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TEDESCO JAMS

. AND JOKES
' AT BLUE NOTE

' By LEONARD FEATHER

y he Blue Note, yet another
\ I addition to the fast-growing
list of Southland jazz clubs, is
presenting small groups, most of
them led by guitarists, nightly
except Sunday.
Te}& roomy is small, the food
Italian, the location—on Ventura
| Boulevard just east of Laurel Can-
yon Boulevard—convenient, the
music mostly mainstrearn. Tommy
Tedesco, the veteran studio guitar-
ist who books the talent, appears
there himself every Wednesday.
Tedesco, as most of his peers
know, is not only a versatile and
compelling artist, bul also a come-
dian whose stock in trade consists
of long, generally witly raps about
the life of a studio musician, the art
of fooling producers and the ano-
nymity of working session jobs (“I
had an identity crisis before it was
hip to have one”).
Switching between acoustic and
electric guitars, Tedesco managed,

without verbal self-interruptions,

to gel through a wide-ranging
series of selections that included a
soaring samba, a gentle ballad
medley, an electric blues solo on
“Bags’ Groove” and a splendidly

~ chorded acoustic treatment of
“Ain’'t Misbehavin”.”

QOften he played unacc_umpamed.
but at times he would be joined by
the remarkably able left-handed
bassist, John Leitham, and by Mat
Marueci, an unpretentiously effi-
cient drummer.

For the most part the Blue Note
‘provides low-key music guaran-

’ teed not to upset the digestion.
Tedesco will remain on hand every
Wednesday in June, teamed suc-
 cessively with four fellow-guitar-

ists: Joe Pass next Wednesday,
followed by Pat Kelly, Pt Ellis
‘and John Collins. Now dud then |
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POLISH JAZZ
PIANIST AT
HOME IN U.S.

By LEONARD FEATHER

Polish pianist Adam Makowicz

(who opens Tuesday for a
three-day run at Catalina’s) played
his first American job.

Though unknown in the United
States, he was a big star back home:
The Polish magazine Jazz Forum
had already declared him Europe’s
No. 1 pianist in its readers’ poll. He
had come to the attention of John
Hammond, who helped arrange his
first gig at -the Cookery in New
York.

Makowicz was also helped soon
after his arrival by a CBS album
produced by Hammond, and by
critical acelaim. Though often lik-
ened to Art Tatum, he used his
phenomenal technique to play ev-
erything from the compositions of
Scott Joplin to John Coltrane, as
well as his own engaging works.

His role as a little fish in the vast
American pond presented its prob-
lems. There were times when jobs
were either scarce or unsuitable,
yet his determination to tough it
out in the Big Apple never flagged.

“T always wanted to play with
the best possible musicians, and
New York is where you find them.
It's the center of jazz; all the world
is looking at what goes on here, and
I wanted to be a part of the jazz
family."

How did he make the adjustment
to the pace of New York after
living most of his life in Poland?
(He was born in Czechoslovakia
but moved to Warsaw as a teen-

Just. 10 years ago this month,

ager.)
“It's hard to make the compari-
son now,” he says, “because 1

Adam Makowicz: “On the
whole, I am quite happy now.”

haven't been back there since 1978,
and many things 1 have almost
forgotten. But here I can travel
freely, and this is important. The
musicians have been very friendly,
and I have managed to gradually
adjust my life style and be comfort-
able here.

“New York is expensive, but so is
Boston or Washington—and, for
that matter, London or Stockholm.
But somehow we cope. My wife,
Irena, graduated from nursing col-
lege and is now working at a New
York hospital.”

Though he has worked most
often in nighteclubs, Makowicz has
broken into the concert circuit,
playing the New York Jazz Festi-
val, the Norway Jazz Cruise and
other major events around Europe,
where he will go on tour again this
month.

Because records are the life-
blood of any jazz man in search of

‘steady work, he is happy that, after

labels, he is now set with RCA's
recently launched Novus Co. His
first Novus album, “Moonray”
(Novus 3003-1-N) was well re-
ceived and will probably be fol-
lowed by a George Gershwin album
commemorating the 50th anniver-
sary of the composer’s death,

Another project he has in mind is
aset of his original compositions for
piano, bass, drums and string quar-
tet, along the lines of a recent
successful venture by the Kronos
Quartet, “I like the idea of bringing
together the roots and heritage of
classical music with the spirit and
essence of jazz,” he said.

Looking back over the past dec-
ade, he admits there have been a
few rough spots. “It's getting better
now, but two years ago, things
were really difficult financially. In
part, it was my own fault. I rejected
certain jobs because I couldn’t
stand to work in some club or
restaurant where people were
talking and paying no attention to
the music. And I had become fed up
with playing on some outrageously
bad pianos. I thought I'd rather
suffer a little more economically
instead of suffering in soul and
spirit by being subjected to the
wrong working conditions.

“On the whole, though, 1 am
quite happy now. On some of my
European dates this summer, I will
play ‘Rhapsody in Blue’ with sym-
phony orchestras. My American
jobs are getting better and easier;
I'm really looking forward to work-
ing with [bassist] Andy Simpkins
and [drummer] Sherman Ferguson
at the Catalina.

“I don’t feel that living in the
middle of Manhattan as I do is a
perfect situation by any means, but
at least I can say so! It's a free
country—I have the right to be
wrong—and this, for me, is one of
the greatest thingsof all.”

a few ventures on independe’niJr,—
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RECORD & CD REVIEWS

Nancy Harrow and Esther Phillips.
m KEN FRANCKLING

ATLANTIC JAZZ: BEBOP
7-81702-1

No company without access to
any Charlie Parker or Bud Powell
material can put out a representative
bebop album; moreover, the two

Gillespie cuts are from periods long
past his trend-setting prime, a 1952
cut with Bags and a 1971 live rack
with the “Giants of Jazz” (Winding,
Stitt, Monk, McKibbon, Blakey).
Monk also appears playing “Evi-
dence” with Blakey's Messengers;
Stitt has a fine “Koko” with John
Lewis, and Bags is heard again with
Coltrane on “Bebop.” There'’s also a

slightly irrelevant “Salt Peanuts” by
a Philly Joe Jones group, and a 1964
take on Max Roach, from his session
with the pianist Hasaan Ibn Ali. No
inferior music here, but no definitive
statement of what this vital
movement accomplished in the mid-
1940s (before Atlantic existed—that’s
the problem).

mLEONARD FEATHER




REMEMBERING MAXINE o

Precious few singers can
claim to have been performing
in public before repeal. Maxine
Sullivan, who recently died at
age 75, could do better. She was
singing before prohibition.

: Sullivan lived three vocal liv-
es: as a child prodigy in her
native Homestead, Pa.; as an

- adult star worldwide from 1936-
57, and as a returnce who, in
1967, emerged from a 10 year
retirement.

Music came to Maxine Sulli-
van very early and quite natu-
rally.” Her family on her father’s
side was quite musical. They
were from Coateville, Pa., and
in the early years of the century
they migrated to Homestead, a
very small town outside Pitts-
burgh.

She was born Marietta Wil-
liams, after an aunt Marietia,
who sang contralto. An uncle,
Harry Williams, played drums
in a band led by a man named
Lois Deppe. The pianist in that
band was Earl Hines.

“My father died in 1914,
when 1 was only three, and I
was raised by my mother's fami-
ly,” She said in an interview in
Los Angeles last March, “Then
in 1922 my uncle Harry came
back off the road and decided to
start his own band, which he
called the Red Hot Peppers.

“When I was growing up,
becoming a young lady, I would
tag along with the band. |

couldn’t work the big clubs be-
cause my voice wasn't big
enough, but by the late '20s or
early "30s I was known around
Homestead as the local Mildred
Bailey or whoever was popular.
I was the only singer in town.”

Afier repeal, Sullivan, now in
her 20s, was traveling regularly
with the band until she was
asked to audition at the Benja-
min Harrison Literary Club in
Pittsburgh. The name was a
cover — “Actually the BHL
Club had operated all through
Prohibition, one of those
‘Knock three Gmes, who's
there? places, but after repeal it
became a popular sportsmen’s
club where people would hang
out after the legitimate clubs
closed at 2 a.m.

One night, while Ina Ray
Hution™s band was in town, the
Hutton pianist, Gladys Mosier,
advised her to come 10 New
York. Sullivan and Diller decid-
ed to take an excursion on their
Sunday off. “I stayed at a place
up on Sugar Hill, and afier 1
called Gladys she came 10 see
me and brought Claude Thorn-
hill with her. He was an impor-
tant arranger at CBS with lots of
connections.

“Well, 1 auditioned at every
gin mill from 155th Street to the
Onyx Club on West 52nd. I
auditioned for Carl Kress, the
guitarist who was a partner in
the Onyx. Two days later | went
to work there.

Within a week Thornhill had
recorded her, But the definitive
move was his idea of having her
swing an old Scotush folk song.
“Loch Lomond™ was an imme-
diate sensation, and it did not

Maxine Sullivan

hurt at all that one radio station
pulled it off the air, claiming it
was irrevernet o treatl a respect-
ed theme in this manner. The
uproar of publicity led to a big
spread in Life Magazine. Over-
night, Maxine Sullivan was fa-
mous, the new heroine of the
swing era.

After a long run at the Onyx
she was claimed by Hollywood,
appearing with Louis Armstrong
in “Going Places” and singing
the title tune and three other
numbers in “St. Louis Blues”

Her first stage role was that of
Titania in a modernized version
of “Midsummer Night's
Dream,” retitled “Swingin’ the
Dream.” Panned by the critics,
it folded after 10 nights and is
remembered mainly for having
introduced a tune sung by Sulli-
van, “Darn That Dream.”

By now she was married to
John Kirby, the bassist who led
the band at the Onyx. Together
they landed a unique assign-
ment, a CBS radio series called
“Flow Gently, Sweet Rhythm.”
Kirby's sextet played delicate
instrumentals, many of them
based on classical themes; Sulli-
van sang folk and pop songs. It
Jjust may have been the best live
jazz senies ever presented in the
radio days.

The next decade was one of
continuous  triumphs. Though
the association with Kirby broke
up (as did the marriage), she
toured with many other bands:
one night stands with Benny
Carter, vaudeville houses with
Glen Gray, swanky hotel jobs
such as the Ritz Carlton in
Boston.

Sullivan says she never had a
chance to settle down and earn
steady money until the Ruban
Bleu, one of the great East Side
supper clubs, hired her and kept
her there off and on for six
years. The international circuit
opened up after her first trip to
Britain in 1948. She has been
back dozens of times, and has

e ———

visited Stockholm every vear for
the last 12 years.

In 1950 she met Chff Jack-
son, for many years the house
pianist at Cafe Society. Their
marriage was long and happy,
ending only when Jackson died
in 1970,

The last job during her first
adult career was at a club in
Honolulu. She came home feel-
ing ill, underwent an operation,
and took stock of her life. “1
had saved money; Paula was
just coming out of junior high
school, and it seemed to me that
after 20 good years I ought to
quit while I was ahead.”

“I'd had no idea of returning,
but a musician friend talked me
into doing two weeks in Wash-
ington. | thought everyone had
forgotten me but I ran into a lot
of old friends there, people
who'd known me from the Ru-
ban Bleu days. Soon afterward [
met Dick Gibson, and wound
up doing eight weeks with Bob-
by Hackett and eight weeks with
Dick’s new group, which he
called the World’s Greatest Jazz-
band.”

By 1970 Sullivan realized that
she was back working full time.
Tours and records with the
World's Greatest, clubs and jazz
festivals and jazz parties kept
her as busy as her telephone: she
has no agent and no need for
one.

In 1985 she went to Japan for
the first time, with Scott Hamil-
ton’s Quintet, and made an al-
bum theré™with him. She has
done festivals in dlparts of the
world, and her energy, taieat,

and passion for her music will ™

be missed. B

. JAZZREVIEW
VITAL, VALID SOUNDS OF
BERK’S ADOPTION AGENCY

By LEONARD FEATHER

J L is hard to think of any
‘replacement that would consti-
tute an /mprovement in the

band known as Dick Berk's Adop-

tion Agency, heard Monday at

Alfonse’s in Toluca Lake.

- Why this exceptional unit, with
its. state-of -the-jazz-art values,
‘has been heard so rarely (and
never yet on the jazz festival
cireuit) is anybody's guess. There
i8 more innovative energy in one
set by this group than in a whole
evening by one of those chart-top-
ping crossover combos,

The leader, a straight-ahead
‘drummer in his late 40s, is old
enough to be the father of some of
~ his sidemen, yet all are experi-
enced pros whose improvisational
skills are brilliantly honed. The
music they play probably will pass
for mainstream in the year 2000
Theirs are con sounds in
the most valid and vital sense.
Huﬁof their sometimes An.;lt Bﬁl:ik-
ey-like repertoire is original, writ-
ten by Berk with his ptanist, Tad
Weed, and others. The Berk/Weed

compasition “Three for Vinnie” has
a fiercely driving quality that
makes the word waltz seem inade-
w though its pulse is indeed in

Individually and cellectively, the
horn section composed of Jeff Bun-
nell on trumpet, David Pozzi on
tenor sax and Mike Fahn on trom-
bone is imposing and exciting. The
mere fact that Fahn uses a valve
trombone puts him, ipso facto, one
step ahead, since this rarely heard
instrument gives him a strikingly
personal sound, which he embel-
lishes with technique that borders
on the incredible.

Fahn's version of the Victor
Young “Beautiful Love” was nota-
ble for a startling passage that
graduaily accelerated the
then just as deliberately retarded it.
Weed’s solo here, as elsewhere,
displayed a rich density of harmon-
ic textures.

The young bassist Scott Colley
was equally impressive as a
rhythm section component and as a
soloist capable of fast, nimble
chording. There is, in shori, not a
single weak link in this six-man
chain of command,

JAZZREVIEW

By LEONARD FEATHER

redit Rose Murphy with a
sunny, ingratiating smile,
n~coupled with the ability to
love her audience and be loved in
refurn.

‘Beyond that, there is little about
the veteran entertainer that calls
for comment, let alone analysis.

verything reiains much as it was

¢ , ago. She still has the
almost total inability Lo complete a
chorus of lyrics without a self-in-
terruption such as “che-che-che,"”
a chirp, a giggle, or some other
| effect. In “Time on My
ands,” she sang nothing but the
with an occasional “tick tock™ or
“euckoo” during her Cinegrill en-

€(s)%?

A SUNNY ROSE MURPHY
PERFORMS AT CINEGRILL

gagement at the Hollywood Roose -
velt Hotel through June 13. X

Somehow, along the way, these
gimmicks have earned her a cult [
following, even a few hit records,
That she has a distinctive personal -
ity, in a slightly weird way, is
unquestionable; that it is based on
musical artistry is highly debata-
ble.

As if proof of the limitations of
her talent were needed, Murphy
called Dorothy Donegan to the

at the end of the set. Done-

e <

-— ——— e e ——




. -

die Daniels: Thriving

Eddie Daniels is in a unique situa-
tion. He is the first clarinetist to
attract widespread attention to this
instrument in more than four de-
cades. The last was Buddy De Fran-
¢o, whom he edged out by two votes
in the last down beat Reader’s Poll.

Given his outgoing personality
and his determination to succeed on
the instrument that now occupies
almost all his time, Daniels seems a
likely bet in an area that has pro-
duced virtually no new prominent
participants since the De Franco
days. True, there are other fine musi-
cians such as John Carter, who was a
member of Clarinet Summit, and
Dick Johnson, who leads the Artie
Shaw orchestra; but Daniels’ person-
ality, and the power of GRP Re-
cords, would seem likely to propel
him to heights rarely associated with
this instrument.

“m an obsessive, compulsive,
crazy person,” he says. “Last night at
Long Beach State University I played
a concert to a full house, got two
standing ovations, yet | came away
thinking of all the things I didn’t like
about myself. 1 got home and looked
at my clarinet and said to myself,
“What went wrong with this, and
this, and that?"”

If there are faults in Daniels’ play-
ing, his listeners have failed to ob-
serve them. He has become, in the
past year, the Wynton Marsalis of
the clarinet. His Breakthrough album
on GRP, part of it with the 80-piece
London Philharmonic, proved this
by displaying him to dazzling effect
in both classical and jazz settings.

The irony of his present celebrity
status is that for years he made a
living as a saxophonist, doubling
only fitfully on clarinet; in fact, the
Encyclopedia =of Jazz in the ‘70s
compared him not to Benny Good-
man or Buddy De Franco, but to
Sonny Rollins and John Coltrane.

“The fact is that | always liked
clarinet best,” said Daniels in his
brash, New York-accented voice,
during a recent Los Angeles visit, *'1
began studying at 12, three years
after I'd started on saxophone, and it
was clarinet that 1 studied at Juil-
liard, with Daniel Bonade, one of the
great French masters.”

As a teenager he played sax and
clarinet in the Newport Youth Band.
“A lot of good people came out of
that band. The drummer was Larry
Rosen, who’s now the R in GRP
Records—my boss, right? I went to
gét my bachelor’s degree in educa-
tion at Brooklyn College. It wasn't
until 1966 that I was graduated from
Juilliard with my master’s degree.”

That he did not become a full
time musician immediately was due
to parental influence “When 1
started hanging out with jazz musi-
cians, they thought ihat element
wasn't healthy for their nice, young
Jewish boy. My mother associated it
with drugs and that kind of stuff. So
1 became a school teacher. But now
that I've made it as a musician she’s
unbelievably proud—‘My son’s the

2 A I . Al

BY LEONARD FEATHER

best!” My father came to hear me just
before he died a few months ago, at
Miami University, and that was a
proud moment for us both.”

Daniels began his brief teaching
career at Westinghouse Vocational
High. “That was a real blackboard
jungle type of school, all boys, and I
had to teach hygiene, which became
sex education. They wanted to know
about sex, so | would talk about it.”

Crossing from sex to sax, Daniels
moved into the jazz world, starting
on tenor saxophone with the clar-
inetist Tony Scott. “I tried to play
clarinet with him, too, but he said,
‘Put that thing away. You sound too
much like Buddy De Franco.” Actu-
ally, Buddy was my inspiration; he
made me turn the corner away from
Benny Goodman, and he was always
supportive, telling me for years to get
out of the studio and play clarinet on
the road.”

Less supportive was Thad Jones,
during Daniels’ six years with the
Thad Jones/Mel Lewis Orchestra. “I
had a ball playing tenor, but while
we were laping a live album at the
Village Vanguard I picked up the
clarinet and snuck in a solo. Thad
was very upset about it—but on the
strength of that one solo I won the
down beat New Star award on clar-
inet! That gave me the chutzpah to
keep on doing it even though Thad
hated the clarinet.”

During the Jones/Lewis incum-
bency, Daniels made a lucrative
transition in the studio world, play-
ing in the band on Dick Cavett’'s TV
show from 1972-4. He kept busy
through the next decade, but ultima-
tely came to the decision that took
him out of the studios and back to
the clarinet on a full time basis.

“*What was happening in the stu-
dios became very clear 10 me. A lot
of fine players, the cream of the crop
who were making their living there,
saw the synthesizers taking over, and
right now there is literally half the
amount of work,

“Now here was a chance for some-
one like me to come out with an
acoustic instrument that hadn’t been
heard from that much and get the
young people interested. It gives
them a role model; maybe it will take
a few of them away from the electro-
nic revolution and back to this very
primitive instrument, this piece of
wood with holes in it, this wonderful
thing called the clarinet.”

Daniels has consistently bridged
the gap between the classical and
jazz worlds, playing every summer at
the Aspen Festival, and with various
orchestras such as the Cincinnati
Symphony, Most significantly, in
March of 1984 he premiered the
Jorge Calandrelli work. *Concerto
for Jazz Clarinet and Orchestra,”
“with the New American Orchestra at
the Santa Monica Civic Auditorium,
He performed it again in 1985 at the
Charles Ives Festival, and recorded
it, along 1th compositions by C.P.S.
Bach, 1.S. Back, Torrie Zito and
Daniels, for the Breakifirough album.

He has had many honors along
the way. Before joining Jones/Lewis,
he went to Vienna, where he won a
saxophone competition organized by
the pianist Friedrich Gulda. He has
been an annual winner of the NA-
RAS Most Valuable Player award.

“A lot of good things have hap-
pened as a result of the album,” he
says. “John Dankworth, who fell in
love with it, had me play a Pops
Series; I’ve played with the London
Symphony quite a few times, playing
everything from Mozart 1o the things
in the album. -

“l want to stretch the clarinet to
its limits, put myself on the hot seat
so I have to keep playing better. At
the concert last night 1 played Web-
er's Concertino for Clarinet, a piece
by Prokoviev called Variations on a

Challenge

Hebrew Theme; then the big jazz
orchestra came on and I played
‘Donna Lee" and a couple of big
band charts. Then John Patitucci
and I played some bass-and-clarinet
duos.

“It was a solid two-and-a-half
hour concert in which I had to play
everything. That's what I want—to
be put through the wringer. I want a
job where they put you up against a
wall and say, ‘Put that clarinet in
vour mouth, go ahead and play Mo-
zart, play every bit of the classical
literature, and do it as well as anyone
ever did it, or better, and then you
gotta play chamber music and jazz.
You gotta do it all.

“I love it. It’s a challenge. Life is
only exciting when vou’re really chal-
lenged.” _ n
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HANCOCK’S JUGGLING ACT

By LEONARD FEATHER

erbie Hancock wears al-
most as many hats as he
owns keyboards.

His home in West Hollywood
contains about 21 electric pianos,
synthesizers, clavinets and other
members of the keyboard family.
“In addition,” he says, “1 have
three lockers away from home
stocked with keyboards, because |
ran out of space.,

ﬁ‘

“This is an accumulation of 14
years' collecting. I keep acquiring
new things because electronic
technology moves so fast; there
seem 1o be radical changes every
few months.” d

As swiitly as he moves from one
keyboard lo another, Hancock
crosses the borders between jazz,
R&B, funk, fusion and pop; be-
tween composing and playing: be-
tween acoustics and electronics:
between ccncert halls, movie and

! recording studios. At 47, he may

well be thz busiest and most ac-
claimed musician who remains at
least partly active in straight-
ahead jazz.

This summer he is dividing his

| time between two groups. He will

spend July touring Europe with a
Jazz trio (Buster Williams, bass,
and Al Foster, drums). In August
and September he will play dates in
the United States (including the
Hollywood Bowl on Aug. 19) and
Japan with saxophonist Michael
Brecker, bassist Ron Carter and
drummer Tony Williams.

“I've been doing jazz almost
exclusively for the past two years,”
he says, “although my next album,
which I just finished for CBS, will
be a pop LP. But the call for me to
do jazz work has been continuous
asaresult of *’'Round Midnight.'”

Hancock'’s score for that film, in
which he also had an acting and
playing role, won him an unexpect-

v REMEMBERING THE BLUES’
#7 BLEAK. EARLY BEGINNINGS

Los Angeles Timos

MARSHA THAEGER /

Though his next album will be a pop LP, Herbze Hancock says,
“I've been doing jazz almost exclusively for the past two years.”

ed Oscar for original score. “I was
completely shocked when they
called my name. I thought Ennio
Morricone was going to win, for his
music to ‘The Mission.' Since the
award I've had three major film
offers—and not for jazz scores. I
think by now people know that I've
done other kinds of work.”

He has, in fact, six movie credits,
starting in 1966 with “Blow-Up.”
In 1972 he scored "“The Spook Who
Sat by the Door" (of which he says:
“It didn't get around—they kinda
squashed it"), followed by “Death
Wish" in 1975, “A Soldier's Story”
in 1984 and, since “’Round Mid-
night,” the Richard Pryor feature
“Jo Jo Dancer, Your Life Is Call-
ing." All these assignments except
“"Round Midnight" called for or-
thodox motion-picture scoring
rather than small group jazz.

“When Bertrand Tavernier, the
director. asked me to do the

———

By LEONARD FEATHER

hether the central figure
in ““Ma Rainey's Black
Bottom” resembles the

real Ma Rainey (1886-1939) is
almost irrelevant. What matters
about August Wilson's riveting
drama is the extent to which it
becomes a metaphor for black life,
and specifically the world of Afro-
American blues.

The music business 60 years ago
functioned in precisely the manner
depicted here. Men like Levee, the
trumpeter, even famous men like
Fats Waller, did indeed sell their
songs outright for a pittance. Sing-
ers like Ma Rainey and Bessie
Smith, both of whom began record-
ing the blues in 1923, were all but
unknown to white America and
had no control over their own
destinies; they were totally inden-
tured to white businessmen. _

Social contact was zero: typical-
Iy, Rainey (brilliantly played by
Ann Weldon) remarks that during
all the years her manager had
handled her, she had been in his
home only once, and then to enter-
tain some of his friends.

Many jazzmen of the 1920s were
the sons of former slaves. Only the
pianist in “Ma Rainey” is able to
read, and for this the others resent
him. They had acquired so little
education, and led such squalid

,today’s music world, she could

lwes. that their only hope seemed
to lie in catering to the white man.
The only black power, in fact, was
the black man's power to generate
income for the whites, whether by
picking the cotton or singing the
blues. As the recording session
ends, the musicians cannot accept a
check, because a black man may
have to run all over town to find
someone who will cash his $25,

“Ma Rainey’s Black Bottom” is a
jarring reminder of frustrations
overwhelming enough to drive a
black man over the edge into
insanity and murder, during a time
when whites were lynching blacks
at the rate of one every week or so.
It reminds us too how fortunate we
are that a Louis Armstrong or a
Billie Holiday managed to rise
above conditions not unlike those
under which these musicians lived.

If a Ma Rainey were part of

have her own publishing company,
her own lawyers and management
office, her retinue of employees,
and power over every aspect of her
career. Sadly, there are too few
Americans of any race who relate
to the music of those days, even
though both Ann Weldon and The-
resa Merritt, who sings during the
pre-show and intermission, offer
compelling evidence that the clas-
sic blues is still among us if you
care Lo seek it out.

*"Round Midnight' score, I had just
done a couple of pop albums:
‘Future Shock,” which had ‘Rockit’
on it, and another one called ‘Sound
System." 1 have never minded
moving back and forth. I suppose I
could make a kind of jazz-based pop
music¢, the way some musicians do,
but 1 choose to keep the two
separate. | pursue one objective,
and when it reaches a logical
conclusion, I pursue another, It's no
big hassle for me to make the
change; I don’t even think about
3

Hancock's success in the pop

‘music area is due in large measure

to his quick grasp of the technical
essentials involved in electronic
music, which he attributes to a
childhood concern for things scien-
tific.

“I've always been interested in
science. When | went to college,
even though I had been playing
piano from the age of 7, my first
major was engineering. In the back
of my mind, [ felt T wanted to be a
musician—not necessarily a jazz
musician. But I thought I'd better
be responsible and study some-
thing a little more stable. Little did
I know that the two could be
brought together! But at the end of
my second year I had to do what
was really in my heart, and I
changed my major to music,”

Hancock's first flirtation with
electronic music began when he
was making an album for Warner
Bros. called “Crossings.” As he
recalls it: “My manager and pro-
ducer, David Rubinson, suggested I
use a synthesizer, because it was
then a new instrument associated
with rock 'n"roll, and maybe that
could help with the sales. I said
fine; and we got Patrick Gleeson to
overdub something for an intro. It
came off so fantastically well that I
said to him: ‘Look, why don’t you
do something for the whole re-
cord?” Right after that, Patrick
became a member of my traveling

group.

