
provocative chronicle which, along the way, 
impels you to reach into your collection and 
let the music speak along with the man.

—Stephanie stein
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