After breaking up that band in
1973 Haneock recorded the break-
through album “Headhunters,” es-
tablishing himself solidly in the
new electronic age.

a

A piquant aspect of the jazz-fu-
sion schism Is that moest straight-
ahead jazz is still performed almost
exclusively on acoustic instru-
ments, while jazz/rock, fusion and
the other crossover idioms muake
extensive use of electronics. A
major question is suggested: Wiil
svnthesizers and other electronic
mventions become increasingly a
part of the jazz scene?

“l guess that depends on cne’s
definition of jazz,” Hancock said.
“It gets vaguer all the time. It's
entirely possible that I could make
a genuine jazz album that was all
electronic; by the same token, I
could make an R&B or pop album
that was all acoustic. Come to think
of it, at some point I might like to do
both those things. I guess I've
taken the easy way out; using just
the acoustic instruments in jazz is
kind of a minimalist approach.

“Of course, we must take into
account the impact of jazz fusion,
which already is very heavily elec-
tronic. That's one of those gray
areas, with varying elements from
pop music and from jazz, depending
on which artist you are talking
about. For instance, Chick Corea's
electric stuff still sounds more jazz
than pop to me; but there are others
in that field who are more pop than
jazz."

Proud of his ability to return to
jazz as an award-winning compos-
er, Hancock nevertheless finds a
certain irony in his victory. “It's
funny,” he says, “after many years
of waiting I got two Grammys, and
both of them were for R&B per-
formances—for ‘Rockit’ in 1983
and ‘Sound System' in "84. When I
finally got a jazz award, it was [an
Oscar] from the Motion Picture
Academy!”

He is happy, though, that the
award was a dividend paid by what
he feels was the first honest effort
to portray the jazz life in a motion
picture. He has no time for the
complainers who object that
“"Round Midnight,”" starring Dex-
ter Gordon as a sax man worn out
by drink who goes to Paris, rein-
forced the image of the alcoholic or
drug-drained jazzman.

“It was a realistic picture of a
certain aspect of life. It was set
around 1960, and reality is reality;
You eannot hide from the fact that
in those days, things like that were
happening. Thank goodness we
don't live in those times anymore;
look at Wynton and Branford Mar-
salis and all the other musicians
who were not brought up in a drug
culture, who have become role
models.” O
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THE SONG HAS
ENDED

Leonard Feather

. VICTOR FELDMAN, the
former child prodigy drummer from
London who went on to American fame
with everyone from Woody Herman to
Miles Davis, was found dead on the
morning of May 12 at his home in
Woodland Hills outside Los Angeles.
He was 53.

Feldman had spent the previous
evening recording a session in the studio
he and his son Trevor had built at his
home. On the session were Trevor on
drums and John Patitucci on bass. Near
the end Feldman apparently was
suffering from an asthma attack, but
seemed not to be seriously ill.

Feldman never fully recovered from
the shock in October 1984 of losing his
wife of 24 years, Marilyn. He had been
very depressed, but according to one of
his three sons, Josh, he had improved
lately and was planning several dates,
including a booking at Ronnie Scott's
in London.

After moving to the US in 1955,
Feldman toured with Woody Herman,
settled in Los Angeles to freelance, then
went on the road with Cannonball
Adderley in 1960-61. He later
accompanied Peggy Lee, toured the
Soviet Union on vibes with Benny
Goodman in 1962, and joined Miles
Davis in 1963. After gigging and
recording with Davis (for whom he
composed Seven Steps to Heaven), he
was offered a permanent job by Miles,

but turned it down because he did not
want to leave his wife. The job was
then taken by Herbie Hancock.

Equally gifted as a pianist,
vibraphonist, drummer and
percussionist, Feldman had a splendid
career as a studio musician but never
achieved the recognition he deserved as a
jazzman,

Jack Massarik writes: shortly before
he died Victor paid a visit to London to
see many old friends, including Ronnie
Scott, Pete King and Mike Carr. He
expressed a desire to play some gigs
here but these proved difficult to
organise in the time available. He
jammed informally at Carr's house
warming up with some beautiful solo
piano which Carr had the presence of
mind to record.

It is a tragedy that one of Britain's
finest musicians, having raised his
family and established a distinguished
career in the highly competitive world
of the Hollywood recording studios
should have passed away before realising
his wish to return full-time to the music
he had always loved best.

JIMMY MOSIER, 49, former
lead alto saxophonist with the Buddy
Rich band, died May 5 in Boston of
cancer. He had recently been head of the
woodwind department at the Berklee
College of Music in Boston. Mosier had
playled in the Woody Herman and Herb
Pomeroy bands.

IRVING ASHBY, the guitarist
best known for his membership in the
King Cole Trio from 1947-50, died
April 22 in Perris, California, not far
from Los Angeles, Death was due to a
heart attack. Ashby was 56.

Ashby, who studied at New England
Conservatory of Music in Boston, first
came to prominence in the Lionel
Hampton orchestra from 1940-42.
Living in Los Angeles, he took part in
the film "Stormy Weather," played with
Eddie Beal and others, then replaced
Oscar Moore with the Nat Cole group.
He also toured with Jazz at the
Philharmonic and toured as a member
of the Oscar Peterson Trio in 1952
when Norman Granz took JATP -
on its first European trip. He last
appeared on records playing duets with
John Collins (his successor in the Cole
Trio) for the MCA album "Guitar
Player."

HENRY (HEINIE) BEAU, the
clarinetist and saxophonist who came
to prominence in the Red Nichols and
Tommy Dorsey bands, died April 19 in
Los Angeles of cancer. Bom in
Wisconsin in 1911, Beau had been a
busy freelance studio musician for
many years in Los  Angeles,
working with Sinatra, Peggy Lee, Ted
Nash Sr. and Paul Weston among
others. He had recently been freelancing
with traditionalist groups.

PAUL BUTTERFIELD, the
blues singer and harmonica player, well
known as leader of the Butterfield Blues
Band, died May 4th, in his Hollywood
apartment. Toxicological tests are
being made to determine the cause
of death; Butterfield was known to have
had a drug problem. He was 46, and
was born in Chicago where he worked
with interracial groups on the South
Side.
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LEONARD FEATHER

It is hard to imagine a world without
Maxine Sullivan; hard, at least, for
those of us who considered her a part of
our lives for so many years, and her
contribution a gentle grace note in the
vocal annals.

Her death in April robbed her of
several imminent anniversaries: her 76th
birthday on May 13th, the S50th

anniversary of her first recording (Gone
with the Wind with Claude Thornhill's
Orchestra, June 14, 1937), and of her
first hit, Loch Lomond, August 6 1937.
Gone With the Wind seemed like an
apt swan song for her: at 4ft. 11, and
down to barely 80 pounds, she seemed

during those last months frail enough to
be swept away.

Just weeks before she died, the
Hollywood Roosevelt had booked her
into the Cinegrill. She had been in town
to celebrate her third Grammy
nomination (but again the actual award
eluded her). On opening night she was
clearly shaking off a cold, and was
saddled with a rhythm section that
seemed to be shaking her off, Still, her
sound was one of those immutable
wonders that had changed very little over
a half century. Tilting her head up
slightly, stirring the air gently with her
left hand, she brought to each song a
sense of relaxed confidence that required
few changes of melody to lend it her
own imprimatur.

A few days later she came over for
what turned out to be her last interview.
She talked with unusual candor about
her three lives: as a child prodigy in her
native Homestead, Pa.; as an adult star
worldwide from 1936-57, and as a
returnee who in 1967 emerged from a 10
year retirement.

"Before I quit,” she said, "I was
playing jobs where a lot of young
people had never heard of Maxine
Sullivan, and the radio had none of my
records.”

She was perhaps the only still-active
singer who was performing in public
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not merely during prohibition, but
before it. "My grandmother was always
pushing me out front, and I remember
singing I'm Forever Blowing Bubbles’
at the Carnegie Library in Homestead,
wearing my high top shoes, in 1918."

She was born Marietta Williams,
after an aunt Marietta who sang
contralto. An uncle, Harry Williams,
played drums in a band led by Lois
Deppe, the band in which Earl Hines
played piano.

After Repeal she travelled regularly
with her uncle until she was asked to
audition at the Benjamin Harrison
Literary Club in Pittsburgh, a former
speakeasy and sportsmen's hangout.

“I worked from llpm until
unconscious, singing from table to table -
- you know, 99 choruses of ‘Dinah’ or
whatever. It paid $14 a week plus tips,
and I stayed a year. But Ina Ray
Hutton's pianist, Gladys Masier, had
heard me there and advised me to come
to New York. I did, looked her up, and
she came to visit, bringing with her
Claude Thornhill, who was then an
important arranger with lots of
connections.”

"Well, I auditioned at every gin mill
from 155th St. to the Onyx on West
52nd, where the guitarist Carl Kress,
who was one of the owners, hired me."

Within a week, Thomnhill had
recorded her; he and Mosier became her
managers. It was his idea to have her
sing the Scottish folk song Loch
Lomond, which at that time seemed like
a daring innovation; in fact, the uproar
of publicity that ensued from its being
banned on one radio led to a big spread
in Life Magazine. Suddenly Maxine
Sullivan was famous.

During her long run at the Onyx she
married John Kirby, who led the
gossamer-light sextet there. After trips
to Hollywood for Goin® Places (with
Louis Armstrong) and St Louis Blues
(in which she sang the title tune and
three others) she made her stage bow,
playing Titania in Swingin’ The Dream.

My best recollections of that era
involve a radio series Flow Gently
Sweet Rhythm, on which Maxine and
the Kirby combo worked together.

“We were on every Sunday afternoon
from coast to coast on CBS, and
everyone was listening. Aside from late
night remotes, there weren't many
blacks on radio then, and Kirby's was
the only band.”

I used to drop in at CBS to catch the
show in person; Maxine sang one or
two songs I had written and the Kirby
band played a chart I wrote for him of
Chopin's Polonaise Many of the sextet’s

works were based on classical themes,

The marriage broke up, but Maxine's
next decade was one of continuous
triumnphs; one night stands with Benny
Carter, vaudeville houses with Glen
Gray, swanky hotel jobs like the Ritz
Carlton in Boston.

Maxine became an international
favorite, visiting England for the first
time in 1948 and returning many times;
during the last 12 years of her life she
visited Stockholm regularly.

In 1950 she met the pianist Cliff
Jackson; their happy marriage lasted
until his death in 1970,

Maxine enjoyed her greatest security
at an East Side supper club, the Ruban
Bleu, where she remained off and on for
six years. But by the mid-1950s she had
vanished from the record scene. I told
William Avar, who had a small
company called Period records, that I
wanted to revive Flow Gently Sweet
Rhythm as an album. Kirby had died,
but we used Aaron Bell on bass and all
the original Kirby sidemen, plus
Maxine. As a result, soon afterward 1
produced two albums featuring Maxine,
teaming her with Dick Hyman (this
partnership became a close one
intermittently until her death). She did
some of the old folk songs and
standards, but for the second LP sang
lyrics by Andy Razaf. This 1956 album
is, I understand, due for reissue, though
Period disappeared long ago.

Maxine studied nursing, and for
some time worked as a health counselor
at schools. She considered herself retired
until, lured into a two-week gig in
Washington, she gradually returned.
With the help of Dick Gibson, whose
World's Greatest Jazzband used her
often, she was soon in the forefront
again and by 1970 realized that she was
working full time.

She never took proper care of
herself. Seeing her often on Norway jazz
cruises and other occasions, I found that
her ability to smoke and drink exceeded
her interest in eating. She was in no
condition to lose weight. Inevitably, she
caught ‘pneumonia last year, and her
daughter Paula did her best to bring her
back to health.

“I've stopped smoking" she told me
during that last interview. "That was
easy; I was in hospital anyway. It’s a
great life; new things keep happening.
In 1985 I went to Japan for the first
time. I've just about done it all. No,
wait a minute -- ['ve never been to
Paris. Anyone out there listening? Call
me up!"

Paris will never know what it
missed.




REVIEW

PLAYBOY FEST FANS
ET IN THEIR LICKS

iy LEONARD FEATHER

here were several healthy helpings of genuine
jazz Sunday at the Hollywood Bowl. There were
also a few episodes of wild audience reaction,
hough for the most part they did not coincide with the
oments of musical creativity.
The problem that plagues all such celebrations was
evidence again as the Playboy Jazz Festival came to
ts ninth coda. The frenetic salsa sounds of a band led
y the Panamanian singer Ruben Blades evoked
tear-panic. Beach balls bounced. Security officers
ounced. Conga lines formed. Excitement mounted in
rect proportion tothe group’s rhythmic intensity.
Later on, Kenny G went through precisely the same
hotions that had worked so well Saturday for the Jeff
orber Band: He took his saxophone out into the house,
harching around and creating similarly frantic condi-
ions. Later it was George Benson’s turn; his perennial
|On Broadway " brought the crowd of 17,827 to its feet.
Happenings like this are to be expecled al an ev::dt G N F
eared to providing the audience with a feel-g T i
fxperience, and only secondarily to maintaining Latin jazz singer Ruben qudes
' Please see PLAYBOY,Page4  on stage at Playboy Festival.
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conga line steps around and above a table of picnickers during Ruben Blades’ set at the jazz festival.

iCOntinued from Page 1

usical standards. The success of

lades in fact was deserved, since
he delivered expertly in his Latin
groove. Regrettable, though, is
that the programming forced two
units to appear so early that most of
the crowd hadn't yetarrived.

. A quintet from Detroit led by
‘Walter White on trumpet and Rick
tza on tenor sax, who won the
ennessy talent contest, played a
spirited brand of neo-bop with
admirable solos by the leaders and
by pianist Gary Schunk.

As the fans continued to file in,
Mundell Lowe's quartet took over
in 2 mature mainstream mood with
fine work by the leader on guitar,

e QGaffney on piano, Andy
pkins on bass and Paul Hum-
rey on drums,

u&ck DeJohnette’s Special Edi-
lion didn't stop the presses. Be-
cause almost everyone in the band
doubles (even the leader vacillates
between drums and piano), there is
ho firm group sound. There were

some moments of value in a vague-
ly Middle Eastern piece, with the
reed players switching to flute and
'soprano sax, but the electric guitar
distortions and a general shortage
of cohesion proved inhibiting fac-
tors.

The fans were next provided
with a hefty bagful of blues, ballads
and R&B, doled out with more
largesse than finesse by Etta
James. Her gospel number, “Some-
thing’s Got a Hold on Me,” showed
what a compelling mood she can
stir up when she isn’t overacting.
During most of her set, the less she
screamed, the more she sounded in
tune, and vice versa.

Branford Marsalis led his potent
quartet through works by McCoy
Tyner, Sonny Rollins, John Col-
trane (an impassioned ‘“Giant
Steps”) and his own pianist Kenny
Kirkland in the best contemporary
jazz hour of the whole Sunday
marathon.

It was a pleasure to hear George
Benson accompanied simply by the

ist Lonnie Smith and a drum-

amer, Art Gore. In this setting the

guitarist recaptured the splendor of

his early days with a blues and an
———————

“I Got Rhythm” variation. But
Smith and Gore then

replaced by guitarist Earl Klugh
and others as Benson went into his
pop vocal bag.

Lionel Hampton, who has never
been intimidated by having to
follow anyone, quelled the post-
Benson uproar by delivering, with
his skilled orchestra, a surprisingly
effective arrangement of “Mack
the Knife,"” a merengue and several
pieces from the standard Hampton
repertoire. Comedian Bill Cosby sat
in on drums for the first tune.

Hampton played for an hour and
a half, butunhkeSetu:ﬁayscrowd.
which had walked out in large
numbers on Charlie Watts, the
audience remained, jumping and
shouting until the band had left the
stage and Hampton, unfazed, stood
out there alone, looking as though
he would gladly have stayed on-

_ stage forever.
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“I: was saying to Dizzy just last
week, we have so much to be
thankful for. We had to ride the
buses, and we'd be trying to get the
money together to eat—you know,
‘How much you got, man?" Yeah,
we scuffled: but when you look
| back on it. you don’t regret any-
thing. ‘cause it feels like you ac-
complished something.”
|  The pan-idiomatic character of

her reperioire is similarly main-

* tlained in her records. Her latest

. LP, taped just before she fell ill and
released last week, is “Easy Liv-
ing" (Pablo 2310-921), a set of
| intimate duo performances with
~ her frequent concert teammate,
| guitarist Joe Pass. But her next
- album may be a more pop-oriented
. set. “We have a lot of Nelson
- Riddle arrangements that we did in
clubs but never got around to
recording,” she says. "I thought it
would be nice to do some of these
and dedicate the album to Nelson.
After that, I'd like to get back to
\ some real jazz, like some of Dizzy's

things."”

Her records have incredible
staying power; many have been
reissued on compact discs.”“Not
long ago,” she said, “I was sitting in

bed watching TV and someone was

doing a miniseries called ‘I'll Take
Manhattan." Well, I'm wondering
what this story is going to be about,
and suddenly I hear the song
‘Manhattan,” and I say to myself,
‘Why, that sounds like me!' Well, it
was the theme of the show—my
record!—and when I did a private
party soon afterward, someone
asked for it. Isn’t that amazing? 1
recorded it in 1956. Now, wherever
we go, we have to include ‘Manhat-

a

The. opportunity to spend more
time at home has had its benefits,
among them the chance to catch up
on her family life. Her grand-
daughter, Alice, almost 2, has visit-
ed a couple of times; she lives in
Sitka, Alaska, where her father,

- Ray Brown Jr., plays drums and

leads a small band. (Fitzgerald was
married from 1948 to 1952 to bassist
Ray Brown.) “Young Ray and his
wife have a nice little house there,

. and 1 think he's happy. I haven't

been there—in fact, Alaska is one

 of the few places I've never visited.

“There are several places I still
wamw get to. Ivebeenalmat

\

everyplace—Australia, China, Ja-
pan, all over Europe—but I stil
want to go te Africa. One of the
countries there has a stamp with
my picture on it: Ghana. You know,
we used to open up the festival in
Beirut, and it was a lot of fun—I'm
just so sad when I think that I can’t
som"

Staying at home and exercising
regularly, coupled with the illness,
has produced a startling weight
loss; Ella has not appeared this slim
since her Chick Webb days. “I felt
guod this morning,” she said,

“when my skirt had to be pinned

way over. I try my best to eat |

carefully—no salt; we use substi-
tutes and I'm used to it. I tike fish, I
like chicken, I like veal, so there's
no problem. The doctors found I
need more potassium, so I've got
gobs of bananas.™ 5

The equanimity with which she
has faced all her tribulations
(among them a serious eye condi-
tion that began to trouble her in
1971) is one aspect of a personality
that seems extraordinarily resil-
fent. She lives by a few basic
truisms, three of which she recalled
in summing up her philosophy.

“I remember one time, when I

was torching over my ex-husband,
Duke Ellington said to me, You
must remember, it's just like a
toothache, It hurts, but when you
take the tooth out, the ache will be

"

gone.'! Long before that, Chick
Webb said, “Never try to be some-
thing that goes up too fast; remem-
ber you'll meet the same people
coming down.! And a cousin of
mine used to tell me, ‘If people say
something bad about you., and
instead of getting mad you just
smile, it'll make them feel bad, not
you.'

“So 1 keep all these Htgl
thoughts in mind. And most of ali, 1
remember what another cousin of
mine said. He's a preacher, and
after my illness he came out to see
me and said, “You know, Ella, God
performed a miracle on you' And
when [ found out afterward about
the five-bypass operation. I kniw
Hedid"O
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FESTIVAL: A REAL MIXED BAG AT HOLLYWOOD BOWL

Continued from Page 1

the stage. Washington is a key
figure in customer-friendly jazz.
His saxophonic medium might well
be designated as the acoustic ex-
citement synthesizer, Synthetic or
not, it stirred the blood of the
18,000 out there, give or take a few
malcontents.

Between 3:30 and 6:30 p.m., un-
interruptedly splendid jazz was
heard: The Count Basie Band, Joe
‘Williams, Stan Getz and Sarah
Vaughan did, as flawlessly as ever,
what they have done unceasingly

for lo these many yeurs.

Despite poor sound balance, the
Basie group, led by Frank Foster,
got its point across, moutiy with old
charts such as Ernie Wilkins'
“Good Time Blues” (Lynn Seaton
bowing his bass and singing a la
Slam Stewart) and one or two new
items such as “House on Fire,” a
brisk showcase for Danny House,
the young alto saxophonist. The
band also supslied backing for the
Williams and Vaughan vocals,

Stan Getz now has a quartet that
may be his best ever. In Kenny

Barron he has a vital, driving
pianist who is also a gifted compos-
er (his “Voyage™ was a highlight).
Rufus Reid's bass came across bold
and brilliant, and Victor Lewis on
drums offered a solid undercurrent.
Getz's sound is as calmly appeal-
ing as ever; his linear concepts are
‘wonders of melodie cre-

ation. He paid tribute to Victor
Feldman’s memory in the Feldman
compositions *‘Seven Steps to
Heaven” and “Falling in Love.”
Getz will never drive an audience
to aisle-dancing hysterics; his ap-

peal is aimed at the mind rather
than the feet.

A sextet billed as the Leaders
steered an intelligent midway
course between hard bop and the
avant-garde. The trumpeter Lester
Bowie cut a fluent path through his
own “Zero," Chico Freeman, on
tenor xax, showed how to make the
same note produce six different
r&?:peily ;\irthur Blyté;e's alto sax

i ‘power and passion, but
hegﬂﬂd nto a saccharine-sound
on 5lon's “Sentimental Mood.”
Kirk Lghtsey’s energetic piano

shared the rhythm credits with
Cecil McBee's supple bass and Don
Moye's drums.

The opening act, the Hemet High

‘School Band, was a typically effi-

cient bunch, notable for the pres-
ence of a large contingent of girls,
including five of the six saxophon-
ists. Next, Duke DeJan's Olympia
Brass Band from New Orleans
marched through the aisles, its
appeal strictly visual. This is no
doubt how the music sourled be-
fore there were microphoi s, per-
haps even before telephone..

The long day ended wilh the
rolling tones of drummer Charlie
Watts, whose 32-piece band from

England, playing bloated arrange-
ments of swing era standards, gave
a satisfactory account of itself, with
the trumpeter Jimmy Deuchar, the
vibraphonists Bill LeSage and Jim
Lawless, and a few other capable
soloists. But there are many ways
in which a dozen saxes, seven
trumpets, five trombones and the
rest could have been put to more
original use. The best way of all
might have been simply to break
up this musical hippopotamus into
two 16-piece bands and let each
perform on a separate night.

Bill Henderson emceed, subbing
for Bill Cosby, who, delayed in
transit, arrived just in time to
announce Watts' closing set.,
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| JVC FESTIVAL: ALL THAT JAZZ IN ALL THOSE PLACES

By LEONARD FEATHER

, EW YORK~—The JVC Jazz

NF‘eslival—rormerly the
A Kool Festival, previously
the Newport/New York Festival,
vriginally the Newport, R.1, Jazz
| Festivai—continues to spread its
| wings all over the area: in concert
| halls around town, on day cruises,
| und at performing arts centers in
| UUpstate New York and New Jer-

sey,
The relative intimacy of the
Newport years is long gone, but the
advantages of bigness (mainly a
great diversity of talent) outweigh
the obvious handicaps. Ironically,
| some of the old ambiance was best
-captured at a preview performance,
" staged through the grace of Mayor
Koch at Gracie Mansion, for an
‘audience composed mainly of
show-business notables and the
media. Strolling around the lawn or
Lsuuing on portable chairs, you could
reécapture some of the informal
feeling that pervaded the original
event and seemed to be part of its
aison d'etre,
- The speeches of Koch and pro-
ducer. George Wein having been
duly delivered, and the tenor saxo-
phone of Lew Tabackin taking
formidable charge, an all-star
group took to the makeshift band-
stand. Roger Kellaway, Marian
McPartland and Jane Jarvis alter-
nated at the piano, Norris Turney
and Benny Wallace added their
axes, Milt Hinton's bass provided a
ital undercurrent, Except for one
veak link, the faltering trumpet of
Jonald Byrd, these participants
eemed Lo be saying: “This is what
‘s all about. Here's what you will
e hearing through Sunday.”
Actually, much of the music
danned for this week is neither as
ontaneous nor as accessible as

opening salvo. Sﬁ_f[ it
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involves extensive preparation.
Typically, Sunday evening at Car-
negie Hall, the Modern Jazz Quar-
tet was heard in a unique setting,
augmented by the 189-member
string ensembjle known as the New
York Chamber Symphony.

Announced as a world premiere,
this ambitious venture did not quite
live up to the premise. John Lewis,
the group's musical director, had
indeed written and scored addi-
tional material, but works an-
nounced as brand new were in fact
extensions of some of his most
successful early compositions,
culled from 30-year-old records or
from the music Lewis wrote for the
1957 Roger Vadim film “No Sun in
Venice.” The new arrangements,
however, involved enough fresh
thematic passages to sustain the
interest. His wistful “Django” made
unpretentiously charming use of
the strings. One movement was
'written in a lilting waltz meter;
another found Milt Jackson in full
4/4 flight on vibraphone. A long-
familiar piece in adventurous new
garb was Lewis’ “The Golden

ture numbers for all four members
(Percy Heath on bass and Connie
Kay on drums), and with that
perfect balance of freedom and
strictures that has always been
essential to the group’s character.
The shimmering blues cascades of
Lewis" piano in *‘One Never
Knows" and the buoyant Elling-
tonian groove on “Rockin’ in
Rhythm" brought the evening to a
long-delayed climax.

In the room known as Weill Hall
(formerly Carnegie Recital Hall),
Marian McPartland was heard Fri-
day in a solo piano recital that
seemed unlikely to be surpassed.
Over the years she has burnished a
style that blends elegance with a
rhythmic finesse.

There are times when one need
only glance at a list of songs
performed to draw a fairly safe
conclusion about the quality of the
recital. Taking full advantage of
their inherent harmonic beauties
and further enriching them with
her own imagination, McPartland
played Billy Strayhorn's “Isfahan,”
Benny Carter’s “Lonely Woman"

Striker.” Still another attractive ———

work, “Encounter in Cagnes,”
turned out to be a revision of an
early Lewis blues.

The chamber ensemble conelud-
ed with what was apparently the
only completely new addition, a
16-minute, three-part suite titled
“A Day in Dubrovnik.” Again Lew-
is' singular gift for melody, coupled *
with an avoidance of writing that
would have placed excessive
rhythmic demands on the strings,
worked out agreeably. Overall,
though, the Lewis ability to mine so
much that is new out of old sources |
would justify calling him the Gold-
en Recycler.

After intermission the MJQ
played unencumbered, with fea-*

with its hgn;pgipﬁ)_r_g_lusive chords,

{
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Alec Wilder's “I'll Be Around” and
a song Wilder wrote for her, the
waltz “Inner Circle.”

Her gift for melodic creativity
was charmingly displayed in her
own “Time and Time Again.” Al-
though the accent leaned toward
ballads, there were a few excur-
sions that found McPartland whip-
ping up a fine, striding beat, most

| TREERMERRT A |

notably on the very early Harold
Arlen song “Between the Devil and

the Deep Blue Sea.” Here and

elsewhere, she showed that like a
growing proportion of jazz pianists,
she needs no rhythm section for
support; her left hand is constantly
agile and interactive. _
McPartland’s impeccable and
moving performance left one re-

]
!I

gretting that this gifted woman so |
rarely visits the Southland—a situ- |
ation she has promised to rectify in

the near future. -
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AN 18-PIECE
SAMPLER OF
SWING SPIRIT

> EW YORK —The American

Jazz Orchestra, an 18-piece

ensemble dedicated to the
live presentation of swing music
that now survives mainly on re-
cords, presented a concert
Wednesday evening at the Grand
Hall of Cooper Union as part of the
JVC Jazz Festival.

In‘ a retrospective of the four
previous concerts held since its
formation last year under the guid-
ance of critic Gary Giddins, the

~ orchestra attempted Lo be all things

to all people, switching its person-
ality from Fletcher Henderson to
Ellington to Lunceford to Basie,
then from Claude Thornhill to
Benny Goodman to Benny Carter,
No one group of musicians can
relive all these lives without an
occasional identity crisis, yet the
various transitions moved almost
seamlessly. The soloists tended to
duplicate the spirit rather than the
letter of the originals, though Dick
Katz clearly had learned Blling-
ton's “‘Sepia Panorama” chorus
note for note,
_ Frank Wess, in addition to play-
ing lead alto sax, was required to
become Benny Carter on one tune
and Willie Smith on another.
Trumpeter Cootie Williams was
variously reinvented by Virgil
Jones and Marvin Stamm. Doc
Cheatham, now 82, came out to sing
the Trummy Young vocal on “Mar-
gle.” A
~ For some,

it was pure nostalgia,
for others, 18l

a4 history lesson; for

Virgil Jones delivers trumpet

solo during American Jazz Or-
chestra performance in N.Y.

most, it represented a listenable
genre that has worn better than
might have been expected. On the
Basie tunes, the rhythm section
was loose and happy; on the Lun-
cefords, a trifle lumpy. The best

music orchestrally was that of

Henderson (“King Porter Stomp”),
Eddie Sauter (despite a weak elari-
netist, Ken Poplowski, in the Good-
man role on “Benny Rides Again”),
the perennial beguiling Thornhill
theme “‘Snowfail” and Carter's
memorable arrangement of
“S]eep' i

_ Because the charts, in striet 4/4
time, called for no tempo cues, the
presence of John Lewis as conduc-
tor seemed expendable; however,
he had clearly done an

behind-the-scenes job of pulling

this disparate package together.
The evening was a rear-view win-
dow looking out on the creations
and limitations of a fast disappear-
ing era.

< guiin
.

%

R




The Edge of
His Feather

I was appalled by Billy Cioffi's
attempted character assassination of
Leonard Feather in your June 1
issue. As a jazz critic myself (for

eight magazines including occa-
sionally the Music Connection), 1
naturally find myself in disagree-
ment with Feather on some sub-
Jjects, particularly when it concerns
fusion and the avant-garde, but |
find Cioffi’s “’pinhead™ comments
to be unprofessional and inexcus-
able. Has Cioffi ever heard of the
Encyclopedia of Jazz (creative
music’s standard reference book)?
Does Cioffi know of Leonard
Feather’s contributions to bebop in
the Forties? Has he heard of Dinah .
Washington (for whom Feather
wrote several hit songs) or George
Shearing (who Leonard helped dis-
cover)? Perhaps a “pin” would help
take the hot air out of Cioffi’s over-
inflated head. In his own words,
“Get this guy outta here!”

Scott Yanow

Cioffi replies:
I would never deny that Feather
_ has contributed much 1o both music
and music journalism, and for that
all of us owe him a debt of grati-
tude. However, the point I was try-
ing to make (whether you feel it's
on top of my cranium or not) was
that Feather seems compelled to
differentiate between an artist’s
‘jazz" (i.e., “serious") work and
his “commercial” or “pop" music.
This sort of dogmatism is not only
insulting to the artist, it’s also ul-
timately destructive to the very style
of music Feather loves. Having
broken so much ground in the past,
his vision e
) istressing. Feather'’s taste
*  continues 1o be excellent, but his
¢ focus has become much too limir-
ed. Although [ stand by my re-
marks, | appreciate your fury—
after all, that’s what columns are
for. Besides, I've been reading the
ol’ jazzbo for 20 years and I know
he can be pretty caustic himself. I
think he can take it.




JAZZ

By LEONARD FEATHER

EW YORK-—It has been

said of John Lewis that he

may be the most rational
a0 mperturbable artist in his
[leldi—or, more properly, fields,
since ki is active in too many areas
«obe pigeonholéd. Asjazz musician,
compoger, teacher and architect of
the so-called Third Stream move-
ment in music, he has been in total
¢uatrol at all times of these often
interwoven occupations.

‘This week he will show up in two
capacities at New York’s JVC Jazz
Festival. Tonight at Carnegie Hall,
he will direct the Modern Jazz
Quartet, augmented at times by the
New York Chamber Symphony, in
a program that will include “Three
Windows,” a newly updated work
comprising three of the themes he
composed for the Roger Vadim film
“No Sun in Venice" in 1957.

On Thursday, he will appear in

the Great Hall at the Cooper Union

as mustcal director of the American
Jazz Orchestra. Orgsnized last
year, the 18-man ensemble is a bird
of a very different plumage, dedi-
cated to the preservation of great
orchestral {azz works of the past six
decades. The personnél includes
some of New York's heavyweight
jazzmen: Britt Woodman, Jimmy
Knepper, Eddie Bert, Frank Wess,
Dick Katz (sharing the piano
chores with Lewig), Ron Carter,
Mel Lewis, Lew Tabackin,

“This will be our fifth concert,”
Lewis says, “and it's a sort of
sampler of the four previous ones,
in which we presented the music of
Duke Ellington, Count Basie, Ben-
ny Goedman, Claude Thornhill and
Jimmie Lunceford. We feel this
orchesira i§ serving an important
purpose, bringing live performan-
ces of some of the most important
big band music. Recently, Benny

| Carter came in from Los Angeles
for a program of his greal works,
past and present. At this week’s
coneert, Ken Poplowski will play
the clariner part_In a coneerto
dedicated to Benay Goodman writ-
ten by Bob Rrookmeyer.”

Although this New York-based
project occuples Lewis' time occa-
sionally, it is the MJQ that remains
front and center in hig concerns
today, The group is celebrating
what has been called its 35th
annjversary, a figure arrived at by
ignoring the seven years (1974-81)
between its dissolution and reorga-
nization. Formed in 1952 by Lewis
with bassist Percy Heath, vibra-
phonist Milt Jackson and drummer
Kenny Clarke, the group has un-
dergone only one personnel
change: Clarke left in 1955 and was
replaced by the present drummer,
Connie Kay. 4

“The reason we got back togeth-
er,” Lewis recalls, “is that the
Japanese people insisted. They
kept calling on us for a tour. I was
quite happy at home with my wife
-and children, teaching at City Col-

lege of New York and going to  music, taking advantage of both
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LEWIS AT MIDSTREAM

Monterey every Seplember to
serve as musical director of the
festival. But the Japanese made us
an offer we couldn’t refuse, so we
played 10 concerts and enjoyed
being back together so much that
we thought we'd try it maybe a few
months each year. Now, of course
we're together en a full-time ba-
sis—in fact, we have bookings
through Aprii of 1988."

His MJQ schedule has necessi-
tated the abandonment of two
other major activities: He dropped
out three years ago as Monterey's
musical director and is no longer
teaching at City College.

The knowledge Lewis has ac-
quired came through a set of
conditions somewhat unorthodox
for a jazzman—or for a black artist.
“My great-great-grandfather set-
tled in New Mexico early in the
19th Century.

“1 was born in LaGrange, IlL, but
raised in Albugquerque; my father
was an optometrist. T can't say 1
learned much about the black ex-
perience in New Mexico; there was
a very small black population. But
there was an interest in both jazz
and classical music. The head of the
music department at the Universi-
ty of New Mexico, where [ studied
music and anthropology, was a Ms.
Grace Thompson, who also founded
a local symphony orchestra.

“We had wonderful teachers all
through school. Life was really
rather idyllic, and there was al-
ways a sense of the quest for
knowledge. Through one teacher I
learned about Bach, Alban Berg,
Arnold Schoenberg, Stravinsky.
But it was while I was in the Army,
in Europe, that I really began to get
involved in jazz.

“In Paris, I met Kenny Clarke,
who really helped me get started. [
also heard Django Reinhardt there
and was enormously impressed.”

Lewis had been back in civilian
life a short while when he joined
Dizzy Gillespie's big band, intro-
ducing his “Toccata for Trumpet
and Orchestra” at Carnegie Hall in
1947. Over the next five years, he

ROBERT GABRIEL

e ——

continued his studies at the Man- |
hattan School of Music, became an
integral part of Miles Davis® |

short-lived but cataiytic “Birth of
the Cool™ hand, sang with a choral
group and gave piano lessons. Ex-
cept for a few months when he
toured as Ella Fitzgerald's accom-
panist, he was active mainly from
1952 as mentor and guiding force
behind the MJQ.

Some five years after launching
the quartet, Lewis became in-
volved in the Third Stream move-
ment. “The term was coined by my
friend Gunther Schuller, a brilliant
composer., We both felt that a
European music tradition going
back thousands of years—the First
Stream—could be used along with
the jazz tradition—Second
Stream—to form a third body of

e |

}’iaﬁisr-composer John Lewis has been the guiding force of the Modern Jazz Quartet for 35 years.

the European roots and such
American elements as the blues,
swing, energy, tension, improvisa-
tion."”

This merger of values has played
a significant role in most of what
Lewis had- done, both in large
settings and in the Quartet, “Tthink
one reason the MJQ caught on was
that so many small groups didn't
bother to do anything substantial in
the way of arrangements. It was
usually just theme, solos, theme—
the same routine all the time,
which became a bore to me, and our
challenge was to change that, to
blend composition, arrangement
and spontaneity within the body of
a single work."” ;

Throughout his personal and
professional life Lewis has re-
mained steadfastly a citizen of the
world, traveling constantly but
maintaining an apartment in New
York and a home in the South ot
France.

“Paris is the one city that lived
up, on first impression, to every-
thing I'd expected of it. I love to go
back there. And, of course, Yugo-
slavia is important to me because
that's where I met my wife, Mir-
jana. She's from Zagreb; we spent
our honeymoon in Dubrovnik.
She's a wonderful classical pianist
and harpsichordist.”

Not long ago, the Lewises began
recording together, playing pianc
and harpsichord. “We played
Bach's ‘Goldberg’ Variations; Mir-
jana piayed them as they were
written, and I added to each one my
own variations on the variations.
It's a two-album project; the first
album is already outin Japan.”

With a new MJQ album now on
the market (“Three Windows,”
with the New York Chamber Sym-
phony, Atlantic 81761-1), Lewis |s
busy preparing new material for
foture tours and sessions.

“1 just finished an orchestral

piece for the Atlanta Symphony. to |
be premicred in September. I'm
busy now trying to finish an ‘El-
lington Legacy’ idea. The main
focus will be on some of his |
masterpiecss from the 1939-41 pe-
ricd, such as ‘Ko-Ko," ‘Jack the
Bear’ and ‘Sepia Panorama,” along
with some other works mixed in
along the way. We'll eventually

have more than enough for an * §

album of Ellingtonia.” o

Lewis looks at the world of music
from a unique perspective, He is'a
traditionalist, in the sense that he
treasures the legacies of past
achievements in the classical cen-
turies and the jazz decades; at the
same time, he remains a restless
innovator, constantly trying tc
bring fresh ideas to long-legiti-
mized concepts. His is a value
system that has worked well for
him . over the past 35 years and
seems likely to prove indestructi-
ble.O
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THE OTHER MJQ CO

By LEONARD FEATHER

EW YORE—David Mat-

thews, & bugy and versatile

New York-based pianist
and armanger, returned here re-
cently from 3 triumphant tour of
Jupan—ha second in 2 year—lead-
ing hus own group.

This in fselfl s hardly stop.the-
presies news. Almost dailly, some
Jazm msncian of group returns from
8 sucdessful tour of Japan, which
generally i acknowledged as the
world's No. 2—or No 17—js=z
country. What does seems remark-
able about Matthews™ trip s that hia
group i affectionately known a8
the MIQ, though &t

bedars no rela-

FLIP——

tionship 1o the Modern Jazz Quar-
el

The Manhatten Jazz Quintet, 1o
give it ils proper name, s remarka-
ble for more than s imtials Or-
ganized in Manhattan, by a group
of Manhsttan-based musicians
whom Matthews had come to
know, this group has never ap-
peared in Manhattan, por any-
where else in the United States. It
I8 famous, however, in Japan. Pho-
tos, articles apd record reviews
appear almost monthly in Tokyo's
Swing Journal, dedicated to the
leader, the sidemen and their vari-
ous activities

" sagnd
XL 5

RSJAPAN

NQUE

The very existence of this band is
due to the inftiative of 3 Japanese
journalist and a Japanese record
producer. Matthews said this
unique bunch of hard boppers came
into existence 28 a unit In an
UNUSUR: WEY,

“I've had s deal for several years
as a producer for the Japanese King
Record Co.,” he said. “Most of what
I was making for them consisted of
fusion sessions. This was going
along very well but three years ago
Yasuki Nakayama, the editor of
Swing Journal, decided that the
jaxx scene over there had become 2
but stagnant.

“He felt something fresh and
uncompromising was needed—a
fess self-conscicus and less elec-
tronic kind of music that would go
back to the bop roots. He communi-
cated these ideas lo someone at
King Records in Tokyo, who then
passed the thought along to me,
with the suggestion that | try
arganiming a band for a stralght-
ahead swinging record.

“1 put this group together, not
expecting too much: records like
this nmight expect 10 sell under
10.000 coples over thers. But 1o
everyone's astonishinent, we be-
came the hottest band in Japen.”

The original members of the
Manhattan Jazz Quintet were Mat-
thews, piano and®arranger; Law
Soloff, trumpet; George Young,
tenor sax; Steve Gadd, drums, and
Charpett Moffett, then 17, on bass
(since replaced by Eddie Gomez)

Soloff and Young, like Matthews,
have solid reputations as studio
players. Soloff came Lo prominence
playing with Blood, Sweat & Tears

1968-73, later working in such

¢ bands as Thad Jones/Mel
Lewis and Gil Evans. Young, a
Philadelphian, has been prominent
in pop circles for more than 20
years and is regarded as a nonpareil
all-around woodwind player. He

to play this music any time they
have achance.”
Gomez and Gadd met six years

— — =
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David Maithews Monhattan Jazz Quintet, a studio group that's
never appeared live in the US., is the hottest band in Japan.

ago on a Chick Corea session and
have gigged together often since
then, often alongside such fellow
New York reliables as Richard Tee
and Cornell Dupree. Gadd, despitea
fusion and rock image, has worked
in every conceivable setting and is
arguably the most adaptable drum-
mer on the conlemporary scene.
Gomesz, born in Puerte Ricoand an
alumnus of the Newport Youth
Band in the late 1950s, worked with
Marian McPhartland, Paul Bley
and Lee Konitz but is best known
for his decade-long association
with the late pianist Bill Evans.

Leading 2 jazz group of this
uncompromising kind was a special
experience for Matthews. Though
he bad worked in his early years
with @ jazz-criented band that
toured Europe in the late 19680s,
most of his later credits involved
pop and fusion ventures.

Born in 1942 in Sonora, Ky,
Matthews earned his music degree
at the University of Cincinnati
Conservatory. After a stint as ar-
ranger for James Brown, he settled
in New York in 1974 and had a close
association with one of the busiest
record producers of the day, Creed
Taylor, whose CTI Records was
then riding high. He worked on
dates with Nina Simone, Ron Cart-
er, George Benson, Art Farmer and
Hank Crawford, as well as on
sessions for other companies with
pop stars from Paul McCartney to

Frank Sinatra.

What makes this particular MJQ
wark so well, at least for the
Japanese? Among other virtues, it
has benefitted from exceptionally
fine sound quality on its compact
disc releases (and CDs, of course,
were hot in Japan before they

-

invaded this country). Second, it
has a well-balanced, expertly per-
formed repertoire of jazz standards
and Matthews originals. On the
first CD (now available here on
ProJazz CDJ 602) were “Summer-
time,” Miles Davis’ “Milestones,”
Sonny Rollins” “Airegin” and “My
Favorite Things." The second in-
cluded Monk's “ "Round Midnight”
and five other cuts; on the third
were Charlie Parker's “Confirma-
tion,” Malthews' “Mood Piece,”
“Autumn Leaves" and a Brazilian
bossa nova.

Nothing exceptionally adventur-
ous, in short, but everything in its
place and nothing to offend ears
that were tired of synthesizers and
electric drums.

The group recorded a live sét
(CDJ 837) during its first tour of
Japan in April of last year, playing
longer versions of some numbers
from the earlier sets. By this time,
thanks to the flood of Swing Jour-
nal publicity, the band had become
hotter than ever and had won a
series of awards,

“In January of 1985,” says Mat-
thews, “we won the Swing Journal
Gold Disc award with our first
album. A year later we won the
Best CD prize, which was very
important, because by now CDs are
outselling LPs by 60 to 40. Next we
won in both the LP and CD
divisions of their readers’ poll; 1
also won a producer’s award for
four different albums, including our
own "My Funny Valentine’ and the
“Live at Roppongi' set. For a group
to win as many awards as we did is
unheard of in Japan. I guess we had
become such a powerful force that
they had to acknowledge us.”

Success breeds success: During
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SOUND WOES IN CARNEGIEHALL, NOT IN CLUBS

JAZZ FESTIVAL ENDS ON HIGH, LOW NOTES

By LEONARD FEATHER

EW YORK—The 10-day
JVC Jazz Festival ended
Sunday after a typically
diverse series of concerts. Despite
much first-rate music, there was
no shortage of brickbats, many of
them aimed at the sound system in
Carnegie Hall, where nine of the
. principal events took place,

This venerable acoustic venue
has become an electronic night-
mare. Big bands were reduced to a
“jumbled blur. Many who had paid a

,$28.50 top price heard every note
twice: first live and then a fraction
of a second later, amplified.

Although better monitored than
some others, the Friday program

starring Mel Torme, featuring
+guest singer Diane Schuur, had to
deal with these problems. Torme
and Schuur have been reviewed
here recently. Lonette McKee, in
her Carnegie debut, offered an
agreeable version of “How Long
Has This Been Going On,” which
she sang in the movie “'Round
Midnight.” Tall, very slender, with
a Las Vegas theatrical personality;
she tackled a pair of Billie Holiday
songs, revealed her superficial un-
derstanding of jazz in “Cloudburst”
and duetted successfully with
Torme.

The Mel Lewis big band, heard
ofi and on throughout the evening,
battled the sound system until Stan
Getz, walking on in the middle of a
.song, became the Atlas who lifted

— ———

the entire orchestra on his eloquent
horn. Getz stayed on stage to
introduce and accompany Schuur,

Fortunately the festival was
cofifined neither to Carnegie Hall
nor to concert halls in general.
Several nightclubs, taking advan-
tage of the international influx of
visiting jazz fans, became part of
the multiple celebrations,

Some of the most creative music,
as well as the best reproduced
sound, was presented by the Toshi-
ko Akiyoshi Orchestra during her
three-night stand at the Blue Note,
a downtown club that now rivals

the Village Vanguard in the consis-
tency of its presentations.
Akiyoshi's compositions and ar-

rangements gave striking evidence |

of the advances made in orchestral
writing, in contrast to the swing

era works presented the previous |

evening in the retrospective by the
American Jazz Orchestra. The sus-
pensions and changes of tempo, the
use of many keys and shifting
themes within the body of a given
piece, were beyond the scope of the
early bands, with the exception of
Duke Ellington’s,

Please see N.Y. FESTIVAL, Page 7

,
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Continued from Page 6
Where the saxophones were
once largely confined to that in-

strument, Akiyoshi makes richly.

textured use of saxes, piccolos,
flutes, clarinets and bass clarinets
in a dazzling variety of colors.

Even the blues takes on a fresh
character under the guidance of
her pen: “Feast in Milano,” part of a
suite, is a dashing blues in 5/4 time.
Reflecting her ethnic heritage,
Akiyoshi at one point used the
taped sounds of Japanese Noh
drummers.

Among the orchestra's gallery of
goloists is Lew Tabackin, the stun-
ningly virtuosic flutist who also is
to the tenor saxophone in the 1980s
what Sonny Rollins was in the
1950s. Akiyoshi herself let loose
with some ferocious Bud Powell
piano in “March of the Tadpoles,” a
neo-be-bop line that made vivid
use, singly and collectively, of the
four trombonists,

Another superb pianist, Ro
Kellaway, was heard in a s?;l!g

recital Saturday at Weill Hall. 7

Kellaway's gifts are so formidable
that he seems unsure of which
direction to aim, On this ocecasion
he leaned toward New Age music
in a series of his own compositions
that were at one time or another
impressionistic, dissonant, gospel-
tinged, evocative and, once in a

while, soporific—something one

would not have expected of an
artist who so often has generated
tremendous excitement.

Only in the final five minutes did
Kellaway turn to uncompromising
jazz for a wildly original version of

Here’s That Rainy Day.” One

could not help wishing that he had

the program to favor a

WG IIEIC Wil Vekazgw sos ~ooge e

little more fully that aspect of his

talent.
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Swinging

By IRWIN BLOCK
of The Gazette

A Happy Gang of swing-era musi-
cians blew into town last night and
blew away its jazz festival audience
with the universally appealing
sounds of the Big Band era.

They're called the Newport Jazz
Festival All Stars, featuring seven
members of the exclusive and much-
admired Duke Ellington-Count Ba-
silg-hi.ionel Hampton-Benny Goodman
club.

And they had a nearly full house of.

music lovers, nostalgiac for the

b
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Newport Jazz Festival All Stars, at Thédtre
St. Denis last night.

goodtime tunes of the 1940s or eager
to hear its creators, rocking in their
seats, tgglping their tloes. and warmly
applauding every solo.
pgs for tl%etmxslmans, they bounced
on stage playing | Want to Be
Happy, glowed at the music and the
response te it, and never looked
back.
The all-star cast included tenor

1
L]

Newport All Stars sho

saxmen Buddy Tate, a 10-year veter-
an of the Basie orchestra, and Al
Cohn, of the second version of Woody
Herman’s front line, the Four Broth-
ers. i

Norris Turney of Ellington’s last
lineup was on alto sax and clarinet,
while Randy Sandke, who played
with Goodman's last ensemble, was
on trumpet.

The swinging rhythm section had
Oliver (0J) Jackson on drums, Basie
alumnus Eddie Jones on bass, and
musician-impresario George Wein
on piano.

One by one they took their solos,
never losing sight of the melodies
just about anybody over 80 finds im-
mediately recognizeable and humm-
able: Love Me Or Leave Me, Elling-
ton’s Oriental-sounding The Mooch,
and Things Ain't What They Used
to Be. -

Tate's horn had that big, bluesy,
gritty sound, Cohn's was flatter and
leaner, while Turney's tone recalled
that of Johnny Hodges.

Tate and Turney both played clari-
net on Mood Indigo, its eery harmo-
ny providing a concert highlight.

(—Another unexpected high point oc]

w their jazz ¢

curred when Los Angeles-based jazz
critic Leonard Feather left the CBC-
Stereo booth, where he was guest
commentator on a live festival
broadcast, to take over piano dufies

on Jeep's Blues.

As a finale, in response to a mas-
sive standing ovation, the band
played Body and Soul, tenorman
Coleman Hawkins’ signature piece,
ending the two-hour concert on a de-
cidely tender note.

The all-stars is the brainchild of
George Wein, who created the first
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North American jazz
Newport, Rhode I
after the French initid

cept. !
The group-is dedi

alive the familiar

in 4/4 swing time — the®

harmonic structure that Gargs

New Orleans, |
And judging from 18t BE

glowing faces, on and off Hji- 2

swing is still the much-IFediite

jazz. A
e Festival storié@
weekend lineups,
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CAROL BERNSON

“Jazz at N" band members are from left, Bill Wurtzel on Mr,

.§am Parkins on clarinet, group

leader Les Lieber on saxophone, Arthur Lohman on trumpet and Father Bill Gannon on irombone.

to play; rather, it is that anyone
unfamiliar with the premise, walk-
ing in on this group, would assume
that this was a collection of sea-
soned professionals. If last week's
gig was typical, and Lieber assured
me that it was, the music could
have been emanating from one of
Dick Gibson's all-star jazz parties
in Denver or the Classic Jazz
Festival in Los Angeles.

“Ralph Hamperian, the bass
player, is the only fellow up there
who's a regular working musician,”
Lieber said. “He's a member of
Local 802, and there's a reason.
When he started out 21 years ago,
in order not to run into difficulties
with the union, we worked out a
deal whereby they would let us use
these men as long as we also hired
union musicians.”

5]

As it turned out, on this occasion

two additional pros showed up. Bob
Wilber, a saxophonist who in his
teens was a student of Sidney
Bechet and who evolved over the
years into a virtuoso on clarinet
and all the saxophones, dropped by
to greet Lieber and other old
friends. After playing two Benny
Goodman specialties on clarinet, he
switched horns and hats for an alto
solo in which echoes of Johnny
Hodges were plainly discernible.

“Wilber is an old hand here,”
Lieber said, “but this is a special
reunion for us. He spends half of
every year living in England and
we have 1o grab him when we can.”

After Wilber's guest shot, vibra-
phonist Charles Newmark, a real
estate executive, turned over his
mallets to Warren Chiasson, a
prominent free-lance New York
musician who once was a member
of the George Shearing Quintet.

The patrons of “Jazz at Noon”
include a certain number of the
vegular jazz crowd who can be
found at the clubs, or last week at
the festival concerts, but among
them are also some of the more
conservative fans who either can't
keep nightelub hours or simply
don't have the evening time to
spare. One amiable elderly gentle-

LOS ANGELES TIMES/CALENDAR

man, David Cohn, who was intro-
duced to me as a “Jazz at Noon”
regular, turned out to be the father
of the tenor saxophonist Al Cohn
and grandfather of Joe Cohn, Artie
Shaw's guitarist. An inveterate jazz
fan, he recently turned 90.

That the “Jazz at Noon” jams
have continued so long without
interference is significant not sim-
ply because of the agreement with
the musicians’ union, but because
New York's jazz scene has been
victimized by an archaic cabaret
law that has kept thousands of
musicians out of work.

It has long been impessible for

any group of more than three
musicians to play in an unlicensed
club. This law was passed original-
ly to control speak-easies and,
despite occasional revision, until as
recently as last December no wind
or brass instruments and no drums
were allowed. The law was
changed as a result of a suit
brought in the New York Supreme
Court by Local 802, but the City
Council relented only to the extent
of allowing horns and drums. The
maximum number of instruments
in clubs without a cabaret license
remains at three.

Asked why this could not be

it? The code requirements for elec-
trical wiring and sprinkler im-
provements and so forth can cost a
fortune. That'’s why only a few
places in town, like the Village
Vanguard and the Blue Note and
Sweet Basil, can get around the
situation.” An action brought by
the musicians’ union to void these
restrictions (which fortunately
have no counterpart in Los Angel-
es) is now in the New York
Supreme Court. Perhaps some day
the benighted City Couneil will
recognize that three rock musi-
cians, even two or one, can make
more din than an entire 17-piece

of your favorite jazzmen and find
they have gone on the road or fled
to Europe, you will understand the
reason.

This is a great city for non-pros
to hang out during “Jazz at Noon,"
and a unique cynosure throughout
Jazz Festival Week, but during the
51 weeks when the festival is not
around it’s a very different story.
Taking into account the fact that
the music community has suffered
under this law since 1926, it's no
wonder so many potentially great
artists have opted for a safer career
as lawyers or surgeons—or tad
drivers.O0







. ELLA FITZGERALD

NEW HEARIT,
OLD SOUL

LEONARD FEATHER: How long were you out of action?

ELLA FITZGERALD: Going on nine months. That’s the longest I’ve
ever been off, do you realize that? It started when we played Niagara
Falls. The next morning I could hardly breathe, and my plamsl Paul
Smith, had to help me down the stairs. I went to the hOSpltal there,
then they brought me home and I checked into the hospital here,
because my doctor said: ‘“This doesn’t make sense.”” Then I found

out what it was.

BY LEONARD FEATHER

Ella Fitzgerald, who will appear July 5 at Place des Arts as
the closing act of the Festival international de jazz de
Montréal, is at once the most honoured and most humble of
all the women who raise their voices in song.

Although the walls and shelves of her handsome Beverly
Hills home are lined with Grammies, poll victories,

and awards by the dozen, to her the only celebrities are
other people—the Dizzy Gillespies and Bill Cosbys who
visited her in the hospital, the Tony Bennetts who come to
her home at Christmas.

And more than 50 years after she sang her first note with
Chick Webb’s band, she has a lingering insecurity. "'Did I do all
right?"’ she may ask, backstage during a standing ovation
in Monterey or Monte Carlo. "Did they really like me?"

On a recent sunny afternoon, Ella sat in her living room,
looking back on what had been the darkest period of her life,
an iliness that kept her on the sidelines until shortly before
our interview.

LF: A heart attack?

EF: I never felt it. The
doctor said it might
have*happened in Chi-
cago, the night before
Niagara, because while
I was there, I had to
sing sitting down. Any-
how, they kept me in
the hospital here and I
had a quintuple bypass,
and a pacemaker im-
planted. It was close
to having a new heart.
After I came home, one
of the stitches came out
and I had to go back
in the hospital. There

were other problems:
recently I had a lot of fluid in my leg. So it’s been a long, long
recuperation.

LF: How did you manage to kill time?

EF: Well, I know every single soap opera by heart! But I’d think of
different songs I’d like to do and write 'em down. Like, I'd love to do
an album of Stevie Wonder songs. And I'd love to use some of the
Nelson Riddle arrangements we did in clubs, which were never recor-
ded. But there were times when I wondered if I’d ever sing again.
Finally, I got so bored that the doctor said, “Why don’t you have
some rehearsals?’’ So we did, and it felt good.

LF: Have you started going out yet?

EF: Well, as you know, I did that one concert, my first in all this time,
at El Camino College. But Norman Granz, my manager, is pacing
things carefully so I’ll only do two or three dates a month.

I went to a store the other day, and a lady saw me and said, ““Oh,
my dreams have come true! It’s my favourite singing lady.”” And
someone else was saying, ‘“We love you, Ella.” And I looked my
worst—I had my sneakers on, and an old skirt. But everybody stop-
ped and began asking for autographs. I said to myself, you can’t beat
this kind of love. And I have about three bags of mail left to answer,
from people who wrote me in the hospital. Sometimes you say to
yourself, was it worth it? And of course I say yes.

ILLUSTRATION:
ISRAEL CHARNEY
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quartel be led here at & Uoversty
of Quebec aupditornion, was uni-
formly impeccabie.

The enthusiasm shown for Jones
contrasted poignantly with the re-
action, in the same hall the previ-
ous evening, 10 Phineas Newborn
Jr. Once hailed a8 second onily to
Peterson, the Memphis plamst has
suffered many years of emotional
iliness. On this occasion. he was
less than a shadow of his early self;
it seemed painful for him to reach
for a chord, as if he were climbing
up a staircase in the dark. Flashes
of his old genius were aborted after
8 few moments; he stumbled
through several numbers at a
dirge-like pace, rarely even setting
@ tempo, The audience began walk-
ing out. After less than 40 minutes,
Newborn called it a night. For
anyone who knew and revered him

All Hlyes,™ Tiarmson announced
“That was written by Miles Davis
when he was a jazz musician,™ Next
came “Softly as in a Moming
Sunrise,” which again ran to 20
minuotes. Too many musicians in
this age bracket fail 1o understand
the virtues of suceinctness.

Horace Silver's quintet has the
same instrumentation but his side-
men, in a vibrant show al the
Theatre St. Denis, found more to
say in a betier-disciplined context,
Various instrumental works, some
in 5/4 and 3/4, were followed by
vocal versions (with Andy Bey
singing persuasively) of such old
pieces of Silver as “Senor Blues,"”
“Nica’s Dream" and “Cape Verdean
Blues” (now retitled “Samba Ca-
ribbean" with lyrics by Steve Al-
len).

At the Club Spda, a handsome
black singer, Ranee Lee, New York
born but long considered one of
Montreal's own, has become the
city’s most talked-about hit with a
nightly one-woman show, “Lady
Day at Emerson’s Bar & Grill”
Loosely based on the story of Billie
Holiday four months before her
death in 1959, it is a bit long on

., dramatic monologues (written by

house to join him in a

. When he wound up
e crowd into a joint

¢ Mickey Mouse Club
all too clear that his

{a driving him down the
glop. {rom musical integ-

that of Wynton and Branford Mar- |

salis; they too studied with Elis

panist. Cyrus Chestnut. Harrison is __

the man to watch here: He seems to
feel instinctively the art of building
a long solo forward, upward and

: . outward. to great emotional effect.

Lanie Robertson), but Lee, in a

fernanding (wo-holr ShoWw punc
tuated by 17 songs (in which she
achieves the soulful essence with-
out attempting to duplicate the
actual timbre of Lady Day) makes
it a moving experience, ane that
deserves exposure in other cities,

French artists (as well as
French-Canadians) being special
favorites here, it was no surprise
that Helen Merrill, whose latest
album was a hit in France, earneda
standing ovation at the Spectrum
in a program of superbly-chosen
songs (but does everyone have 10
include “ "Round Midnight"?). Nor
did it hurt that for her encore she
sang “I Love Paris” partly in
French.

On a more visual than aural
level, the French sensation was
Urban Sax. a sort of avant-garde
space show from Paris, with dozens
of saxophonists and a company
numbering about 50, known for
wild lighting and costumes, dane-
ers and acrobats. Urban Sax drew
an estimated 40,000 to the street
area where it performed on July |1,

Canada Day (a national holiday).1 |’

tried to see it but couldn't get close.

It was much easier to gain access
to a matinee by Andre White, a
young Canadian pianist whose
roots are so clearly in Bud Powell

Lnat it came ¥ no surpnee 1o hear
him ease into a Powell original,
“Heets and 1" White's trio seemed
10 reflect a growing tendency
among young jazzmen toward ear-
1y, carsfully guarded rools.

Jim Hall and Ron Carter, the
guitar-and-bass duo, provided
whal may have been the most
graceful and sensitive music of the
entire week, To Hermeto Pascoal,
that strange, multi-instrumental
Brazilian albino, whose band
roared through its thunderous

be English, though at that e

distortion and volume it could hay
been Urdu. Bul everyone seemen
happy, just as those of us examining
the subtler sounds had been satis-
fied throughout this relentlessly

eventful week. To producer

Alain

Simard, who may yet earn a repu-

tation as the

George Wein of

Canada, I offer mes felicitations les

plus sinceres. 0

e ——
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blues/rock motions, went the dubi- =

ous honor of providing the most

violent contrast to all the values |

Hall and Carter hold dear.

One evening, as I was threading
my way through the almost impen-
etrable crowd that jammed the Rue
St. Denis, | stopped to hear a
French-Canadian blues band. The
harmonica player seemed to be the
leader, and the language seemed to

*
;|
L
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PAT SENATORE IN A NEW HOME FOR JAZZ

By LEONARD FEATHER

he good news is that Pas-

quale (Pat) Senatore is back

in business—and this time
under weatherproof conditions,
unlike those he had to deal with at
the Oceanside Club that bore his
name.

To musicians, Senatore is best
known as a bass player who toured
the world with Stan Kenton, Les
Brown and, for five years, the
Tijuana Brass. But the Southland's
public may remember him better as

the man who, from 1978 until 1983, ..

owned Pasquale's, overlooking the
beach at Malibu,

For many visitors, Pasquale’s
had a mixture of music and ambi-
ance second to none; butl the club
was doomed. Hardly a month went
by without a rock slide or some
other disaster on the Pacific Coast
Highway. It got to the point where
nobody knew whether the room
was open, or closed because of
inaceessibility.

After almost four years of
searching for the right location,
Pasquale has taken over as artistic
director at Jo Anne Le Bouvier's
Beverly Hills Saloon. The policy
calls for his own trio or other local
groups Mondays through Wednes-
days, and name attractions Thurs-
days through Saturdays. Coming
Thursday is clarinetist Eddie Dan-
iels; July 23, musician/comedian
Pete Barbutti will open.

“We can get some of the same
clientele I built up at Pasquale’s,”
says Senatore, “For instance, there
are some affluent people who don’t
go to the Valley clubs to hear jazz. 1
hope to book some of the same
people who worked for me in
Malibu, like Carmen McRae, maybe:
Pat Metheny, Chick Corea, Jon
Hendricks.

“Kenny Rankin is set for a
September date. I'm dickering for
Michael Brecker, Diane Schuur,
and some big bands like Basie and
Louis Bellson; also, I hope, my old
friend Wayne Shorter. We have
the space, plus good sound, and a
late-night restaurant menu."”

. Born in Newark, N.J., Senatore |

was a childhood friend of saxo-
phonist Shorter. They were to-
gether in high school, where Sena-
tore majored in art and music, “I
wanted to play bass, but they said I
was too small, so I was given a
baritone horn. Later I switched to
trombone, and finally got to play
bass in my senior year."”

After a long stretch on the road
(interrupted for two years by stud-
ies at Juilliard}, Senatore settled in
Los Angeles in 1960. Waiting for
musician’s union clearance to play

cally, he was night manager for a
shop. but by he end of i

B . ]
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Pat Senatore will book performers at Beverly Hills Saloon. |

(his elder son, now a chef at

I"’Ermitage, is named Kenton),
Senatore learned many lessons

from his experience at Pasquale’s.

“You have to be realistic about the.

cost and value of talent. I had to put
a lot of my savings into that room,
and there were times when we
were in the black. We had some
wonderful sessions with people like
-Joe Farrell, Michel Petruectani and
Manhattan Transfer. But I learned
how important your location can
be—and as great as that view was,
I'd never want to go back to Pacific
Coast Highway, or any other place
where a rock slide can close you

down. Now we're in a much safer

situation.

“I remember one night a jazz fan
from Tokyo took a cab direct from
the airport to Pasquale's, caught
the show, then went to cheek in at
his hotel. I want to capture that
same kind of enthusiasm for the
Beverly Hills Saloon, whether the
customers come from Japan or just
around the corner.”
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PHIL WOODS QUINTET IS
IN ITS USUAL FINE FORM

By LEONARD FEATHER
The_-?hil Woods Quintet is in

town for another of its all too

brief visits, this time at Cata-
lina’s in a three-night run that ends
this evening.

Woods is one of the fortunate
few who can claim to have a band,
as opposed to a bunch of locally
recruited assistants. His trumpeter,
Tom Harrell, is a veritable babe in
the Woods, having joined up only
four years ago. Pianist Hal Galper
is in his seventh year as a Woods
sideman. Bassist Steve Gilmore and
drummer Bill Goodwin are founder
members, having been on hand
when the group was formed in
1975.

‘What is important is not just that
these musicians are thoroughly
familiar with one another, but that
they have a common sense of
direction. Woods has at his com-
mand enough technique and imagi-
nation to put his alto saxophone
through the most frenetic of paces,
yet he knows how to rein in his
power. Consequently, nothing
emerges from his horn sounding
either perfunctory or excessively
ostentatious.

This characteristic is shared by
his colleagues. The unison lines by
Woods and Harrell in the state-
ments of themes (some of Lhem

written by Harrell or Galper) come
as close as is humanly possible to
sounding like two minds with a

single thought. :
When not playing, Harrell offers

his by now celebrated impression |

of a man asleep standing up. His

eccentric personality is immediate-

ly belied when, either on trumpet
or fluegelhorn, he suddenly comes
to life, displaying a rare lyricism
and a sense of continuity. His solo
number, the only standard tune
played during the first set, was Ray
Noble's “The Touch of Your Lips,”
to which he brought a haunting
quality that matched the tune's
harmonic beauty, as did the under-
stated and consistently melodic
support by Galper. ¥

For the finale, a number that
sounded vaguely like an old Charlie
Parker piece, Woods and Harrell
crossed swordy, playing two lines
contrapuntally to dazzling effect.
Gilmore and Goodwin, another
like-minded couple, provided the
kind of rhythmic stimulus that is
born of long-term compatibility.

Sad to say, there are in contem-
porary acoustic jazz very few
groups that have managed to retain
both a steady personnel and a
distinctive identity. Phil Woods
and his empathetic friends have
brought themselves to the pinnacle
among this select minority.

——_ T
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JAZZREVIEW

FIRST LADY
OF SONG IN
TOP FORM

By LEONARD FEATHER

dvisory to any concerned

friends who could not be at

the Hollywooed Bowl
Wednesday: Not to worry. Ella
Fitzgerald is doing just fine, thank
vou,

In her first major local appear-
ance since a protracted illness (she
had a break-in booking last March
al El Camino College), the eternal
First Lady of Song was in superla-
tive form. She brought passion to
“Summertime:” joy to “Manteca,”
htumor to “Mack the Knife,” fire
and flame to “Cherokee.” She dis-
played her bilingual chops on
“Agua de Beber,” her scat exper-
tise on “Take the A Train” and her
flair for uncovering little-known
verses- on “Funny Face,” a 60-
year-old song by the Gershwins.

‘In a word, she was Ella Fitzger-
dld, a singer communicating the
@éxuberance, the control, the spirit
one often yearns to find in most
vocalists a third of her age.

‘However—and this is a big how-
eéyer—Lthere was something very
wrong with the manner in which
this concerl—widely advertised as
the first in the Bowl's summer
“Jazz at the Bowl" series—was
conceived and executed.
“T'hroughout the 40-minute
ogening set and much of her post-
intermission appearance, which
kept her on-stage for almost an
hour, Fitzgerald was accompanied
not by a jazz group, but by an
orchestra, varying in size from 25
ta. 44, under the baton of Lalo
Sghifrin. The guitarist Joe Pass,
central to so many Fitzgerald con-
certs over the years, was missing.
Such first-rate jazzmen as the
teimpeter Bobby Bryant, the
tepmbonist Buster Cooper and the
saxophonists Bob Cooper and Har-
old Land, were busy reading their
rts. and had so little solo work
that one longed for a small group
jam along the lines of “Jazz at the
githarmonic” with which Pita-
gg-ald used to work so happily.

~“Foo often the orchestra seemed
like excess baggage. especially
en the 19 strings sat around
sed, looking foolish and ex-
el dable. On such songs as “Days

GARY FRIEDMAN / Los Angeles Times

Ella Fitzgerald sang up a storm at Hollywood Bowl Wednesday.

ef Wine and Roses,” "Willow Weep
for Me"” the tempos and rhythm-
heavy arrangements were out of
keeping with the polghant spirit of
the lyrics. During “St. Louis Blues”
it was embarrassing to see the
strings sawing away on a tune that
cried out for intimacy and simpliei-
Ly

How much of this was Schifrin’s
fauli cannot be delermined, since
the arrangers were nol credited,
bul the whole idea of turning this
into a predominaiely pops concert
was al odds with the supposed
premise of the evemng.

The second half brought partial
relief. Schifrin ook over at the
piano lo offer four numbers, one of
which was his popular “Mannix"
theme—requested. he said, by
"Mees Fizzeral.” (Later, Elia re-
turned the compliment by thanking
“Lale Schiffman.”) An arrange-
ment of “Happy Birthday,” which
he wrote for the recent Dizzy
Gillespie tribute at Wolf Trap,
showed that Schifrin can still play

attraclive jazz piano, bul as an
arranger he seemed unable to
shake the studios out of his system,
His attempt to write a Basie type
jazz instrumental was too deriva-
tive to have much significance,
despite a good rhythm section with
Ifrank Capp on drums and John
Clayton on bass .

Nest, Miggergid’s own rhythm
st punio; Keter
badd, and Je Hamliton,
0 i OO

ML l“':ﬂ(:
oty
rums i} accotunsnmed D
pie of pleves Lhat utfered surCosge
The orchestra redeemed 1isolf
backing her well on “God Bless the
Child,” ‘which she beopghl tw a
great emotiona! climas, 1 evin
managed toswing in "Shin vy Slock.
ings.”

In short, this was 8 urssul that
rested almost entirely o e BY-
year-old shoulders of 4 magnificen!
survivor. Fitzgerald received the
reaction she deserved—three
standing ovations. (wo encores—
and attracted an awdience Lo matceh,
avery healthy 15,153.
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ter Young, Jimmy Rushing, Buck
Clayton and the Swing Era Zeit-
geist; thus the CBS set is indispens-
able, 5 stars. The two 1983 sessions
(one with a septet, the other partly
big band and part combo} show
how much life Basie could generate
in his waning days. Both 4 stars.
“Satch & Josh" is amiably unpre-
tentiousinterplay. 412 stars.

O

“THE SOUND OF SONNY.”
Sonny Rollins. Riverside QJCCD
029-2. “MOVING OQOUT."” Prestige
OJCCD 058-2. Rollins, moving fast
toward maturity in the 1850s, al-
ready had his weird, waggish way
with odd songs like “Toot Toot,
Tootsie,” but was serious and sen-

- gitive on ballads such as “What Is
| There to Say” and the unaccompa-
nied “It Could Happen to You.” The
mambo-like " “Mangoes” and the
closing “Funky Hotel Blues" (not
. included in the original LP) come
off well, with Sonny Clark at the
' piano. 3 -stars. “Moving Out” is
enlivened by the addition of a
trumpet (Kenny Dorham) and,
although taped three years earlier
(1954). is more engaging. Thelon-
ious Monk plays on one tune.
Composers are not listed. There is
only 3132 minutes of music; in fact,
both of these sets could have been

. combined into one CD, 3% stars,

“SETTIN' THE PACE.”" John
Coltrane. Prestige OJCCD 078-2.
“TRANEING IN." John Coltrane
with Red Garland Trio. Prestige
0JCCD 189-2. “PARIS CON-
CERT.” Pablo 2308-217-2. The
first two display the pre-revolu-

tionary Coltrane, playing orthodox

changes on regular tunes (he even
tried “Soft Lights and Sweet Mu-
sic"), with Garland’s piano, Paul
Chambers’ bass and Art Taylor on
drums. Though never experimen-
tal, it offers eloquent evidence of an
already influential talent. 3% stars
each. The Pablo concert (1962)
shows the catalytic Coltrane in full
flower, with McCoy Tyner, Jimmy
Garrison and Elvin Jones. It's typi-
cal of that time in that the opening
tune, “Mr. P.C.,” runs 26 minutes.
Tighter versions may be available,
but there are 4 stars’ worth of
historic value here.

o

“VIOLINS NO END," Stephane
Grappelli/Stuff Smith. Pablo

. 23210-907-2. “COMPACT JAZZ."

Stephane Grappelli. MPS831-
370-2. Stuff Smith, a half-forgotten
giant of jazz violin (he died in
Munich in 1967), plays part of the
first disc with Oscar Peterson's
Quartet (Herb Ellis, Ray Brown, Jo
Jones), the rest in a rare summit
meeting with Peterson and Grap-

.-
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pelli, in Paris, Smith could outsw-

ing any man alive, but the con-

in styles is

trasted study
fascinating. 5 stars.

The “Compact” set runs to 15
tunes (58%% minutes), taped in the
1970s in Germany with various
groups, one of which includes
George Shearing, another Larry
Coryell, 4 stars.

O

“THE 1940s—THE SINGERS.”
Various artists. Columbia CK
40652. “THE 1950s—THE SING-
ERS.” CK 40799. The 16 items in
the first group entail such fringe
benefits as Teddy Wilson accompa-
nying Mildred Bailey and Billie
Holiday; Ben Webster with Slim &
Slam; a Cab Calloway band number
with the 22-year-old Dizzy Gilles-
pie, and various soloists who pre-
empt what is theoretically a Nat
Cole/June Christy duet. Maxine
Sullivan, Joe Turner, Jack Teagar-
den, Jimmy Rushing and Eddie

(Cleanhead) Vinson illustrate LhL

i — —

T —

diversity and nuances of the jazz
vocal art. 5 stars.

The '50s set is flawed by expend-
able cuts with Babs Gonzales,
Johnny Mathis, Dolores Hawkins
(a minor white singer trying to
black-bag it with a blues) and a

Red Saunders band number the |
" release of which is no favor to

Saunders’ 1951 vocalist, Joe Wil-
liams, Best cuts: Lambert, Hen-
dricks & Ross, Lee Wiley, Betty
Roche with Ellington. 3 stars. O
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JOHN HAMMOND—MUSIC
WAS HIS FIRST MASTER

By LEONARD FEATHER

here are in all the arts

non-performers who, in

the final analysis, are at
least as important historically as
the artists they discovered and
the events they precipitated.
John Hammond, who died July
10 in his New York apartment,
was just such a catalyst.

Hammond was one of nature’s
rebels, A member of a wealthy,
socially prominent family (Van-
derbilts and Sloanes on his moth-
er’s side, racial prejudice on both
sides), he was motivated from an
early age by twin drives: racial
justice for blacks and the propa-
gation of jazz.

In the early 1330s, these goals
were all but impossible in Ameri-
ca. John went to Alabama in 1933
to cover, for the Nation, the
sensational Scottsboro trial of
ning black youths accused of
raping two white women. Not
long after, he became involved
with the National Assn. for the
Advancement of Colored People.

At that time, the record busi-_

ness had hit a Depression rock
bottorr. Many of Hammond's
early experiences involved ses-
sions he produced specially for
release in England; by the same
token, there were so few outlets
for jazz criticism in the United
States that Hammond wrote
mainly for British publications,

It was in London that we met: I
was a teen-age fan just about to
become a part of the music scene.
John impressed me with his
sincerity, and with an enthusi-
asm that never abated.

His prescience was uncanny.
How could the ear that detected
potential in Count Basie, Billie
Holiday, Teddy Wilson and Are-
tha Franklin also hear the voice
of the future in Bob Dylan and
Bruce Springsteen?

Of course, anyone as opinion-
ated as John was bound to make
enemies. Because of his racial
attitudes, he was called a Com-
munist, though he believed
staunchly in integration while
the American Communist Party

John Hammond in 1975:
The propagation of jazz was
one of his passions in life.

at that time wanted a separate
49th state for blacks to be gerry-
mandered out of Deep South
territory. Still, when all else
failed he would work with the
party: When he could not find a
sponsor for a black music-histo-
ry program he wanted to present
al Carnegie Hall, he accepted the
underwriting of the Marxist pub-
lication New Masses. The result
was “From Spirituals to Swing,”
one of the most memorable con-
certs of this century.

Some white musicians resent-

JON RANDOLPH

ed his championship of equality.
John once told me, with a touch
of pride, that the white cornetist
Red Nichols had dismissed him
as a “nigger lover.” Yet it was
Hammond who played a central
role in putting together the Ben-
ny Goodman Orchestra, which at
first was all-white, and he re-
corded Mildred Bailey, Bunny
Berigan and many other white
artists.

The Goodman venture
changed the course of history.
Without John's help, Goodman
might have given up and re-
turned to the studio life, leaving
the Swing Era stillborn.

John was a compulsive listener
and a compulsive reader. On the
day of my first arrival from
England as a visitor to these
shores, he was at. the dock to
meet me, with a stack of maga-
zines and newspapers under his
arms, and within hours had taken
me to the Apollo Theatre, where
we met a failing Bessie Smith
(whose final record session he
had produced) and went on to
the Savoy Ballroom.

Over the years, after many
such evenings together, the evi-
dence mounted not only of his
love for the music, but of his

generosity. There _Were innu-
merable unreported instances of
his helping out musicians who
were down on their luck.

His interest in social, political,
racial and musical matters never
left him, even though the past
few years had dealt him a series
of literally crippling blows. He
suffered several heart attacks or
strokes. Last year, came the
deaths of Esme Sarnoff Ham-
mond, his wife since 1949: Benny
Goodman, who had been his
brother-in-law since 1942, fol-
lowed soon by Teddy Wilson.

a

A visit with John three weeks
ago found him haggard, confined
to a wheelchair, his once-robust
voice reduced almost to a whis-
per; yet the conversation re-
vealed that he was still involved,
helping his associate Mikie Har-
ris to produce an album with a
new group, the Mark Kirkostis
Quintet.

Harris was there, holding his
hand, along with Hammond's
stepdaughter, Rosita Sarnoff, on
that last day. “He was playing
Billie Holiday's record of ‘All of
Me'" said Sarnoff. “He went
comfortably and gracefully—the
record stopped at the exact mo-
ment he died." O
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DAVID SANBORN: A MAN IN COMMAND OF HIS SAX

F o
By LEONARD FEATHER

. avid Sanborn practices safe
@ sax. Revolutions are not his
style. Men like Charlie
Parker and John Coltrane were
dangerous; they made music that
lled for a vital creative drive, and
an audience sensitive to their
Vﬂﬂ'ﬂﬂry concepts.
born knows how to bring out
other reactions in his listeners, as
made clear by the teeming
masses he drew to the Greek
Tl_')eatre on Wednesday. How about
those screaming high notes? Let’s
hear it for that volcanic, volumi-
nous backup band. If Sanborn’s
usic was wild, his fans were

claims that he is not a jazz
jian may be based on a fear
e will be compared to some of

the artists he says he respects:
Wayne Shorter, Phil Woods, Mi-
chael Brecker. Here is a man who
improvises furiously, uses blues
riffs, idolizes Cannonball Adder-
ley—yet he says he is nolL a
jazzman. Sure, and the Pope isnot a
Catholic.

What kind of jazzman he is, of
course, is another matter. His oceca-
sionally saccharine sound is at odds
with his bravura technical displays,
which go straight to the gut rather
than to the heart. Still, on such
numbers as “Blue Beach,” which
he wrote with Marcus Miller, he
demonstrated the command of the
horn that has firmed up his popu-
larity.

His only attempt to play a stand-
ard tune was a version of
Bless the Child” so over-melodra-

“God

matized as to become laughable,
though Billie Holiday would not
have thought it funny,

Sanborn is to his genre of music
what Jackie Collins is to literature.
Both sell in the millions; both have
the common touch. Still, despite his
tendency to overblow, there are
times when his skill and mastery of
the style is impressive; one can
well understand why he has be-
come a major influence among alto
players.

Don Alias on percussion and
Sonny Emery on drums, excellent
musicians both, had long individual
workouts late in the evening, but
the show stealing sideman was
Hiram Bullock, the guitarist,

At one point Bullock sat on the
3tage, picked a few bars of “Blue-
sette,” jumped up, whirled around,

indulged in wild distortions that =~

sounded like an impression of a
train wreck, and wound up with
“Don’t Get Around Much Any
More."” Toward the end ¢f the show
he leaped off the stage, ran all the
‘way up to the top of the house with
his guitar, dashed back, jumped
back on stage and turned a somer-
sault.

Opening for Sanborn were the
Nylons, a vocal quartet from To-
ronto who worked mainly a cappel-
la, though sometimes what sounded
like a taped percussion background
was heard. They have a fine blend,
a powerful bass singer, and enter-
taining personalities. It was a little
Oddn thoushn to watch t-he_m’ im-
maculate in their gleaming white
suits, singing a song about working
on the chain gang.

o
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PLAYBOY JAZZ
FESTIVAL

Leonard Feather

After nine years on the job, the
organizers and operators of the Playboy
Jazz  Festival (principally George
Wein, Darlene Chan and the
Playboy promotional staff) have shown
that they know how to do it. That, of
. course, tells us nothing about the state
- of the jazz art. True, the Hollywood
. Bowl was sold out well over a week in
advance for a total of just under 36,000
admissions. One wonders whether a
more straightahead jazz policy might
have done any effective harm to the
take. Without Jeff Lorber on the
Saturday, without Kenny G on the
Sunday, perhaps the festival would have
been sold out only two days in advance,
which would not have cost Playboy a
penny.

Of the ten main attractions presented
between 2:30 and 11 p.m. the first day,
five were artistically satisfying, two
were of moderate interest, three were
- not. Not surprisingly, two in the last
category were the most riotously
received. The crowd went berserk when
Jeff Lorber's saxophonist, Dave Koz,
took his horn up into the bleachers
(amply amplified, of course). Lorber's
two soul singers, Karyn White and
Michael Jeffries, hollered their way
through Back in Love, you looked at
your ticket to check whether you had
accidentally arrived at the Motown Funk
Festival.

Between  3:30pm and 6.30pm
uninterruptedly splendid jazz was heard:
the Count Basie Band, Joe
Williams, Stan Getz and Sarah
Vaughan did, as flawlessly as ever
what they have done unceasingly for so
many years.

Despite poorsound balance, the Basie
band, led by Frank Foster, got its
point across, mostly with old charts
such as Ernie Wilkins' Good Time
Blues (Lynn Seaton bowing his bass
and singing a la Slam Stewart) and
one or two new items such as House on
. Fire, a brisk showcase for Donny
House, the young alto saxophonist.
The band also supplied backing for the
Vaughan and Williams vocals. Jerry
Eastman the new guitarist, is doing an
efficient job of filling the chair left
empty by Freddie Green.

Stan Getz now has a foursome that
may be his best ever. In Kenny
Barron he has a vital, driving pianist
who is also a gifted composer (his
Voyage was a highlight). Rufus
Reid's bass came across bold and
brilliant, and Victor Lewis on drums
offered a solid undercurrent. Getz's sound
is as calmly appealing as ever; his linear
concepts are unceasing wonders of
melodic creation. He paid tribute to
Victors Feldman's memory in the
Feldman compositions Seven Steps to
Heaven and Falling In Love. Getz will
never drive the audience to aisle-dancing
hysterics; his appeal is aimed at the
mind rather than the feet.

g

"The Leaders” at the Playboy Jazz
Festival:Kirk Lightsey, Cecil McBee,
Lester Bowie, Chico Freeman, Arthur
Blythe. Not seen - drummer Don Moye.

A sextet billed as The Leaders
steered an intelligent midway course
between hard bop and the avant garde.
The trumpeter Lester Bowie cut a
fluent path through his own Zero,
Chico Freeman on tenor showed how
to make the same note produce six
different sounds. Arthur Blythe's alto
sax displayed power and passion, but
lapsed into a saccharine sound on
Ellington's Sentimental Mood. Kirk
Lightsey's energetic piano shared the
thythm credits with Cecil McBee's
supple bass and Don Moye's drums.

The rolling tones of Charlie
Watts, whose 32 piece band from
England playing bloated arrangement of
swing era standards, gave a satisfactory
account of itself, with the trumpeter
Jimmy Deuchar, the vibes of Bill

Le Sage and Jim Lawless, and a
few other good soloists; but there are
many ways in which a dozen saxes,
seven trumpets, five trombones and the
rest could have been put to more
original use. The best way of all might
have been simply to break up this
musical hippopotamus into two 16
piece bands and let each perform on
a separate night.

Because many in the crowd had been
on hand for six or seven hours, there
was a notable falling off as hundreds,
perhaps thousands, drifted away in the
course of the Watts performance.

As the fans continued to file in for
Sunday's concert the Mundell Lowe
Quartet took over in a mature
mainstream mood, with fine work by
the leader on guitar, George Gaffney
on piano, Andy Simpkins on bass
and Paul Humphrey on drums.

Branford Marsalis led his potent
quartet through works by McCoy
Tyner, Sonny  Rollins, John
Coltrane (an impassioned Giant Steps)
and his own pianist Kenny Kirkland,
in the best contemporary jazz hour of
the whole Sunday marathon.

It was a pleasure to hear George
Benson accompanied simply by the
organist Lonnie Smith and a
drummer, Art Gore. In this setting,
the guitarist recaptured the splendor of
his early days with a blues and as I Got
Rhythm variation. But Smith and Gore
then disappeared, replaced by Earl

Klugh and several others, as Benson-

went into his pop vocal bag.

Lionel Hampton, who has never
been intimidated by having to follow
anyone, quelled post-Benson uproar by
delivering, with his skilled big band, a
surprisingly effective arrangement of
Mack the Knife, a merengue, and several
pieced from the standard Hampton bag
of tricks,; Emcee Bill Cosby,
America's most popular television star,
sat in on drums for the first tune.

Hampton played for an hour and a
half, but unlike Saturday's crowd, which
had walked out in large numbers on

Charlie Watts, the audience remained, - °

jumping and shouting until the band had
left and Hampton, unfazed, stood out
there alone, looking as though he would
gladly have stayed on stage forever.

The Playboy festivals have an
immensely difficult job on their hands,
trying to please everybody and at the
same time attempting to fill this
enormous venue. Despite all our critical
complaints over the years, it must be
admitted that their efforts have been
consistently valuable for the jazz
community of Southem California.
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PETE BARBUTTI: SERVING UP BARBS WITH A BEAT

By LEONARD FEATHER

| Waming. Pete Barbutti may be
hazardous to your health.
. Excessive laughter may induce
. shortness of breath, and we all
know where that can lead.
However, Thursday evening at
LeBouvier's Beverly Hills Saloon
Barbutti managed to keep an audi-
ence in a state of virtually continu-
ous risibility for well over an hour,
with no reported ill effects.
Barbutti is the freshest and hip-

product of a long line of
mmwho.inatmditionm—

proceed to wander off into a maze
of verbal irrelevances. In Barbutti's
case, he eventually did get to the

‘song. It was Neal Hefti's “Cute,”

played as a cigar solo, with rhyth-
mic puffs replacing the drum
breaks.

For the most part, Barbutti con-
fined his barbs to comparisons of

cities (“Beverly Hills is just Encino

with indoor plumbing.”) and con-
voluted jokes leading to outrageous
puns. One was about a cheap hit
man whose triple murder outside a
market led the owner to advertise:
“Artie Chokes Three for a Dollar."”
(Well, you had to be there; after

When a woman in the audience
kiddingly objected to his jokes
about Rudy Vallee as a tightwad,
protesting that she was married to
him (it turned out she was serious),
Barbutti began improvising a song,
“I Was Mar:\ied to Rudy Vallee.”
Next, a trumpet so

decrepit that it med to contain

more cellophane tape than tubi
he delivered an
on “I Left My Heart in San Fran-
cisco.”

At the piano, he played a pseu-

do-Liberace “Autumn Leaves,’”
suddenly switched to gospel, began
singing a riotous blues and wound
up playing surprisingly genuing
jazz piano on his own composition,
waltz called “Trust Me.”

The millions who have seen his
frequent visits to “The Tonight
Show™ may be familiar with some
of the Barbutti material, such as
“Indiana” played on the piano with
his nose, but by the end of the show
his noge may not have been as sore

‘as the audiences hands.

Barbutti exemplifies a certain
brand of zany humor that is en=
demic to musicians, though its
appeal is universal. The laughter

‘will continue resounding through

tonight.

e
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mortalized by Victor Borge and 31| delivery is half the battle.)
Henny Y announce the'  Along with the materi-
tune they are about to play but. g4 spontaneity plays a large part.

[EMORABILIA

By LEONARD FEATHER

EWARK, N.J.—Would you
care to see Miles Davis’
first trumpet? Bobby
Hackett's cornet? Eddie Condon’s
guitar? Do you want to see what
Down Beat had to say about Charlie

JAZZ CRUISE™

Parker in 19477 Or find an early
photograph of Mary Lou Williams?
Would you like to inspect the
arrangements used by Muggsy
Spanier’s big band?

These are just a few of the almost
limitless options open to anyone
who plans a visit to the Institute of
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Jazz Studies, the world's foremost
reference-library-cum-museum
for students, musicians and inquisi-
tive laymen.

The institute owes its existence

was a professor of medieval litera-
ture at Hunter College but, unlike
most professors of medieval litera-
ture, had a profound knowledge of
jazz and began collecting books,
records and odd memorabilia at his

The Coltrane Iﬂlcl'-” VAI
95. Black-and-white footage
John Coltrane playing tenor
sk
small groups
ﬂﬁpowninﬂtewlymmm
are two versions of his own “Im-
preuiona." as well as his devastat-
mull. on “My Favorite

" in which Eric

home in Greenwich Village. This
became an official organization in
1952, with a group of eritics, collec-
tors and devotees helping to organ-
ize the files.

In 1966, a year before Stearns’
death, the institute arranged for
Rutgers University to become its
permanent home. Today, its rapidly
swelling reference materials can be
found in Bradley Hall, a building
near Rutgers’ Newark campus.

A recent visit to the institute
found Dan Morgenstern, its direc-
tor since 1976, busy compiling new
facts and figures. Edward Berger,
co-author of the two-volume work
'Benn:y Carter: A Life in American

Music” (Scarecrow Press, 1982), is
ius assistant; a librarian, Vincent
Pelote, and a secretary complete
the staff, “But we have several

Lawdemswhommeinnowandthen

to the late Marshall Stearns, who

to help out,” said Morgenstern, a
respected eritic who came to prom-
inence as editor of Down Beat in
the 1960s,

“Right now, our record collec-

tion runs to about 75,000, he

“added, “but that’s not counting

thousands more that have to be
sorted and indexed. As you see, we
have a 78 rpm record player; a
cleaner that takes the grit out of
records and really cleans up the
sound, and a player piano complete |
with old piano rolls by people iike
Fats Waller.

“Our files are becoming more
extensive daily. We have thou-
sands of magazines, domestic and
foreign; some were in such precari-
ous condition that we had them
transferred to microfilm. Then:

there are our photo files, and the
jazz books—well over 3,000 at last

., count."

The 1JS, which has always been
a nonprofit foundation, has relied
on grants from the National En-
dowment for the Arts and the
National Endowment for the Hu-
manities to keep going. One of its
most ambitious ventures has been
an oral history of jazz. Interviews,
all at least five hours long, have
been conducted with 120 musi-
cians, many of them pioneers who
have since passed cn: Count Basie,
Charles Mingus, Jo Jones and Ted-
dy Wilson were among the sub-
jects. “We've had any number of
authors and doctoral candidates, as
well as film and_ﬁ nroducers, at
the institiité to examine transeripis
of these interviews,” said Morgen-
stern,

According to Berger, the insti-
tute attracts a constant flow of
inquiries, many by telephone, as
well as in-person visitors who have

heard about the 1JS and traveled
many miles to dig up material for a
bhp"nyoreducaﬁmmpmct.
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"BARBARA MORRISON SINGS AT DONTE'S'

' By LEONARD FEATHER

.-

ny vocalist working withcut

preparation—which wak

dpparently the case with
Barbara Morrison at the Interna-
tional Assn. of Jazz Appreciation’s
monthly session Sunday at
Donte's—operates under a handi-
cap, However, Morrison brought
with her a few sheels of musi
which enabled her to do more tha
simply go through the usual tire
ritual of overworked standar
tunes.

Her opening song, for example
was a relatively little known bu
lyrically sophisticated ~31 musi
cally attractive piece called “Wha
Do You See in Her,” for whict
pianist Art Hillery and his mer
provided a light bossa-nova beat.

Let us, in fact, praise Morrison
for\ what she does not do. She
doesn't belt, she avoids cliches, she
has na truck with pseudo-soul or
any currently fashionable trend.
She 18 quite simply a jazz-oriented
singer who applies a pleasing
sound, visual charm and a conta-
gious enthusiasm to such songs as
“l Was Deoing All Right” (one of
George Gershwin's last composi-
tions).

Toward the end of the set, in
response to a request, she sang the
blues. Clearly she has the roots and

<the feeling, bul her choice of verses
was a mishmash of lines from half a
dozen sources that made no sense
in terms of continuity. This number
left room for a spirited alto saxo-
phone solo by Curtis Peagler, who
also played in an opening instru-
mental set with Hillery, bassist
Stan Gilbert and drummer Johnny
Kirkwood.

The event was a fund-raiser for
the jazz appreciation group’s wor-
thy objective of presenting jazz

.ings through Apri], 1988, according

‘ ent

JAZZ

Despite filing for bankruptcy, the
Count Basie Orchestra is in no
danger of disbanding and has book-

to Aaron Woodward, the band's
manager. Questions about the
band’s future have been circulating
gince Woodward—who is Basie's
adopted son—last month filed a
petition for reorganization under
Chapter 11, It was disclosed that
the orchestra was in debt to the
Internal Revenue Service to the
tune of $330,000. But Woodward
said the IRS is the band's “only
creditor,” and said the band has
European and Latin American tour

dates set for this fall and winter.

NEWTON GROWS

James Newton, the composer
and flutist who led a quartet
through Sunday at Catalina's in
Hollywood, has come a long way
since he was first reviewed here six
years ago. In those days he was still
playing “Autumn Leaves” and
“Bags’ Groove.” Today he has his
sights set on more complex objec-

scribed as a blues, though it took no
time at all to whirl away into many
outward-bound variations. Rather
than stay on the blues highway it
veered onto the shoulders, ulti-
mately achieving liftoff in a 21st-
Century flight of fancy.

The next three compositions
were arranged almost as a
round—a Newton piece dedicated
to Charles Mingus, a Mingus piece
dedicated to Duke Ellington and an
Ellington piece dedicated to no-
body. In the first of these, pianist
Kei Akagi embarked on a long,

unaccompanied solo that began
with lush, impressionistic chords,

then edged into a swashbuckiing

atonal brand of free jazz before the

bassist and drummer joined in to
coax him back into a loping 4-4. It
was an extraordinary performance,
leaving no doubt that Akagi is a

name 1o watch for.

For a while, Newton seemed
more laid-back than usual; perhaps
because of a recalcitrant sound
system, his tone lacked its usual
strength and confidence. But on
“Black and Tan Fantasy,” the

L arrangement achieved a delightful

mixture of ancient and modern
Ellington wrote it in 1927), with
. ; trioiet

_agl_biaying old-umey

and Newton throwing in growls,
leading to the traditional Chopin
quote at the end.

More intense was the brooding
“Virgin Jungle,” a much later El-
lington work, with Newton meet-
ing the challenge of this more
demanding piece and Akagi again
mineing no notes.

Scott Colley revealed in his two
io}:o% that hl.:;s one of the best and

ghtest of the younger bass play -
ers. Sun Ship Pheus, a reliable
section drummer, had a long and
dramatic solo workout on "Virgin
Jungle.” Man for man; this is the

e
4

1’ , LL]
“giontueous lnnov_ntlons.
Bobby McFerrin, HBO/Cannon.
$29.95 McFerrin was in fine form
al the Aquarius in Hollywood in

' Pebruary, 1986. Using his voice

variously as a scat vehicle, a bass
line, and on a hilarious operatic
duet in which he sings the baritone
and sopranc parts, he runs the
vocal gamut almost unaided; how-
ever, Lthe audience joing in here an_d
there, and Wayn r adds his
soprano sax for "W, Because
of the tight camera work and good
sound, McFerrin comes across even

" P A

Theyris

beller as a video attraction {h;u_a in
on ‘of on records. Information:
?em%?wwm Al o — IJ.F.I

b - o

“Jazz on n Summer's _pa,v._"
San uﬁ;ﬂﬁ. This s Bert Stern’s
exXGg }y photographed memento
of thi sounds, crowds, streets,

children, waters, birds and boals

America’s Cup race) at
(bldt?ingtgej%s jaza festival. All
this and Jimmy Giuffre, '!‘helo;}:ous
Monk, Sonny butt, Anita O'Day,
George Shearing, Dinah Washing-
ton, Gerry Mulligan, Big Maybelle,, 1
Chico Hamilton, Eric Dolphy, Louis~ |
Armstrong duetting with Jack
Teagarden, and, climaxing the
power and glory of these 77 magi-
cal minutes, Mahalia Jackson sing-
ing the Lord’s Prayer. This classic
slice of American history is utterly
indispen: tnformation: (800)
847-416

N2

INARD FEATHER

appreciation classes in elementary
and high schools, several of which
have been lined up for the fall.

|

tives.

e e

9}/“‘! €7

The first set Friday began
Newton's “Oblong.” which he de-

with

most versatile and intriguing
Newton has yet fielded.

group

L —L.F.
- e Al
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DUDLEY MOORE: PLAYING FOR PLEASURE

By LEONARD FEATHER

T he occasional appearances of
Dudley Moore as a musician
offer a needed reminder of

several mildly significant points, all
of which surfaced during his two-
night stint (Saturday and Sunday)
at the Loa in Santa Monica.

First, it becomes immediately
evident that music is no casual
plaything for him, any more than it
was when he earned a full-time

; living in the bands of John Dank-
( worth and others in England.

| Moore’s confident style and as-
| sured technique reflect an uninter-
. rupted dedication to what has long
. since become a secondary profes-

sion.

Second, it is manifest that he
plays for pleasure. When any Lop-
echelon movie star works with a
jazz trio in a relatively small night-
club, obviously he is motivated less
by the sound of rustling dollar bills
than by the reaction of an enthusi-

— Gershwin
.Lh—-—___m

astic audience.

The applause was thoroughly
earned as he wove his way through
a series of standard songs, inter-
rupted here and there by the
predictably witly announcements
and, once, by a comedy vocal,

As he has long made clear, Moore
has an ongoing passion for the
sound of the late Erroll Garner. His
long strings of octave chords, the
easygoing two-beal swing he
brings to his medium tempos, leave
no doubt that this was his special

source of inspiration. With Garner
gone more than 10 years, and with

fied, with a jaunty iwo-beat “Sum-
mertime,” an unconventionally se-
date “Lady Be Good” and Ray
Brown easing into “Porgy” with a
bowed bass solo. :
Responding readily to a crowd
reluctant to let him go, Moore
announced a Beethoven sonata but
proceeded to tear into a hilarious
sendup of the “River Kwai March,”

complete with a dozen false end-
ings. In response to cries of “Moore!
Moore!” he removed tongue from
cheek to offer, as a second encore,
“Please Don't Talk About Me
When I'm Gone."

Frank Severino’s dependable
drumming completed the trio,
which, in a show of effort unusual
for such a brief gig, obviously had
taken the trouble to rehearse.

Incidentally, Moore has a pretty
powerful following: Frank Sinatra
dropped by to catch the second
;;h:w le:lmday after this reviewer

L very few pianists off more
than occasional tribut::ngloore’s-
affection for him is not only wel- :

come but logical, since humor wasa
central element in the Garner per-
sonality.

Moore is, however, by no means
limited Lo secondhand artistry. His
“Ruby” reflected a genuine affec-
tion for the ballad mood, which he
established first with simple sin-

gle-note lines, never straying far
from. the melodi Ay Seboge
in medley was well diversi-

T - e CERAR
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HAMILTON RETURNS WITH
QUARTET OF YOUNG FACES

By LEONARD FEATHER

that the drummer and compos-

A er Chico Hamilton launched his?
first jazz group, an innovalive unit
featuring cello and flute. .
* Absent from the Southland since
1978, he returned Friday, fronting
a quartet of young musicians at
Catalina’s. Because of his reputa-
tion as a seeker of fresh talents,
possibly more was expected of him
than transpired.
. The only side man of more than
passing interest was Cary De

igres, the guitarist. Though he
g]ilows in the wake of such Hamil-
{on guitarists as Jim Hall, Gabor
Szabo and Larry Coryell, De Ni
essentially is a product of the Lee
Ritenour-Larry Carlton school,
owing less to tradition than to

nt trends. His suspenseful

osing cadenza on “Angel Eyes”
compensated for what preceded it,
4 comedy slow motion routine in
which Hamilton lifted his drum-
sticks and waited ‘forever before
hitting anything.

I t was in his native Los Angeles

odd mixture of showmanship, ad-
mirable Jo Jones swing and intru-
sive overstatement. His solo with
mallets in "an original waltz dis-
played the finesse for which he has
long been respected, but too often
he was hobbled by silly devices.
During one tune the quartet played
a single note, staccato, then waited
a few seconds and hit one again;
this went on beyond the point of
endurance.

Erie Person, on soprano and alto
sax, fell short on intonation, tone
quality and creativity. Given Ham-
ilton’s track record—his prior reed
men included Buddy Collette, Paul
Horn, Eric Dolphy and Charles
Lloyd, among others—this was a
major disappointment.

Reggie Washington's cavernous
electric bass acted out its role
effectively on one of the more
rock-oriented originals.

Hamilton needs a personal group
sound and an original artistic direc-
tion such as he had in earlier years,
with exceptiona! musicians to ex-
press these concepts. Aside from
De Nigres, none of these assets
could be observed in this over-

gimmicky group.

SHamilton's, performance was an

- e ————— R
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GREAT AMERICAN CONCERT AT BOWL

By LEONARD FEATHER

aron Copland co-billed with
ACalioway? Morton Gould on

the same program as “Min-
nie the Moocher"? Erich Kunzel
conducting for Cab? What's going
on here?

What went on during the star-
tling series of non sequiturs Satur-
day at the Hollywood Bow] was the
fifth annual Great American Con-
cert, as odd a mixture of quasi-clas-
sical, pablum pop and pseudo-jazz
as ever came down the musical
pike. “Went up the pike” might be
a better way (o put it, since the
evening ended with a spectacular
display of fireworks (accompanied
by three Sousa marches) that en-
abled its creator, the master pyro-
technician Gene Evans, to steal the
honors from everyone,

In these days when we read so
much about ends that allegedly
justify means, the point was handi-
ly demonstrated: Whatever its ar-
tistic shortfall, the event drew a
capacity crowd of 17,763.

The patriotic theme, expressed in

several of the works performed,
shared credit with the “Hi-De-Ho"
veteran for its success; however,
not much happened until Sportin’
Life himself hit the stage after
intermission, dazzling from his
white hair down to the white tails
and white shoes, _

Although he will be 80 years old
on Christmas day, neither age nor
nostalgia could alone have been
responsible for the ovation Calio-
way drew. It could have been the
grace of his dancing—well, perhaps
it's not quite dancing, but his
movements were obviously irre-
sistible. Of course, there is the
unique sound of his voice—well,
maybe the long high notes fell a bit
short of the mark, but who else can’
scat with such titillating, semi-He-
braic charm? And who could balk
at a “Porgy and Pess” medley, or
“St. James’ ary" ar “St
Weather”? At this point in his
career, resistance to Calloway is all
bul un-American, and this was a
very American evening. ]
It began blandly with Kunzel
mdmhns the Philharmonic in
TWhg Johiay Caprhens, o0
Wi onnny es M :
Home" and Copland’s variations on
aAmmshmr : tunse tnu}m the ballet
“Appalachian Spring” paired wit’
l;ilo:‘%. Henry,"” billed as a “Railroaa

ad.”

Boyde Hood, a cornetist from the
orchestra’s brass section, offered a
correct but lifeless reading of Of-
fenbach's ‘“‘American Eagle
Waltz,” composed in 1876 and
recently rediscovered. The selec-
tion from Richard Rodgers' scores
for the film and 'rvsiwmm
the orchestra with a much more
attractive vehicle to which they
devoted appropriate effort,

The program then went downhill
fast with the triple trivia of a march
medley. There is nothing more
piquant (or is it poignant?) than a
symphony orchestra trying to play
jazz, as was made clear when the
medley ended with “South Ram-
part Street Parade.” (You were
expecting maybe John Coltrane’s
“Giant Steps”?)

For those who came prepared
a}mpgerio have a good time—
Wwhether for a picnic or “Porgy and
Bess” or the pyrotechnics—it was,

‘was intended.

L} |l

for the most part (and sweeping
aside musical pit-picking), a fun
evening. Let's face it, that’s all that

o

ol
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BILL BERRY FARES WELL AT WADSWORTH

By LEONARD FEATHER

he music of cornetist Bill
@ Berry and his L.A. Big Band
B was the fare at the monthly
free concert, partly sponsored by
KKGO (which aired the second
half of the program) at the Wad-
sworth Theater on Sunday.
Though it§ members live other
lives and rarely come together as a
group, this remains one of the most
compelling and vital of all the
many Southland jazz ensembles. It

was worth sitting in the sticky, .

nen-air-conditioned Wadsworth
just to hear Marshal Royal bring his
quasi-Johnny Hodges alto sax
beauty to “Blood Count,” his blus-
tering beat to “Big Fat Alice's
Blues.”

Rich as the orchestra is in indi-
viduals—Frank Szabo playing

powerful lead trumpet, Buster

Cooper and Vince Prudente on
trombpnes, and all five saxophon-
ists—the essence of this band since
its formation in 1971 has been its
superbly authentic Ellington ori-
entation. Because of this, there is a
slight identity problem, but one
that eould easily be remedied.
JOf the 20 tunes played, 13 were
%ﬁumglon or Billy Strayhorn.
ree¢ of the other seven were
comedy vocals by Jack Sheldon
(who also sang Ellington's “

Nothing Till You Hear From Me”). /
One wonders why Berry doesn't go.‘,f'i y

the whole hog and make this the

definitive West Coast repository of

the Ellington lode.

1
i

_There would be no sacrifice of ,-E

variety, Although many of the
arrangements are Ellington’s own,

some are by Bob Ojeda, Nat Pierce

nd others, while “Things Ain't:

What they Used to Be" is a loose
and happy head arrangement.

_As for the non-Ellington pieces,
régardless of their quality, some-
how they seemed interruptive. To
jump from “Warm Valley” to
“America the Beautiful” or frony,N¥
Got It Bad” to “Cherckee” is not
the most logical of moves.

- Berry would be the first to grant
that the music of his alma mater
belongs to the ages. Let's hope that
next time around he makes it
official. It just may be the best idea
for this best of all local bands.

"
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JAZZREVIEW

¢«

JOHNSON IN RIP-ROARING
FORM IN FOUR-MAN SHOW

By LEONARD FEATHER

- J. Johnson, active mainly as a
Jstudio composer in recent years,

made a rare playing appearance
Saturday at the Loa, where the
capacity house accorded him the
very warm welcome he deserved.

As a young trombonist in the
bebop era, Johnson manayed to
adapt this technically demanding
horn to the values that had been
established by Dizzy Gillespie and
Charlie Parker, Since then he has
won more polls that the Southland
has had earthquakes, and during
this rip-roaring show it seemed as
though he was about to start one of
hisowri.

During the opening *“Autumn
Leaves” and the Parker standard
“Confirmation,” Johnson left no
doubt that his always formidable
chops are unimpaired. Bop trom-
hone can reach a savage degree of
intensity, as he made clear by
ripping notes out in powerful, per-
fectly constructed lines.

Announcing that he plans to
move back to his native Indianapo-
lis, Johnson played an original

composition named for a question

he has had to answer too often of
late: “Why Indianapolis? Why
Not?" This began “with a long,
simmering solo introduction until

the rhythm section exploded be-

hind him.

T'his was by no means a one-man

show. Seldom have four such ma-
ture artists expressed themselves
so eloquently. Gene Harris, best
known as a deeply rooted blues
pianist, underwent a startling
change of personality on the John-
son piece as he eased into an almost
Tyner-like modal méde.

Ray Brown, whom Johnson
called the Loa's head honcho and
who leads the club’s regular
rhythm section, played a 10-min-
ute unaccompanied solo on “‘Manha
de Carnaval” that most classical
bass players would have had diffi-
culty reading, let alone improvis-

Mickey Roker was the soul of

- delicacy and rhythmic subtlety as

he concentrated on the brushes in
his “Soft Winds" solo. ;

After three numbers by his co-
horts, Johnson returned to the |
bandstand in an improbable loan :
from the Dixielanders ic show that™
even “The Saints,” when you come |
right down to it, is just a set of |
chords like any other song and true |

-grist for a bebopper’s mill.

The meeting of these four minds
was a flawless exercise in a brand
of music that defies time: acoustic,
mainstream, bop—call it what you
will—it enables the participants to
display both the freedom and the
spontaneous creativity that has
always characterized small group
jazz at its best..
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Vienr ' adapted by the late X
i um, Gulda and F_ta.ﬁbuamm u....-.
‘mMnmd’ ~— Jacquet

tenor sax solo, deserves
—special mention, as do an old ER.

e

T“AT HOME” Janis Siegel. Al-
lantic 81748. Siegel reveals

.mbriemdlclwmtlﬂe.

__“The Cruel Master of My Dreams."}

- Theater-typé song called “Just for, -—in the

..a Thrill” by Lil Armstrong, C.t:’l?
Porter’s “At Last Love” :
- Jobim's sung in Portu-

~ ed by either Gene Bertoncini

- Toall these virtues add McCorkle’
- warmth, spirit and versatility. Eu-

" “POUR FOR ALL.” Sphere.

| new unit brings his old Ornett

_ stars.

~on saxes and Alan Broadbent,
- whose piano commands much of

guese and Fnglish. Splendid back-
ing by a rhythm section, augment-

guitar or Frank Wess on tenor

reka! A 5-star album.
o

Verve CD 831674-2. This adven-
turous acoustic gquartet hu‘
branched out from a Thelonious

Monk repertoire {only one of

songs is heard here) to a |
largely drawn from the pens of its
members: two tunes each by pianist
Kenny Barron and bassist Buster
Williams, one by saxophonist
Charlie Rouse. Barron’s “Baiana”’
typifies the group’s collective mind
set and broad range of moods—
gentle, contemplative, quirky,
jaunty. Williams' “Air Dance” and
Ellington’s ‘““Melancholia” l.rel
heard on the CD version only. 4}

O
“QUARTET WEST.” Charli]

Haden. Verve 831 673. The bassist's

Coleman teammate, drumz.er Billy
Higgins, together with Watts

the attention; he swings unpreten-
tiously and knows the value of|

tends to overexert himself. He

t'meeol.ohasst:m.lhatch:nemtquiurl
mmmmmby

[Coleman, Pat Metheny, Haden

UnrﬁeParkerhetpmundmn
eanmetxhbieeouu:mncl

| Hammg

enscwam uura.

o

“THE PRESIDENT PLAYS."
Lester Young/Oscar Peterson Trio.
Verve 831 670. Exemplifying Lhe
advantages of CD over LP, the,
compact-disc version (61%% min-.
utes) includes four cuts not on the

_._more like a rehearsal at

the solos by Young, Peterson, E -
ney Kessel and the backing by Ray
Brown and drummer J.C. Heard are

* virtually a definition of small grou

swing. 4 stars.

D I

_ bard. Blue Note 85139, In thi

Janus-faced album, Side 1is a

er “Let's get Freddie to do s
thing commercial” venture. He ha
been that route (and abandoned it !
meral times before, but on t}

on, with George Benson &

Stanley Tm-remlne as guestt,
comes off inoffensively. Side |
with the trumpeter leading
stralght-aheadqtﬂntetintwod
own works, achieves a spl —--'-
levelofﬂuhbardheatinthe
tune; after the placebo of Side 1, it
potent medicine. 334 stars.

. u -

“MARIAN McPARTLAND
PLAYS THE MUSIC OF BILLY, .
STRAYHORN.” Concord 326
Overshadowed by Duke Ellingtor
Strayhorn’s genius has been inade: .
‘quately recognized. In this quartet
tribute (Jerry Dodgion, alto p
Steve La Spina, bass; Joey Baron
drumis), McPartland brings out the
exquisite melodic grace of “After
All,” “Lush Life,” “Isfahan”
others. Though she submerges he
personality to Strayhorn’s, the re-
sult is a triumph for all involved. A
neat pace-¥hanger is the tongue-
in-chops version of “Taks the A
Train,” for which Dodgion wrote
bop variant; in fact, the tune itself
is heard only during the final
chorus. 434 stars.

O

“NOW YOU KENOW.” Makoto
Ozone. Columbia 40676. Using a
group that varies froricut to :‘Jt

1
A1

~afid from twoto five pieces, Ozone

is more at ease in a relaxed love
song such as “You Are in Love”i
than on the other tunes (all Ozone
originals), in which the rather thin
sounds of Steve Kujala's flute or
John™ #bercrombie's guitar are
added. Kujala, however, comes to
life eloguently in the duo number,
“Passage.” It is curious how far
Ozone has moved from his earlier

album, actually five in effect, since o Oscar Peterson direction; nowa-
there are two takes of “It Takes days he’s closer to Bill Evans, 3|

Two To Tango,” an oddity in that
luterYMngaings.chhowedno
more respect for lyrics, or for any

stars.
O
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CATALINA BAR & GRILL—AN ISLAND FOR JAZZ BUFFS

By LEONARD FEATHER

ot many jazi club owners

are glamorous. Few, in fact,

are women. As for Romani-
an women who share a name witha
local offshore island, the count is
down to one, That's Catalina,
* Yes, there is a Catalina—a tall,
slender woman whose customers
often express surprise that her club
ls not on an island, and that the
name belongs to a real person.

“T was born in Bucharest,” she
said the other day, relaxing after a
busy session on the phone dealing
with food and drink supplies for her
club, Catalina’s Bar & Grill, 1640 N.
Cahuenga Blvd., Hollywood.

“My maiden name was Catalina
Catalui. I always liked musie, but it
wasn'’t easy to find jazz in Romania,
although 1 did go to a Louis
Armstrong concert there. We had
Dizzy Gillespie too, and Woody
Herman, but 1 didn’t really learn
about the whole scene until 1 came
over here.”

Emigrating was not easy. The
man who i8 now Catalina’'s hus-
band, Bob Popescu, defected in
1969, acquired his U.S. citizenship,
then returned to Bucharest in 1975
to marry her. This enabled her to
leave the couniry the following
vear as the wife of in American,

“We had our own business here
in Los Angeles, a catering lunch
truck. Later I worked for five years
ar so at Bullock's Wilshire; [ was
involved with food service and fine
wines. Then we saw this restaurant
on Cahuenga Boulevard, which
looked so pretty, even though the
location wasn't too great.”

Using their experience with ca-
tering, Catalina and her husband
opened Lhe room as a restaurant in
August of last year. Then several
friends—among them Dennis
Smith, the former KKGO disc jock-
ay—pointed out that they were
anly a few doors up the street from
Shelly’s Manne Hole, the most
popular jazz club of the 1960s,

“We started thinking about do-

/ A-ﬁm

(Catalina Popescu: “It wasn't easy to find jazz in Romania. . . ”

ing something extra, using music
[The Russian- American Jazz Con-
nection will perform at the club
tonight; the Pete Christleib Quar-
tet, Thursday; and the Lew Ta-
backin Trio, Friday-Sunday]. It
began modestly with just a piano
bar, but then we decided to go into
a regular band type of presentation,

“Buddy Collette was our first
attraction, on Oct. 23, 1986, He's
still a good friend. Slowly we found
out about all the problems m
booking talent: How to find musi-
cians’ phone numbers, whether to
deal with them or their agents, and

how to get people who haven't

played in Los Angeles for a long
time.”

Catalina soon found a workable
policy, alternating between local
talent, for whom a door charge as
low as $3 might be assessed, and
major out-of-town names, whose
price mandated a door tab up to
$20,

*Our capacity is only 150 to 176
including the bar, but when we
charged $20 for Dizzy Giliespie It
was a profitable weekend. Benny
Carter and Horace Silver were
very successful. Our biggest week
was with Ahmad Jamal, from every
point of view—~he has an audience

e

_—— -

that is very hupgry for his music
also he's not anly a great musician
but a great human being. He'll be
coming back in the winter.”

A hurdle Catalina is trying to
face is the reluctance of customers
to accept the fact that this is a
restaurant. "People think of a jazs
room as some place they come to
after having dinner elsewhere. It
makes no sense, because they can
come here and enjoy the entire
evening and probably pay a lot less
money, Our name is still Catalina's
Bar & Grill.”

An open Becrel in the success of
the room has been her friendly
relationship with the musiclans
“We like to invite them to drop by
tf they're in town on a visit to see
‘what the plice s like. We've
reached the pont where a lot of

consider it &
:nddmpbrhmwm
I’r:;nd- without even knowing
who's

“Bud Shank liked it so well that
he told me this i= the only room he
will work in Los Angeles Of |
course, it was contly to do what was
needed to make mumclans feel this
way: an expensive new plano, a
new sound system, a lorger stage.
But it all seems 1o be working out.
Some months we lose or break
even, other times we make a prafit.
I'm very happy to be this far ahead
after less than a year.” =

Did she know, back in Bucharest, |
about the existence of an island | ||

her nama?

“I'd never heard of it in my life
But when I arrived, Bob was
already settled in Los Angeles, and
the first thing he did after I got
here was hire a boat and take me
for a trip—out to Catalina ™
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ELLINGTONIA GAINING STATURE, ST ATUE

cally for his Olympic Gateway
commissian in 1984), will be placed
at 110th Street and Fifth Avenue.
The statue will show Ellington, on
& platform atop three columns, in a
typical pose, standing at the key-
board, his right hand raised o
conduct, his left hand playing.
Ellington will thus become the
first jazz artist ever to be commem-
orated in this manner in the city
where he leaped to fame almost 60
years ago. "lrullmdalogml

came into being.
“I've been an Ellington fan al-

of France. "I met him when [ was
11, at his manager's office, when |
was the boy-prodigy pianist. He
played me the score for his new
Cotton Club show, and I was
thrilled beyond belief.

“Years later, | moved to Califor-
nia and lived with Harold Brown,
the brother of Duke's trombonist
Lawrence Brown, so I became a
part of the Ellington family. I knew
Strayhorn well, and 1 was crazy
about Ivie Anderson, Duke’s sing-
er, and mingled with the whole
band.

“It occurred to me some years
ago that right here on the Riviera
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By LEONARD FEATHER

n the worlds of standard popu-

lar music and vocal jazz, both of

which Jane Harvey inhabits,
repertoire can be half the battle. In
fact, as she made inescapably clear
Tuesday in the first night of her
two-night stand at the Vine St. Bar
& Grill, it can carry the night.

To jaded listeners tired of the
same endless litany of standards,
Harvey’s song cycle was a joy in
itself. Even when familiar tunes
were used, they were attached in
some ingenious manner to one or

two others. Typically, Cy Cole-
man’s “It’s a Nice Face” led to the
Gershwins’ “They Can’t Take That
Away From Me,” which in turn
segued to “That Face” by Lew
Spence. “Some Other Time” by
Leonard Bernstein crossed over
into Harold Arlen’s “This Time the
Dream’s on Me,” and Arlen’s “Buds
Won’t Bud” served as a verse for
“But Not for Me.”

The most valuable factor in Har-,
vey’s selection of material, howev-
er, was the extent to which she
leaned on Stephen Sondheim. Ma-
terial from “Follies” and other
shows, obscure tunes from a show

——mEEEmmee—hat died in Philadelphia, all came

under her sensitive scrutiny. These
works, drawn from her forthcom-
ing album, offered a dazzling re-
minder of the degree to which
Sondheim’s contribution has domi-
nated the classic-pop scene in the
last 20 years. :

Harvey makes up with a latent
intensity what she sometimes may
lack ' in overt strength, though
there were moments when her:
light-textured, little-girl quality
was transformed to reveal surpris-
ing power. Emotionally, particular-
ly in the medley of “In Buddy's
Eyes” by Sondheim and “My Bud-
dy” (Walter Donaldson, 1922), her
gentle passion worked wonders
with a receptive audience.




By LEONARD FEATHER

It is not casy 1o wnite objecti-
vely abowt Johm Hammond,
who died July 10 in his New
York apariment. He had been
my frend longer than anyone
clse—since about 1923, when 1
was a teenaged fan just about 1o
embark on a career in music,
and John was already active on
several fromie  producing re-
cords specially for release 1In
England, wniting for British pub-
lications such as Gramophone
and Melody Maker, and fighting
mcasm  and  anli-Semitism
through word and deed

His accomplishments were so

significant  that w0 entire
phases of jazz history pught
never have evolved without his
sctivism, Had he not helped
Beony Goodman organize an
orchesira, Benny mught  well
have given up and retumed o
the hie of a studio musician,
and the swing phenomenon
mught have died before it was

pom. Had he not spent years
iacking down Meade Lux Le-
wis, who had made an obscure
record  called “Honky Tonk
I'rain Blues,” the boogie-woogic
paano trend, which became a
national novelty in the late
19308 and produced some un-
forgettable recordings by Lewis,
Pete Johnson, Albert Ammons
and others, might also have
gone unnoticed.

If John Hammond had 1o be
summed up in two wonds, they
fwould be cothusiasm and ded-
ication. He studied 21 Hotchkiss
for four years and ‘al Yale for
two, went to Jullited and be-
came an accomplished violist
But by then he had discovered
segregation and jazz. At 21 he
persuaded Columbia Records to
let him produce, without fee, a
Fleicher Henderson band ses-
sion, {(Much of what he did in
the carly days paid nothing
When he ran a bnef senes of

10 shows on WEVD he paid
famous musicians—Art Tatum,
Benny Carter, Chu Berry, Char-
lie Barnet—$10 out of his own
pocket for each broadcast. The
series was dropped abruptly
when John and the black musi-
clans Who had been ordered to
use the freight elevator picketed
the station.)

To defy segregation in any
form in those days was 10 be
branded as a radical. John was
called & communist, despite hus
differences wath the separanst
party line: he was called a “nig-
ger lover™ He went south 10
repornt on the polonous trial of
the mine black Scotisboro boys
for the Nation and the New
Republic

When | armived in New York
on my firt visit from England,
John was at the dock to meet
-4 mel within hours he had wisked

Pric o 10 the Apollo (where 1
tl:lﬂ;‘ failing Bessie Smith) and

s band with Roy FI
nd Chu Berry.

s~ carcers as aivil nghts
worker and record producer
{zlo 1th & certain amount of
newspliDer and magazine wni-
ing theough the lgie 19508) nev.
&, oflicted  and  ofien
He seemed 10 take

Remembering

P

special  pleasure in bringing
black and while musicians to-
gether, and undoubtedly encour-
aged u perhaps reluctant Benny
Goodman when Teddy Wilson
{and later Lionel Hampton)
broke the color bar in jazz.

He had strong reservations
about Duke Ellington, whom he
felt was becoming too sophisti-
cated in ks music. This led 10 a
series. of bitter exchanges be-
tween John"agd me in print; my
defense of Duke led to a five
year gap during which Johu and
I did not speak. In 1949 my wife
and John's wife Esme brought
the four of us together, the dif-

John's ecar was uncanny. |
still marvel that the ears that
detected potential in Basie, Hol-
ghay, Teddy Wilson, Charlie

fluenced jazz piano of Friedrich
Guida, and he became an ad-
mirer of Dizzy Gillespie.

John was the kind of person
who mvariably knew the right
people for the nght situation at
the night tme. When a shoe
salesman from New Jersey, Bar-
ney Josephson, wanted 1o start a
new, imerracial night club, John
became the unpaid talent con-
sultant who brought Billie Holi-
s‘a). Teddy Wilson, Frankie
Newton and the boogie-woogie
pianists in o Cafe Society. Jo-
scphson’s club on  Sheridan
Square was the first in which
black and white New Yorkers
could mingle unselfconsciously
both as performers and custom-
ers

When, over dinner one might
in 1954, we discussed the lack of
an American reference book on
jazz, John told me about & pub-
hsher he Knew. A couple of days
ater 1 was with him a1 the

John Hammond

Photo by Lewis K. McMiillan, Jr.

publisher’s office, and plans
were soon drawn up for what
became the Encyclopedia of
Jazz,

He had two sons, John Ham-
mond the folk singer and Jason
Hammond, by his first wife, and
acquired a stepdaughter, Rosita
Sarnoff, when he married Esme
in 1949, Esme was a dedicated
jazz fan; they shared many
uplifting hours together listening
to music. When Esme died last
year we learned. posthumously,
that she had received a tainted
blood transfusion a few vears
carlier and bhad contracted
AIDS. The loss of Esme, and,
not long afler, of Benny Good-
man (who had marriec¢ John's
sister Alice in 1942) and Teddy
Wilson, came at a ime when he
could not easily sustain such
blows. He had already suffered
several heart attacks or strokes.
Yet he kept working even
though in the past few months
he had been confined to a
wheelchair and had 10 do all his
business by telephone-  or
through his faithful associate,
Mikie Harris.

He worked long and hard,
mainly for Columbia records,
though there were interludes
spent with other companies—
Keynote, Majestic, Mercury and
Vanguard. After he reached the
mandatory retirement age at 65
he remained with Columbia on
an‘independent producer basis.

He was still working until the
end. When my wife and 1
dropped in 1o see him in late
June he wld us about a New
Age group, the Mark Kirkostis
Quintet, which Mikie would
produce for him.

John had always looked in-
credibly young: he never lost the
crew cut, the cheerful look, the
boisterous  voice—except  on
that visit, when he talked hesi-
tantly, almost in a whisper, and
looked wan. But he remained
menially as alert as ever,

On the final day, just a cou-
ple of weeks afier a visit |
sensed would be the last he was
with Mikie and Raosita. “He was
playing Billie Holiday‘s*l.rccord
of "All of Me,” ™ Rosita tid me
lter. “He went very comisr-
ably. The record stopped @ the
E23Ct moment John died.” ]




Detour

By LEONARD FEATHER

For the past three summers Montreal
has been a part of my Eastern festival
schedule, (Its first three days overlap
with the final weekend in New York.)
True, many of the JVC Jazz Festival
New York events are unique and valu-
able, but for a blend of music and
ambiance, the French-Canadian city is,
to borrow one of their adjectives, nonpa-
reil.

Of the New York concerts that were
not repeated in Montreal, the American
Jazz Orchestra’s evening at Cooper
Union was of particular interest. This
retrospective of the previous four con-
ceris found the AJO switching personali-
ties from Fletcher Henderson to
Ellington to Lunceford to Basie, and
from Thornhill 1o Benny Goodman to
Benny Carter. The transitions moved
smoothly; most soloists duplicated the
spirit rather than the letier of the origi-
nals.

Frank Wess, in addition to plaving
lead alto, had 10 be Benny Carter on one
une and Willie Smith on another. Cootie
Williams was variously represented by
Virgil Jones and Marvin Stamm. The
rhythm section did better on the Basie
and Ellington pieces than on the Lunce-
fords. Some of this music is timeless,
some.has dated.

How much it has dated was made
doubly vivid by a visit to the Blue Note,
the next night, to catch the Toshiko
Akiyoshi ensemble illustrating everything
that has happened to orchestral jazz in
the past 50 vears: broadened textures
(flutes, piccolos etc.), use of such meters
as 5/4, suspensions and changes of tem-
po, extended charts, varying keys and
themes within the body of a work. Lew

Tabackin was phenomenal both on flute

and tenor. This is the ultimate in con-
temporary big band jazz.

John Lewis, who had conducted the
AJO (unnecessarily, it seemed, since all
the music was in an unchanging 4/4),
had his own evening, at Carnegie Hall,
the first half with a 19 member string
ensemble, the New York Chamber Sym-
phony. Some of the works announced as
new were in fact elaborations of old
tunes such as “The Golden Striker” and
“Django.” The writing was skilfull but
the results proved that the MJQ func-
tions better with four men than with 23.
In fact, the second half of the concer,
with the quartet hitting a splendid groove
on “Rockin’ in Rhythm,” proved the
point handily.

George Shearing’s Town Hall concert
found him in unaccustomed company;
first, a Dixieland group (he even changed
a Jobim standard to “Dixiefinado™),
which was good fun; then in tandem with
Hank Jones for a superb series of piano
duets, and finally in a slightly weak
bebop groove for which Dizzy Gillespie
seemed out of sorts, though Jimmy
Heath’s tenor and Shearing’s own work
compensated.

Photos by Mitchell Seidel

That Dizzy's lapse was only temporary
became clear in his own Carnegie eve-
ning. Fronting a big band, he proved that
such Birks work as “Emanon,” “Night in
Tunisia™ and “Manteca” have stood the
time test amazingly well. Diz, in much
better form, closed with a wild workout
for the entire trumpet section: Wynton
Marsalis (sitting in for just this tune),
Glenn Drewes, Virgil Jones, and Earl
Gardner, plus Jon Faddis, whose bril-
liant, buoyant blasting totally stole the
show from everyone. Marsalis had of-
fered an earlier and slightly emotionless
set of Gillespie tunes, coming to life only
when he played a warmly affecting Mar-
salis original, “The Source.”

The miserable sound sysiem at Carne-
gie Hall came close to ruining this and
other concerts. Ironically, next door at
Weill Hall (formerly known as Carnegie
Recital Hall), the piano solo concerts,
notably those by Dick Hyman and Mari-
an McPartland, came off splendidly with
no amplification.

Hank Jones

pianist Oliver Jones, you passed up Dave
Brubeck with the Montreal Symphony.
Highlights: Terence Blanchard/Donald
Harrison, eloguent but prolix (does every
tune have to last 20 minutes?), Horace
Silver with a new, vital group, plus Andy
Bey's vocals on early pieces of Silver;
Oliver Jones leading a stunning quartet
with Fraser McPherson on tenor, Oliver
Gannon on guitar and Michel Donato on
bass (this group should tour the U.S.),
Bobby McFerrin drawing a riotously
strong reaction but moving fast down the

Lew Tabackin, left, solos as John Lewis, right, conducts the
American Jazz Orchestra in performance at the 1987 JVC Jaxzz
Festival—New York.

On to Montreal:

blocked off to traffic; tens of thousands
of fans milling around, listening to free
concerts on sidewalk stages, or visiting
one of several theatres given over for 10
days to jazz by world-class names. That
is the counterpart to what happens in
Montreal. Moreover, whereas some of
the so-called New York concerts in-
volved running uptown, downtown,
crosstown, even oul to arts centers an
hour’s commute away, Montreal’s 150
concerts (round the clock from noon to |
a.m.) are bunched into two areas, none
more than a few blocks apart.

George Wein himself, appearing at the
Theatre St. Denis with his Newport All
Stars (Norris Turney, Buddy Tate, et al
Cohn), generously told the audience:
“This is one of the truly great festivals in
the world today.” Alain Simard, who
produces it, musi have been delighi~d;
Wein has no connection with Montreal
and was simply visiting as a pianist/lead-
er.
The Montreal action involved even
more frustrating overlaps than New
York. If you wanted 10 catch Helen
Merrill you had to miss Joe Williams; in
order 1o hear the extraordinary Canadian
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slippery slope to show-biz with his elong-

‘ated audience participation gimmicks: |

inumerable Canadian combos, many at
the outdoor concerts (1 particularly liked
the Bud Powell piano of Andre White),
and too many others to enumerate (the
rough count was 1000 musicians).

Sole disappointment: Phineas New-
born Jr.. After 20 vears, it was a shock to
hear him, a bare shadow of his old self]
seemingly half-aware of what was hap-
pening, moving at a dirge-like pace
through a few standards, with all the
grace of a man climbing upstairs in the
dark. The audience began walking out
after the second tune and Newborn cut
the concert short after 38 minutes. Sad,
very sad indeed. His emotional illness
has clearly taken its toll, though 1 was
told he still has evenings of brilliance.

Finally, Ranee Lee, a Mor.treal resi-
dent (but New York born), in a presenta-
tion called “Lady Day at Emerson's Bar
& Gnill™, at the Club Soda, was impres-
sive both as singer (conveying the soul
without Irying to copy the sound) and as
dramatic monologist, in an overlong but
often moving narration.

All this and, as they say, much, much
more, from Dexter Gordon (the night
before 1 arrived) to Ella Fitzgerald (the

night after I had to leave, very reluctant-
ly, for Los Angeles).
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NEW CHANT

ERIC BOBO:
A BEAT FOR
HIS FATHER

By LEONARD FEATHER

ric Bobo turned 20 on Thurs-

day. The official celebration

will take place Sunday at 6
p.m. when his six-man group takes
lo the stand at Birdland West in
Long Beach, where he will be
working the next several week-
ends,

Bobo's life has been busy, turbu-
lent and challenging since, only
weeks after his 16th birthday, he
inherited leadership of the band led
by his {father, the late William
Coriea, a.k.a. Willie Bobo, long a
giant of Latin jazz.

“I promised myself that _I'd keep
on playing my dad’s music for a
year,” young Bobo says, “Butat the
end of that year [ was still in high
school, struggling with grades,
dealing with the pressures of get-
ting older men in the band to accept
me as leader. So 1 glavi.- it up. I
reorganized the group last summer,
usinga:‘wo men from the old band
and three younger cats,

*1 had on-the-job training from
the age of 5, when my dad would
bring me on stage now and l.ht_zr_: at
the Roxy, the Chandler Pavilion,
Donte’s. By my early teens I was
working with him quite often;
meanwhile I learned by listening to
him—not only playing but talking.
He'd play me all these fantastic
records from his collection until

late at night, and tell me about his
experiences. We had a great rap-
port, and I'm so glad 1 was able to
hear all those stories from him
epassed.”

bﬁ\%ﬁfht g:bo. who could not read

or write music, instilled in his son

the importance of learning. Eric

began studying at age 8; soon, he

could play traps and all percussion,

studied classical guitar and piano

for a while, and boned up on theory
« history.

an‘l‘hurma)r; Green, the trombonist

Please see ERIC BOBO, Page 6
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ARTISTRY IN

By LEONARD FEATHER

he number of today’s chan-
I teuses stll practicing the art
of singing pure, straight-
from-the-roots jazz has dwindled
down to & precious few. Among
them, the woman most likely to be
overlooked is Ernestine Anderson.
She is not often mentioned in the
same breath with Ella Fitzgerald
* and Carmen McRae, though she
belongs in their elite company, Her
career has been a roller-coaster
ride: up in the '50s, touring with
Lionel Hampton's band and making
her first hit record, ironically, onan
album recorded with a Swedish
band. Then down in the '60s, with
scarcer jobs, a couple of mark-time
years in Britain, foliowed by disil-
lusionment, near suicidal depres-
sion and a series of day Jjobs. The
fickle public had all but forgotten
the winner of the 1959 Down Beat
crita ;
ien shegiscovered chanting,
. “It was in 1969, she said, during
L), @ recent engagement at Catalina's
B in Hollywood, “that I was intro-
= duced to the Nichiren Buddhist
— religion and to its chant, Nam

PATRICK DOWNS / Lis Angeles T “AMoho Renge Kyo. Before long,
‘everything began to turn around
L farmer

Jazz pereussionist Eric Bobo with an album by his deceased f

T

who had long been Willie Bobo's
musical director, was supportive of
the heir to the Latin beat. but Eric
soon found “it was too early. 1 was
Loo inexperienced and scared stiff.”

By the time he reorganized, Bobo
had entered Cal State L.A. His
experience there, playing both in
the jazz band and the symphony
orchestra, equipped him better for
the responsibilities of leadership,
He now writes many of the band's
arrangements,

“We still play a medley of my
dad's hits—things like ‘Spanish
Grease,” 'Evil Ways' and ‘Fried
Neck Bones." The one number we
won't do is ‘Dindi,” which of course
was his great vocal hit. That one is
sacred, and we're not going to
destroy his memory by Lrying to
re-create it

Eric Bobo (who stll retains the
legal name Coriea) tries as his
father did to avoid the salsa stereo-
type. “We like w play things such
as Miles Davig’ ‘Milestones,” John
Coltrane's ‘Impressions.* adding
that Latin flavor to get just the
right blend,” he says,

"Right now, I'm more at ease
than I've ever been. I'm really
happy about the direction the band
is taking, and I kind of think my
father would be, too.”

=SSEntially, she was just chant-

g TOr's chance—an opportunity to

~be heard Gradually, things turned

" around—a cali from Benny Carter
for scine recordings, a few dates at

"some of the better clubs and, in
1978, a recording contract with
Concord Jazz records. Her Concord
albums, released overseas, have led
o extensive tours in Europe and
Japan.

"I must have spent thousands of
hours chanting Nam Myoho Renge
Kyo,” she says, “and it worked for
me just as it has for Herbie Han-
cock and s0 many others, The
chant means, roughly, devotion to
the mystie Jaws of the universe, |
have a good life now, good relation-
ships, and things have just been
gelling better all the time.”

A twin, who at one time was
married 10 a twin—trumpeter Art
Farmer—Anderson was born in
Houston and moved with her fami-

= —'—ﬂ--_"'"—--‘-— =~
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REVIVES OLI
ANDERSON

1y, at 16, 10 Seattle, where she
lives with her 89-year-old Mot
and 91-vear-old father.

What sort of musical edugs
was available to a young
growing up in Texas? Anden

was fortunate. She had a ok

background in religious m ic;
grandmothers both sang in 3 By
Ust choir, her father sang bass "
gospe! quarter ahd Ernestine. 3
self sang in a church group. §
listened to Dizzy Gillespte
Charlie Parker on the radio, bl
along with the be-bop indoct
tion, she was imbued with & faeln :
for the blues—"“My parents low
B. B. King and Dinah Was ingw

Along with these influencs

were the hig bands the

passed through Houston—Bage
Lunceford, Eckstine—preparing
her for the jazz, pop and bl
demands encountered when gl
worked with Lionel Hamptes
Johnny Otis and, most recently, e
Capp-Pierce Juggernaut band
with whom she recorded live at the
Alleycat Bistro in Los Angeles fora
fortheoming album,

Part of the joy of working stems
from a travel schedule that weuld
wear out a less resilient soul
“Would you believe this? A couple
of months ago I went to
three times—to Holland, then back
home ¢ Seattle; to0 Finland, then
home again, and 1o Germany, then
back to Seattle a third time—all in
a single month.

“I'sworthit! In Europe they stil
have live radio, and I was on the ar
with this wonderful 60-piece or-
chestra in Holland, with strings, a.
greai arranger, a fine conductor.
It's a fantastie experience, Qver
here, I never get to do it on radio or
TvV." !

Japan, where she has traveled
yearly, was the scene of another.
rare experience a few weeks ago.
“They had a jazz festival at a resort
town, Madaro, up in the mountains. i
with Dizzy Gillespie and an amag-
ing big band that he put together
for a tour. | got to sing in a finale
Wwith the pand and James Moody |
and Branford Marsalis. I sang with
Mal Waldron's trio, Ellis Marsalis' |
trio and one night with Dizzy and a ,
small group, {

“Tm going 1w Monterey next |
month for the festival, but most of |
the big festivals now are in Europe
or Japan. Next month I'm going
back to Japan wi‘LP the Concord

¥ Jazz Ali-Stars.

 rier, Anderson has turned one of

her recordings int a virtual Espe-
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1 DAVIS & GORDON

TWO JAZZ
THRONES ARE
ROCKING

By LEONARD FEATHER

(8 he thrones are rocking to
their fall—it is the twilight
of the kings!™

So said early 20th-Century poet
Annie Johnson Flint, anticipating
with amazing prescience what
happened Wednesday at Holly-
wood Bowl, when two respected
musicians were heard in circum-
glances that left this longtime ad-
mirer frustrated and aggrieved.

In the case of Miles Davis it was
less a matter of hig ability than of
the conditions in which he chooses
to present himself.

But the matter of Dexter Gordon
was something else again: Here
was a once formidable talent no
longer in command of the values
that established him as the fore-
most tenor saxophonist of the be-
bop era.

Gordon’s surroundings were in
no way responsible, On the con-
trary, the four men who worked
with him were stunningly effec-
tive. Cedar Walton at the piano,
Buster Williams on bass and Billy
Higgins on drums opened the pro-
gram with a trio number that
cooked from intro to coda. Then
Bobby Hutcherson—no more elo-
quent vibraphonist can be found on .

Please see JAZZ, Page 11 Sazophonist Dezter Gordon during his Bowl appearance.
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“What does contemporary mean? What does fusion mean? What
is jazz?’ asks Chick Corea, who plays in various musical idioms.

JAZZ

YOU MAY CATEGORIZE IT.
BUT COREA DISPUTES IT

By LEONARD FEATHER

hick Corea left his Los An-

geles home last week with

two contrasting projects on
his schedule: a strictly acoustic
two-pianc summit meeting in Zu-
rich with the classical and jazz
pianist Friedrich Guida, followed
by a tour of Brazil, Argentina and
Chile with the group known as his
Elektric Band.

It's all in the game for Corea,
who during a 25-year career has
touched every base: sideman with
Latin bands (Willie Bobo, Mongo
Santamaria), electric keyboard ex-
pert on several Miles Davis albums,
leader of his own abstract group
Circle, followed by the Return to
Forever band that moved from
Brazilian-flavored jazz to high-
decibel rock,

There have been countless other
ventures, in jazz and classical music
and various other idioms, but Corea
today as always is leery of being
categorized.

“The idea of playing with Guida
is fun,” he sald. “Actually, not long
ago, when Guida was doing con-
certs with Joe Zawinul, I ran into
him in Munich and he asked me to
join them. We played every kind of
duet—me and Gulda, Joe and Gul-
da, me and Joe—as well as some
trio things, and it was on nation-
wide German TV." (In 1984, Corea
and Gulda recorded Mozart's Con-
certo for Two Planos and Orches-
tra.)

The group had gone ahead and
was planning to meet him for the
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first leg of the 234 - week tour.

Corea’s sidemen in the Elektric
Band came to him with powerful
credentials. John Patituccl, who
plays every kind of electric and
acoustic bass, has achieved mare at
27 than most bassists can in a
lifetime. Dave Weckl, at one time
one of New York's hottest studio
drummers, brings just the right mix
of sonic richness and percussive
nuances.

“We began as a trio in April of
"85, but in 1986 we did a whole year
with a quartet, adding this brilliant
guitarist, Frank Gambale, whq"i28.
But I felt a certain lyrical and
melodic element was missing, and
we just added Eric Marienthal, a
very lyrical blower from Sacra-
mento. His saxophone makes me
feel comfortable both in the writing
and playing departments, I'm going
to be able to write for the next
record with a known quantity.”
(The quintet's first recording,
“Light Years,” 1s an GRP Records
GRD 9546 and is selling briskiy.)

This quintet marks one of the
most potentially successful ven-
tures in the eclectic wanderings of
Corea. of whom it has been said
that he doesn't just think big, he
thinks broad. Moreover, he does
not predicate his actions in terms of
any specific musical nomenclature.

“For a long time,” he pointed out,
“the word jazz itself carried a
negative connotation. The record
companies tended to equate it with
a limited marketing possibility.

L e
promoted like & good commercial
product along with the Pepsi-Colas
and Colgate toothpastes of the
world, so we avoided the word je=.
Today, though, this has changed.
the word has become more re-
spectable than it was when [ had
Return o Forever.”

In recent months, the jazz sales
charts in the trade magazine Bill-
board have been subdivided, with
separate Hstings for whal is called
"Contemporary Jazz" and “Jazz,"
the former devoted to fusion, elec-
trie, often pop-oriented music and
the latter (o standard acoustic
sounds, Corea finds this no less
confusing.

“What does contemporary
mean? According to the dictionary
it meéans happening now, So this
means that Twisted Sister's latest
record Is conlemporary music! And
what does fusion mean? 1 mean,
Wynton Marsalis’ music is fusion,
lsnt it? He's using old, traditional
orchestration but he fuses this
element with a new kind of piece,
or he may emplay a very classic
tone on a strictly 1980s work,
which is another sort of fusion.”

A few months ago, Corea played '

several concerts with vibraphonist
Gary Burton (who plays an ampli-
fied instrument, the vibraphone,
but is considered a part of the
acoustic, non-fusion jazz scene).
“One of our gigs,” Corea recalls,
“was in Glasgow, where the Mod-
em Jazz Quartet was on the bill,
“Man, what a classic bunch the

four of them are! Now there yougo |f

with two more wild terms. They
use modern but this is essentially
the same kind of music they estab-
lished in 1952, And they call it jozz
but it's mostly written music. They
played this beautiful suite of John
Lewis’, and even Percy Heath's

little bass figures and ostinatos |

were written out, so is that jazz?”

“My feeling is that we shouid ||
eliminate any word that has an ||

association with time, such as mod-
ern or contemporary. I remember,

years ago, contemporary used to |

mean ‘tending toward the avant-

mde‘;wwitmeamalmos{the

opposite, ‘leaning to pop”!

“Let’s face it, when we're deal-
ing with terminology we don't have
a real set of standard dictionary
definitions, It's all right to use a

term like electric joze for the group I |

have now, or geowstic jez= hecause
that has a clear significance, buf
beyond that paint I draw the line.”
Because of his use of varfous
keybourds and synthesizers, and
Patitucel’s similar adaptability on
various eleciric and acoustic bass-
es, the Corea guintel Is one of the
most chameleonic in its fisld. He
may call it dectric jaze, may even
spell It with a X (for kopyright
reasons’ ), but il doesn't stop there,
“I don't want to pursue this false
concept of two different worlds. In
fact, I'm planning to incorporate
the acoustic piano into my electric

“I'Aeil you something that
wakn't broadiy publicized, because

it'e nol our main focus, but wedida |

tour earlier .his year with a trio,
acousticall¥ —just myself, John and
Dave, playing some dztesin [taly.”

Why would he want to do that,

when the three of them were
known as the Elektric Band?
“Sometimes,” said Corea, "there
are very practical reasons for ac-
cepting offers that won't aecom-
modate an electric group. The
difference is simple—it's 10,000

pounds of gear and a crew of 15!" 0 '




sound better than I ever
dreamed possible!”

—Leonard Featber,
Jazz Critic, Los Angeles Times*

“Listening to music

has been my vocation and avoca-

tion for a lifetime. I've spent countless hours sitting

in front of bandstands while some of the world’s greatest musicians
mesmerized me with their artistry.

At home, I listen to and review new recordings, searching for tomor-
row’s major talent or simply enjoying the magic of great music.

Listening to recorded music, of course, falls short of the delights of
listening to a live performance. I was somewhat skeptical when told that
BBE could make a dramatic improvement to virtually all audio systems
and had to hear for myself.

[ was amazed at how much better the BBE 2002 made my music sys-
tem sound! There was a presence, a being there sense of excitement.
The rich textures of instrumental sounds, with subtle nuance and detail
coming through with clarity and authenticity.

BBE is clearly one of the most important advances in the electronic
reproduction of music to come along in my llfemne
Bravo, BBE! Encore!”

*Leonard Featber is a jazz critic for the Los Angeles Times, Wasbington Post News Service and autbor of “'The Jazz Years—Earwitness lo an Era.”

For a BBE dealer near you call us toli free at: 1-800-233-8346. (In California call 1-800-558-3963) or 1-714-897-6766.
or wrile us at:

B"L'._ Electronics,

5500 Bolsa Ave., Suite 245, Huntington Beach, California 92649

You can also hear BBE at these fine Dealers

Ametron—Hollywood, CA ® Hillcrest High Fidelity—Dallas, TX ® La Salle Electronics—Galesburg, IL
Audio Craft— Cleveland, OH ® Stereo Center—Flint, M1




§5i col COMPACT
D Ries
#"_é'..‘
Ei=d=cB=
Gratetul mm-mu;m

I'Hlnlwhmt.,( Fadeaway
Muddy River, etc. Arista BR2K

Turner: Break E Rule « Two Peo-
eic. Capiol DIGITAL 13333
Yes: The Big Generator » Love Wil Find A

. Riwthm Of Love, Big Generator, Almost
Like Love, etc. Atco 144601

The I..%omy Enrico Caruso « Vesli la
?.m gleste Aica, Clelo & mar, La donna
maobile. 17 more. RCA 134274

Decade Best Of Steely Dan « Rikiki Don't
Lose That Number, Reeling In The Years, Do
It Again, 11 more. MCA 154135

Strwlmk ‘I‘lu Rite Of Bprlng » Detroit
ar SoniCs.”

M Lomon SE ITAL 115469

: | Prefer The Moonlight
take Sne's Mine (w Honnie Mi-
MI.P} etc RCA DIGITAL 162743

Iﬂws:lt‘r?i Gnl!rl{:::::‘- Do Ya Think
m :qr onmnr s Magge May,

arnar Bros 133779
TMMOImm-mmmmm
original soundtrack! Do-Re-Mi, My Favorite
Things, more. RCA 100046

Starship: No Protection « It's Not Over (Til
It's Ower), Nothing's Gonna Siop Lis Now, stc
Grunt 163827

Perry Como: T » Maiing Love To You,
The a\nna chmlw Wings, The Best Of
Times, You're Neared, etc 14787

The Duke Ellington Orchestra:
Digital Duke 163356

Dire Straits: Brothers In Arms « Money For
Nothing, atc. Warner Bros, DIGITAL 114734

Pops In Space « John Willams & The Boston
Pops. Music from Close Encounters, Super-
man, Star Wars, others
Philips DIGITAL 105392
La B ack» Los Lo-
bos: Donna, La Bamba: more from Brian

Setzer, Bo Diddiey, others.
Warner/Slash 120062

Brahms, Symphony No. 1 = Vienna Phil-
DG DIGITAL 125224

Elvis Presley: The Sun CD» That's A Fight,
Good Rockin ka&m&mﬁc%.
Mystery Train. stc. RCA 272289

Kitaro: The Light Of The Spirit » Sun-
dance, Mysterious Encounter, ‘ﬁm Fieid. in
The Beginning. eic. Gelten DIGITAL 164228

Andrew LI Webber, Variations: more
Jutian Lioyd , cello, London F‘haha-r-
monic/Manzel. Philips DIGITAL 115473

Lionel Richie: Can’t Slow Downs Al N
Penny Lover, Running With The e
I.‘ol.mn n0767
Tomita's Greatest Hits « Also sprach Zara-
thusira, Bolero, Pachelbel Canon, Clair de
lune, 10 more. RCA 253955

Jiml Hendrix: Kiss The Sky « Purple Haze,
All The Watchtower, Voodoo Child, Are
You Exparienced, etc. Reprise

Parton/RonstadtMarris: Trio « To Know Him
Is To Love Him, Those Memones Of You, elc.
Warner Bros, 114804

Phil Collins: No Jacket Required = Sus-
sudio, Onae More Night, Don't Losa My Num-
ber, Take Home, Inside Oul, elc
Atlantic

Py <

161349

207Th

The ultimate in sound. The

Whitney Houston: Whitney
152854
Fleetwood Mac: ‘hngn In The Night «
Love, Seven Wonders, e ’?lo Ao
Mystified, elc Wamwafm s'a“oﬁ
Kenny G: Duotones » Songbird, What Does
It Take (To Win Your Love), #ic,
Arista 144343

» Vienna
Phil. Prwﬂ'r Pnilips DIGITAL 115418
Bon Jovi: Slippery When Wel « You Give
Love A Bad Name. otc. Mercury 143465
Tehaikovsky, 1812 Overture; Aomeo &
Juliet; Nutcracker Sulte » Chicago Sym-
phony Orchestra’
London DIGITAL

Plays George Gershwin « Title song,
ne
& Bess Suite, more, RCA DIGITAL

thr. Stlllm H.lsh & Vbu : Greatest
Hits (So Far) = Suite m Teach

Bach, Brmg Concertos Nos. 1-3
The English Concert/Pinnock. Archiv
DIGITAL 15541
Madonna: Who's That Girl (Soundtrack)
Tele mg Causing A Commaotion, Can't Siop.
others, Site Y 100761
« Tootsie, thmm
. Goonies, Three

133316

Dave Grusin:

Can Wait, On Goiden
D?ammm.m
GRP DIGITAL

The Police: Every Breath You Take—The
Singles « Don't Stand 50 Closa ToMe ('86),
fitle song, Message In A Bottle, etc.

AAM 173924

Jimmy Buttet: By Heart/
Greatest Hit(s) « Mupamavulie le.llon-

Pirate Al Forty, etc,
%A 142157

Dvotak, Symphony No. 9 (New wquu:
Chicago Symphony Orchestra Solti, “Su

fiv g?od "—Gmmaphone
Egrﬂsonﬁ TAL 115168
Eric on: Time Pleces 111ru Best
Lnymc.il'gm The Sheriff, Alter uwmgcrm
Knockin® On Heaven's Door, etc.
RSO 123385

Izhak Periman: Mozart, Violin Concertos
Nos. 3 & 5 « Vienna Philharmonic
Levine. ‘“‘Ravishing."—Gramo
DG DIGITAL 5 21
Whitesnake « Here | Go Again, Sull Of The
Night. Give Me All Your Love, Crying In The
Rain, Bad Boys, more, Geflen 163629
&Y hita: italian S
Fh.rteag.mm P?ann
Giuliani and others. R WGITAL 173824

Boston: Third Stage - Amanaa, We're
Ann, etc. MCA

Mozart, Symphonies Nos. 40 & 41
. Orchestra

Genesis: Invisible Touch« Land Of Con-
fusion, tithe song, sic. Atlantic 153740

Kirl te Kanawa: Blue Skies » Nelson
Riddie ts of title song.
Moon, more.
NS035
Juehl Heltetz: lmhwon & Brahms,
Violin C:

mmwwm_nan_m_ﬁﬂ

Steve Winwood: Back in The mgh Lite
Higher Love, more. Isiand 5327
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Warner Bros. 153814
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Led Zeppelin IV (Runes) « Staum:r To  More. Molown
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Heart: Bad Animals = Alone, Who Will You
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The Gilenn Milier Orchestra: In The Digital
Mood « in The Mood, Chattancoga Choo-
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START NOW WITH 3 COMPACT DISCS FOR 1¢!
Yes, pick any 3 compact discs for only a token 1¢ plus shipping & handiing.
You need buy just one more selection at regular Club prices (usually
$14.98-515.98)...and take up to one full year to do it. That's 4 great
compact discs for the price of 1 and there's nothing more to buy...ever!
HOW THE CLUB OPERATES

You select from hundreds of exciting Compact Discs described in the
Club’s magazme mailed to you 19 times a year. Each issue highlights a
Featured Selection in your preferred musical division plus alternate
selections. If you'd like the Featured Selection, do nothing. It will be sent
1o you automatically. If you prefer an alternate selection, or none at all,
just return the card enclosed with each issue of your magazine by the

CDB07 Compact Disc Club, 6550 E. 30th St_. Indianapolis, IN 46219-1194
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'f GREAT DATE FOR CALLENDER

By LEONARD FEATHER

eorge (Red) Callender
- 5peaks gently and carries a
big bass—when he {s not
hauling a tuba.
¢ Due 10 be honored today at the
ilos Angeles Jazz Society's fifth
annug! Jazz Tribute and Awards
Concert (the Hyatt Regency, 5
pan.), Callender has long been
Known as a musician for all oeca-
glons, yel performers with a strong
Jaz arsociation tend to lose their
other images.

Callender has worked with hun-
dreds of jazz giants (Armstrong,
Tatum, Ellington, Hampton, Ken-
lon, Shearing, Gillespie, Parker and
Goodman come 0 mind), Less
well-known is the fact that he has
also made polka albums with Law-
rence Welk, played on innumera-
ble sound tracks (from “New Orle-
ans” 1o “The Bingo Long Traveling
All-Stars and Motor Kings") and
Epent many years playing many
kinds of music on TV shows star-
ring Garol Burmett, Danny Kaye,
Jonathan Winters and Flip Wilson,

Among his many compositions
have been the pop song “Primrose
Lane,” a hit in 1958, and “Pastel.”
best known through Erroll Gar-
nér's recording. He has worked as
an A&R man, writing and arrang-
ing for blues ‘dates with Percy
Mayfield, Jesse Belvin and Linda
Hopkins; wrote an autobiography,
“Unfinished Dreai.," published last
year in England, and was one of the
first black musicians to break down
the segregation in the Hollywood
studios in the 1850s.

Callender owes his red hair

{graying now), his freckles and
light brown eyes to ancestors who
left Seotland in the 18th Century
and settled in the Caribbean.

After 50 years in the big time (he
made his first recording session at
19 with Louis Armstrong in 1937),
Callender has earned the right, and
. the resources, to choose his jobs

- tarefully, confining himself to
thoae he finds most stimulating.
 Last week, he was back in Los
Angeles after a doubly felicitous
-~ tour of Europe.
 “T've played with some great
‘artists in'my day,” he said, “but 1
. never had an experience like this.

an piano, Al Casey on guitar and
Alan Dawson on drums—was so
amazing

“Freddie was the youngest guy
at 49 and Al Casey the oldest at
T1—he played with Fals Waller in
the "30s. There was no conflict of
styles; we all jelled beautifully. In
the middle of each show I'd switch
to tuba, playing Ellington things.

“For 10 days, I shuttled back and
forth between this band and the
Jimmy & Jeannie Cheatham Blues
Band from San Diego. They had
Clora Bryant on trumpet and Jim-
my Noone Jr. on clarinet.”

Great experiences and great ova-
tions ahounded, along with pleas-
ant chance encounters. In Stock-
holm, an cold friend, expatriate
bassist Red Mitchell, showed up
and the two Reds played an im-
promptu recital with Mitchell on
panc

“We wound up doing two albums
in London with the Satchmo
group,” Callender sald. “Mike Hen-
neasey, the British writer who had
the idea for the tour, saw o it that
was provided with a fine bass. The
London visit was the highlight of
the whole tour.”

The Callenders live in a rambling
home in Saugus, 35 miles from Los
Angeles. The commuting. which
takes place almost daily, does not
bother Red; he isrelieved to havea
stable home. In 1971, he and his
wife, then a flight instructor, were
living in Sylmar. One morning they
awakened at 6 to find their house
coilapsing; they were al the epi-
center of the earthquake.

Cailender has survived problems
that were psychological rather
than physical. Living in Los Angel-
es from 1936, he soon found out
how racism could restrict his ca-
reer. All the best studio jobs went
to the members of the white Loeal
47 of the American Federation of
Musicians; musicians in the all-
black Local 767 were confined
fargely to nightclubs, where their
scale was far below that paid to
whites.

Eventually, with the help of a
few black and white activists, the
two locals were merged; mean-
while, Callender found a good
friend in the late composer-con-
ductor Jerry Fielding, who ignored
the color line in giving him a job on
the “Life of Riley” TV series
“From then on, everything blos-
somed for me,” Callender says.
{Fielding, though, ran into prob-
lems with right-wingers who
equated liberalism with commu-
nism: he received hate mail, was
summoned before the House Com-
mitiee on Un-American Activities,
took the Fifth Amendment and was

)

Tuba player /bassist George ( Red) Callendar will be honored at the
LA. Jozx Society's annual Jozz Tribute and Awards Concert.

blacklisted for several yeass. )

Warking in the studios in those
days had (s overtones of tension
“I'm pure there was a lot of resent.-
ment among white musicians who
thought we were taking ‘their’ s
But on the other hand, there were
people like Fielding who really
extended themselves”

Callender credits much of his
success in the studios to his ability
to double on tuba. “The first impor-
tant job | had, with Lous Arm-
strong. was affered to me because |
could double, At least one-third of
my studio career was due o Lhis
often I'd get calls for both instru-
ments, or for tubaonly.

“1 came up toward the end of the

brass-bass era. Some of the very |

eariv big banda Hke Ellington and
Fletcher Henderson used tuka in-
stead of string baze; Paul White-
man had both. Some of the other
bands, iike Isham Jones and Coon
Sanders, had tubas, and [ was
fascinated to hear them.

“In fact, 1 had a patural affinity
for the bass horn, and studied it ai
the Bordentown School band in
New jersey. During summer vaca-
tion | got my first gigs, riding up
and down the Jersey Shore In &
beat-up old bus as tuba player with
Banjo Bernie's Band. I was 13. That

I S ——

—

Aned B kg s Trom gam
"1 churped him 52 o lemsce and
slerward we'd go oot oge b er gnd
By we crelm. He practicsd end-
lesaly and mud he wanted - be the
workds preatess has plaver That
war Charies Mingua

Caliender’s own major =rc=ge of
mapuration. a little later. was Jim-
my Slanton, the youry revoiution-
&Y wHho ame 0 Wown i the
Duke Ellngten Orehestrs “1 wa
working with the drammer Lee
Young. Lester Young's bechgg at
Billy Berg's on Vine Strees &rg
RBianton came ;m and borrowed by
besn for a3 jam seimion Lionel
Hampton and Cheslie Chrucian
were playing too, and I'd never
heapd such music in my hife.

Despite & wealth of much menio-
nea, Callender remains stesdfastly
future-orented. Asked wiy he had
tted his book “Unfinished

sime year 1 bought & string bass  Dresm” he said “It's pot et P'm

9 w87

wtrated sbout anyithing. To (his
5. I'm learning sbost mysic.
ascally, hat's why I'm s220 glay -
g | want o be & betier wmum-
o —Lhat's the Gream. " O
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FOUR BOWL ACTS END CONCERT SERIES

By LEONARD FEATHER

t's all over at Hollywood Bowl,
atl least for the jazz segment of
the local populace. The final
“Jazz at the Bow!l" concert of the
season Wednesday night produced
the only disappointing turnout in
what has been a successful series,
Only 10,709 of the faithful showed
up despite a program that offered
four attractions
The trouble was that none of the
four i a blockbuster box-office
draw, though Bobby McFerrin
seems & sure bet Lo become one.
The singer was reviewed here not
long ago at the Montreal Jazz

Festival. Essentially, this was the
same show with his familiar bag of
mostly wordless tricks: bass and
percussion sound effects, underwa-
ter noises, Donald Duck distortions,
operatic and folk song satire and,
inevitably, enough sing-along to
keep the audience happy. .

An amazing performer who
moves with a dancer's grace,
McFerrin is becoming more of a
crowd pleaser and less of a musical
artist as his popularity shoots up
and his creative values edge down.

Also reviewed here recently wt
Carnegie Hall was the Modern Jazz
Quartet. This was your typical MJQ
run-through of mestly long-famil-
lar material, played with impecca-
ble professionalism. Someone
seemed to have lighted a fire under
John Lewis, whose piano has rarely
been as swingingly incisive,

Carmen McRa¢ was her custom-
ary, sometimes hard-edged yet
occasionally gentie and soothing
self. Her take-it-or-leave-it jazz
contralto has been sui generis for
decades, as has her proclivity for
using songs that have meaning for
her simply because her idol, Billie
Holiday, recorded them long
ago—such songs as “"Getting Some
Fun Out of Life."

There was compensation, how-
ever, in the rhythmic delighta of
“No More Blues,” the tenderness of
“Love Dance” and the predictable

et sull sory of "Guess
1 Saw Today,” which she
assured us she was the first 10 sing.

little more than 30 minutes—that
she never even got around to
playing the piano. Her accompani-
ment, with Eric Gunnison at the
keyboard, reflected her usual good
taste in the selection of a sideman.
The opening set promised more
than it delivered. On paper the L.A.
Jazz Legends looked like a fail-
ure-proof group, vet these respect-
ed veterans came unprepared to

conguer.
With Harry Edison's trumpet
joined by the saxophones of Red

MEL MELCON

&rmlckaeﬁnpzmﬂa&ruJQmﬂﬂmumHmhmmgbﬂna pianist John Lewis at Bowl on Wednesday night.

Holloway and Teddy Edwards,
some fresh and exciting ideas, and
at least a couple of well-planned
compositions, could have been or-
ganized. Instead, the men acted as
if this were just another set at
Donte’s.

Except for the last couple of
numbers, when they joined up for a
few blues riffs, the seven men were
never on stage playing together;
each number was a solo showcase,
ranging from pleasant (planist
Jimmy Rowles in “Grooveyard"”)
to desultory (Edwards in 2 lacklus-
ter “Lady Be Good"). Holloway
managed to get some spirit into his
blues piece, but the little heat he
engendered was not enough to
keep the flame from flickering out.

(Take that, Nancy n. )
McRae's set :
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THE BLUES OF BIG BAND LEADER HERMAN

Ursted Press |rterou (Yl

Woody Herman as he appeared in Boston last year.

By LEONARD FEATHER

he crisis that erupted over
the weekend with a report of
Woody Herman's imminent

diiction from his home (a situatien
that was resolved Tuesday) was
many years in the making. More
than 20 years have gone by since
the big band leader unwittingly fell
into a financial abyss that has only
deepened with the decades, be-
cause of interest and penalties on
the tax money he owes.

The last publicly released figure
for Herman's indebtedness to the
Internal Revenue Service was
about $1.6 million, It is unknown,
however, how much, if any, of that
has been whittled away over the
years,

Much of Herman's story has been
well known in music circles since
he told it to Gene Lees for use in his

Jazzletler, a
publication writle
by Lees, the critic and songwriter

Following is an excerpt from
Jazzletter, dated June, 1984
“Woody's manager for years was a
corpulent diabetic ex-Marine
named Abe Turchin ... we all
loved Abe and sajd he had a heart
of gold. And we all knew he
gambled. But after all, it was his
money. Or was it? For two years
during the late 1960s, Abe gambled
away the money Woody thought
had been paid to the government
for his Income taxes. When the
government stepped in, it was
discovered that Abe hadn't filed
withholding on the musicians, ei-
ther.

“And Woody was held responsi-
ble for all of it. He came close to
going to prison, And he has been

Flease see HERMAN, Page 6
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BILL HENDERSON GETS VOCAL

By LEONARD FEATHER

hen his time is not taken
‘N} up by movie and TV act-
ing assignments, Bill
Henderson remains capable of re-
minding his audiences that he is
one of the few totally qualified
male jazz singers still extant.
Thursday at the Vine St. Bar &
Grill, despite an attendance dimin-
ished by the earthquake, he rose
above the circumstances to offer
the bost selected, most persuasive-
ly performed set this observer has
heard in many years of Hender-
son-watching.

His timbre slill has that oddly
grainy quality that has always been
a trademark, along with a strange,
attractive vibrato that may recall
the late Johnny Mercer.

Henderson's phrasing is virtual-
ly his own copyright. He tends to
space certain words as if the sylla-
bles were separated by commas,
i even semicolons; yet everything
winds up as a perfectly constructed
sentence. This was particularly
evident during “Senor Blues,” in
which the ominous minor theme by
Horace Silver took on a character
~ reminiscent of the original instru-
mental version. .

. L

His repertoire is by no means
limited to jazz material. At the first
show he cut a wide swath from
Truman Capote and Harold Arlen
(“A Sleepin’ Bee”) and Elton John
(“Sorry Seems to Be the Hardest
Word”) to Jimmie Davis, a one-
time governor of Louisiana who
wrote ‘You Are My Sunshine” as
his campaigp song. It is doubtful
that Davis', version was within
hollering distance of Henderson’s,
which swung its way from gospel
waltz to swinging four-beat, and
from a ringing fortissimo to an
almost whispered ending,

Central to his success were the
arrangements, and the sensitivity
with which they were performed,
by Joe Parnello at the piano, with
Roberto Miranda on bass and Ted |
Hawk on drums. It takes a little
ingenuity to wind up a vocal per-
formance not with the last notes
sung, but with a gentle bass riff
followed by a brief piano finale,
which was the way things went on
“I Wish You Love.”" !

Henderson even incorporated
the credits to his sidemen into a
signoff blues. One can only hope
that his dramatic gigs will not

from keeping his vocal
in evidence on the jazz
s al Vine St. tonight.
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.BLOOM FINDS HER ‘VOICFE’

|

By LEONARD FEATHER

ane Ira Blcom first made her
way onto the jazz scene when,
newly graduated from Yale Mu-
sie Behool, she bought a ticket to

* the Women's Jazz Pestival in Kan-

sas City and sat in during a jam
session.

- That was in 1977. Those who
heard her then (this reporter in-
cluded) were immediately im-
pressed. Time has borne out that
first impression. Today, she is a
Columbia récording artist (her first
album for the label, “Modern Dra-
ma," is finally bringing her to a
nationwide audience), and her
writing credits include “eomposi-
tions for dance, Lheater and film.

. What is mosl remarkabie about
Bloom is that her medium of ex-
pression is that ugly duckling of the

_reed family, the soprano sax, which

dmms exclusively.

| Por many years, hardly anyone |
'in jazz bothered with this horn. It |

was hard to play in tune. It tended
mmdshtﬂLEfenSidngyBechet
used it only as half of his arsenal
(he also played clarinet), John

5 Coltrane was known for his tenor
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'saxgphone work and continued to
dnuh}ewhenhe took up the sopra-
no.

. "1 feel the soprano sax is my
vmna{ voice,” said Bloom, a 5-
mmmmdm

- direction is as firm and assured as
| her brilliant performances. “I

! |

Twhohadaspecialfeellngfwme !

e

Il%l

~started out on alto, but for years [

studied with a teacher, Joe Viola,

4"

/..

soprano, so I guess I picked it up

“People ask me why I took up
the saxophone, and 1 have the same
answer Sonny Rollins gives: It was
shiny. I was in the third grade
when I saw one, and [ just liked the
look of it.”

Born Jan. 12, 1955, in Newton,
lost no time building an all-around
education. “I started writing music
from the git-go, when I was really
young, learning all about chord
changes and improvising. When 1
got to college, I learned & lot of
things an improviser can do besides

27 1987 (syndicated)

chord changes—other musical pa-
rameters.

“My father's summer-camp
business put me through college.
They don't really have perform-
ance majors at Yale—you major in
theory, history and composition—
but 1 did my formative playing
while I was there, at clubs in New
Haven,”

Yale, Bloom says, is not a place
she went to with any idea of
becoming a great musician. “I was
interested in the world of ideas, of
creativity."”

She disagrees with the concept
(expressed in an anecdote in the
notes for her LP) that formal
training can have a harmful effect
on spontaneity and imagination:
“Studying pushes your ideas fur-
ther. A lot of the younger musi-

‘cians now have come from college

backgrounds. Not only that, 1 think
2 little philosophy or art history
can enlighten any musician.”

Bloom's influences, most of them
detectable in her recorded work,
were Rolling (“1 met him when I
was very young, and that made a
big impression™), Eric Doiphy,
Charlie Parker and “long periods of
listening to Ornette Coleman. ]
didn'tlistentoanawfmlotoﬁohq
Coltrane until maybe later in high
school.”

The sexism that has often played
a deleterious role in the careers of
women musicians does not affect
Bloom. As leader of her own group,
she does not have to answer to
males. “I've always found in any
case that the people T work with
relate well to me, musically and

ma™ album that is bound to stimu-
late comment is her ingenious use
of electronics. On one tune, “Rap-
ture of the Flat,” a hilarious send-
up of '50s sounds complete with

doo-wop triplets, she becomes a

one-woman reed section.

“At various points in the record
1'm using a delay, a harmonizer—at
my' sponianeous control—and I
turn them on and off at my whim
with fool pedals. There’s also a
gizmo that my old bassist friend
Kent McLagan devised.

“Kent is not only a great bassist
but a mechanical engineer. He
designed a velocity sensor, which
measures the speed at which 1
move my body and translates it
into changing the timbre of the
saxophone, so you get a kind of
silvery flourish and various other
effects, depending on how fast 1
move physically.”

“Visual music” may seem like an
oxymoron, but in Bloom's case it
becomes reality. Unless a video is
made of “Modern Drama,” the
results can be heard but not seen in
such tunes as "The Race” (dedicat-
ed to Shirley Muldowney, former
world champion top fuel drag rac-
er), “Cagney,” the Latin-flavored
“Overstars” and the startlingly
lifelike “NFL," a title that led her
to explain: “I'm an athletic person,
a football fan by osmosis, through
my father and my husband.” (She
is married to actor Joe Grifasi. The
interview took place when she
visited Los Angeles while he was
shooting a film with Bette Midler
and Lily Tomlin.)

who plays vibes, marimba and
percussion, has worked with me off
and on since 1979. Ratzo Harris, the
bassist, is another longtime associ-
ate, and Tom Rainey, the drummer,
Joined me in 1984." A central figure
on two Latin-oriented tracks is
percussionist Isidro Bobadilla, who
began working with Bloom last
year,

Many jazz artists who move from
minor to major labels are under
pressure to find a fast route to the
commercial market. Bloom credits
her executive producer, George
Butler of CBS, with giving her a
completely free hand. “I was the
producer, and he felt confident in
my determination to do what I
thought was right. I'm so impas-
sioned about what I'm trying to
accomplish that I can't imagine
having anyone tell me what direc-
tion to take.

“1 tried to make every aspect of
this record as tasteful and innova-
live and exciting as | could make it,
from the music to the mixing to the
cover arl. I really put my all into
it"” |

The evidence bears out her l
claims. Thanks to her dedication as '
a writer and her creative mastery
as a soloist, Bloom may well be in
the running next year when Gram- »
my time rolis around. O $

Bloom’s relationship wmm‘m*- it o

in motion has extended to the

mresahehaaperformodforthe"v -

Pilobolus Dance Theatre, the Yale
Repertory Theatre and the former
ARTS cable channel. She plans to
enlarge her compositional scope, an
objective that has been helped by
the recent award of a composi-
tion/performance grant from the
National Endowment for the Arts,
= Helpful, too, is her familiarity
with the men who interpreted her
music for the new LP. “This isn't a
pickup band at all. Fred Hersch,
the pianist, was on an album I made
for Enja in 1983. David Friedman,
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A FESTIVE FAMILY REUNION

By LEONARD FEATHER

ENVER-—Jazz festivals

during the past decade

have become & round-the-
world, almost round-the-clock
phenomenon. The stunmer season
just ended has seen scores of them
come and go, some boasting of the
great number of musicians (some-
times as many as 1,000) and many
claiming 1o represent & total pic-
Lure of the lazz scane, from tradi-
tional to avant-garde,

There is, however, one event
that mansges, without any such
impressive claims or figures, to
maintain a personal character, on a
more intimate level, that has made
it the favorite venue for its partici-
pants, This is the annual jazz party
staged here by Maddie and Dick
Gibson, which recently celebrated
its 25th anniversary with a three-
day bash.

Not 2 single organized band
played here. In fact, starting at
noon Saturday, every 45 minutes

Jduring some 32 hours spread over
three days, a different group ap-
peared, drawn from a pool of 70
world-class musicians.

The joy of the party lies in its
di\:'lersl:.y, Dick Gibson is both a

gourmet and a master chef, who
may serve up, at any time during
this 40-course banquet, anything
from a quiet guitar duet by Joe Pass
and Herb Ellis to a roaring set by a
17-piece orchestra, selected from
the pool by the n Clay-
ton and using his ts,
The social and musical values
overiap now mare intimately than
ever, because most of the partici-
pants are multiple repeaters, Of the
70 players, 37 brought their wives.
Pianist Ralph Sutton, bassist Major

|
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JAZZ ALBUM BRIEFS

By LEONARD FEATHER

“DIANE SCHUUR & THE COUNT
BASIE ORCHESTRA.”" GRP GR
1039. Power is the key word here;
the power of Schuur's not-always-
mellow tones, ind the power of the
press hype that has attempted to
establish her as the new jazz singer
for the 1990s.

The lady does indeed have the
makings of a first-class addition to
the ranks, as is best evidenced on
such ballads as “Travelin’ Light”
and "We'll Be Together Again”
She does well with “You Can Have
It,” a song by Morgan Ames (who
co-produced the album) and Frank
Foster, who leads the band. Aretha
Franklin’s "“Climbing Higher
Mountains,” a gospel-tinged piece,
carries conviction, but she should
never have tried “Every Day.” The
comparison with earlier versions is

too obvious,

Schuur's problem is a tendency
Lo overstate, as in the synthetic
growls on “Travelin’ Blues” and
the anxiety attack a half-minute
before the end of “I Just Found Out
About Love.” The less hard she
tries, the better the results,

The CD version contains two
extras, “Until I Met You"” and "1
Loves You Porgy." The notes by
John S. Wilson are inaccurate (it is
not true that Helen Humes never
sang the blues with Basie) and
uninformative. Who wrote the ar-
rangements? Who played those
trumpet, tenor and trombone solos?

Commercially, this will be a big
record. The band kicks consistent-
ly. (The session was taped just
three days before the death of
guitarist Freddie Green.)

Ty
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There iz frony tothe inclusion of
Carmen Bradford in Schuur's long:
list of “thank you” credits. Brad-
ford, who has been this orchestra’s
regular vocalist since before Basie
died, has vet to record an album
with the band. 3 stars.

0

“TIME WAS."” Bud Powell Trio.
RCA Bluebird 6367-2-RB CD.
Powell (1924-66) was the gstar-
crossed pianist on whose experi-
ences the movie “'Round Mid-
night™ was partly based. He was to
be-bop piano what Charlie Parker
was to the alto sax; the first
inspired innovator. His best years
are represented on other labels,
mainly Blue Note. As the honest
notes by Doug Ramsey concede, he
was not at his peak during these
1956-57 dates for RCA (“Some of
the tracks have the detachmenl of
a lounge performer™), but there are
several cuts in which Powell’s
energy and conviction return,
mainly the original tunes, the be-
bop standards (“Shaw Nuff,”
“Swedish Pastry”) and George
Shearing’'s "She” (Powell and
Shearing were mutual admirers)
Fine backihg by George Duvivier
on bass and Art Tayior on drums.
3stars.

0

“VERSES."” Wallace Roney.

I Muse MR 5335. A furmm Arl




Holley and drummer Bert Dahlan-
der played at the first party, held in
Aspen in 1963.

This reporter, having ‘attending
the last 17 events, has seen the
jazzmen grow gray, plump, bald,
unmarried and remarried, but not
one has lost the creative power that
brought him here originally. Of the

their best-known song; "“"Meet Me
With Your Black Drawers On."”
The blues reared its head again,
_or rather its jour hands, when Jay
(Hoot!e) McShann and Ralph Sut-
ton dug in deep for a =
outing that drew one of the party’s
most impassioned ovations. They
were among 11 pianists invited this

221 musicians hired by the Gibsons, year, enabling Gibson to do what

40 have died, but widowed friends
like X Sims and Mrs. Trum-
myYog;sﬁllattm.
- Two first-time invitees this year
were also the youngest players:
Howard Alden, 28, a fast-rising
guitarist who brought luminous
new beauty to the old Billie Holi-
day hit “Some Other Spring.” and
James Morrison, an Australian who
recently moved from Sydney to
New York, who astonished every-

well into his 83rd ; car, Cheatham's

which he sang four choruses of
lyrics, two of which he says were
added by Milton Betle, .

Two other Che.hams, unrelated
to Doc, were on hand as surprise
guests, Jeannie Cheatham, the
biues singer and pianist from San
Diego,

red gown, Jeannie Cheatham sang | B
“Cherry Red” and some of her own

home-brewed blues with an ad hoe

band that included three Angele- |-

nos—Snooky Young on trumpet,
Red Holloway and Plas Johnson on
saxes—and three Easterners,

smong them Kenny Davern, who |
was in Pee Wee Russell heavenon |

clerinet.

These men bi~ked and filled and |
stomped and riffed, distilling |

enough dirty, greasy, nasty, funky
bises to lake us back to Kansas
City with their speak-easy beat.
The 45-minute blues rampage cli-

maxed as musicians and crowd

sy along with the Cheathams in

manpower to do: McShann, Monty
Smith all soloed at the keyboard
seriatim.
Another unlikely encounter was
saxophone battle royal involving
Buddy Tate, Scott Hamil-
Coaper, Bud Shank and
Holloway. A Sunday evening
highlight found eight trombonists
on board for an exchange of blues

» F B
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tionally, every year, toward the
end of the last evening, he applies
his stentorian barilone Lo a reper-
toire that seems to consist of just
two songs: “1 Ain't Got Nobody"
and “Nobody Knows You When
You're Down and Out.” He may not
be another )=~ McShann, but he is

to date, he said, was 1881, when he
lost only $200.
Gibson's initiative has spawned

better by 1. than a mu_';my.w

jazzmen who insisted on trying out
their vocal chops earlies in the
weekend

The party drew a capacity crowd
of 600. This year's fee was $250.
Since Dick Gibson estimated his
overhead at around $150,000, he

po! &t best to break even. If he
does, it will be a first. His best year

sons have wrought, the jazz world
can never be excessive in its grati-
tude.O

] ‘—_ e e e ey e
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uninterruptedly
from 8:30 p.m. until around 3 in the
morning, when pianist Ross Tomp-
kins drew an ovation simply by
offering asa finale his version of "A
Nightingale Sang in Berkeley
Square.”

Gibsons and their cast of characters
also is unlike any other. How often |
do you find a group of hirelings
rounding up donations for a gift to
their employer” The jazzmen. and a
few other party regulars, ali con-
tributed to what will become an
ulating Maddie and Dick on the
silver anniversary.

-ally 1o the cnstage action. ‘h-di

s r—

JAZZ REVIEW

By LEONARD FEATHER

-’

and last year’s or 1985's, is
that he is now more than halfway
through his80th y
. Perhaps the voicé was a little
weaker Monday evening, but the
technical finesse when he played
remained unimpaired; he seemed to
swing Django Reinhardt’s “Daph-
ne” more vigorously at 'I&t’han he
did at 78. ﬁ }%
* In general, though, aimost noth-
ing had changed. Toujours les
memes chansons; toujours le meme

frio. Yet if the repertoire and

personnel remained unaltered, the
' impact is slightly impaired by ov-
erfamiliarity.

™ The guitarist Marc Fosset still
‘strums his way along ingeniously

and continues to save his slightly

weird humming-and-singing rou-
‘ {ine for the second hall. Jon Burr, a
‘New York bassist, still plays “Blue
Monk™ as his specialty, Grappelli
still moves over the piano toward
the end of the show for a rambling,
rhapsodic medley., F
.1One is inclined to search; for
answers to irrelevant questions:
Grappelli play sitting dowm last
‘yur? Wasn't it a better attendance
slast time? Yes to both. Such trivia
“aside, you have to remind yourself

© Jthat this man has been playing

RAPPELLI GOING ON 80
AND PREDICTABLY STRONG

Llas

- A _l.

t*l
- .

INESD 2 1 .
; ﬁry‘mé@s P&PJ?QZ nonpareil jazz violin since the days
= ig_year's Stephane (GIED>> when there were only two other
> 7T aL the Deverly

full-time jazz violinists in the
world: Joe Venuti and Eddie South.
¢ Still, might it not be advisable,
granting the natural inclusion of
Gershwin, Kern and Ellington, to}
throw in an occasional work by,
say, Tadd Dameron or Charlie
Parker? Even “Giant Steps”? It
8seems improbable that Grappelli’s
could not meet the harmonic
enge of John Coltrane’s tune.
now “Chattanooga Choo Choo”
with the train effects on guitar has
fworn a little thin.

You may also long for the days
hen the group carned two guitar-
ts. The tric offers no tonal diver-
ity; a second guitar could function

effect as a percussive undercur- "

t. After all, the Hot Club Quintet

)

guitars.

*1

|
|

t vaulted Grappelli to fame had

one of this matters, of course, |

the master is on his own, as =

was for two or three magic’
minutes when he ended “Don't Get
Around Much Anymore” with &
series of wonderful, whimsical ¢§-
denzas. Let us be thankful that this
one remaining legend is still on the
{ road, yet hopeful that he will
Mexpand his arsenal of standards to
offer a little variety in what has
become a somewhat too predictable
routine.




nodels '.hnt still ymll!ﬂ‘ genera-

“ARTIST'S CHOICE." Gary
urton RCA Bluebird 6280-2-RB.
urton wasyears ahead of his time
- bnn%meam to the
mrm fusio everything from
1 one-man ‘band (on “Norwegian
Wood™ he plays piano and bass
marimba as well & vibes) to a
10-piece ensemble playing seg-
ments from Wlﬂ\ Bley's "A Genu-
ne Tong Funeral,” he touches
very idiomatic base: Brazilian
\“Chega de Saudade"), country-
Vwitern (a Chel Atkins-produced
ksion with Songs by Bob Wills
fod Bob Dylan), through every
kind! of chamber jazz fromimelodic
5 abstract. Much of the diversity,
! achieved within the parameters
pf the vibist’s distinctive but cha-

meleonic personality, can be cred-
ited to the writing by Burton, Bley,
the exemplary bassist Steve Swal-
low and Burton's former Berklee
College of Music schoolmate, Mi-
chael Gibbs. Recorded belween
1963 and 1968, these works are as
timely as tomorrow. 5 stars.
o
MARSALIS STANDARD
TIME.” Wynton Marsalis. Colum-
bla FC 40461. Marsalis twists the
time around on “April in Paris™
tries a little tenderness on “Good-
bye,” turns bagsist Bob Hurst lnose
on " A Foggy Day” and presents his
pianist Marcus Roberts, who senses
the beauty of the melody on "Mem-
ories of You" Except for two
Marsalis originals (a personalized
blues and a delicate, muted “In the
Afterglow”) the trumpeter’s ma-
ture approach to old pop songs is
the focus. Incredibly, the verbose
notes by Stanley Crouich manage to
plow through some 2,000 words
without once mentioning George
Geﬁhmm Jerome Kem, Juan Ti-
Ray Noble, Euble Biske or
Hnagv Carm;chaeL These men
merely composed the melodies
without which there would have
been no standard time, 4 stara.
o

“BILLY ECKSTINE SINGS

WITH BENNY CARTER" Em-
Arcy B32-011-2 No, Benny Carter
doesnt sing; the misleading title
means that Carter's alto sax is
prominent throughout and. in fact,
i= as much responsible for the CD's
sucoess as Eckstine. The alarming
width of the singer’s vibrato, as
evidenced on occasiooal TV ap-
pearances in recent years, is rela-
tively well controlled here. Though
the years do show, there's enough
of the old warmth in that burnished
baritone to bring nostalgic pleasure
to those who knew him as one of
the vocal royalty of the 1940s and
'B0s. He has no trouble dealing with
the rungy “Memories of You™ and
swings buoyantly in “Werld on a
String.” Helen Merrill appears as

- guest vocalist only on the first and

last cuta (more would have been
welcome). Bobby Tucker, Eck-
stine's eternal anchors a
splendid rhythm section. 3% stars,

a

“THEORY OF ART.” Art Blak-
ey. RCA Bluebird 6288-2-RB.
These late-'50s sessions were cut
four years before Blakey's most
famous alumnus, Wynton Marsalis,
was born. Blakey at this time had a
weak ptanist and bassist, but the
robust alto sax of Jackie Mclean

e

'&au;m&, .uc::hcn:;namimnqmu. Pl

tenor are reasons enough lo check
this out. On the two final cuts
(issued for the first time on this
CD), the band grows from six o
nine pleces. Wynton Kelly has
replaced the narcoleptic pianist and
Lee Morgan's trumpet is in cheer-
ful ascendancy on “Social Call™ {
stars.

s

“CLAP HANDS, HERE COMES
CHARLIE" Charlie Barnet. RCA
Biuebird 6273-2-RB. Barnet's was
the only white band to play the
Apollo and other black theaters

tunes make the reason clear: On
“The Duke's Idea.” "The Coumt’s
ldea.” “The Gal From Joe's"
“Rockin’ in Rhythm" and, of
course “Cherokee,” the band out-
swung anyone except Basie, Lun-
ceford and Ellington. Lena Horne,
the Barnet vocalist for several
months, sings “You're My Theill"
Arrangements by Barnet, Horace
Henderson, Andy Gibson and sev-
eral head routines kept the fire
burning. On the copy received, foss
pages are missing from the notes,
eliminating details for the first five
tracks and even the annotator's
name (Ira Gitler). 4 stars. [
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- THE NEGLECTED

By LEONARD FEATHER

espite the sffection in
which he was held by vir-
tually cveryrone who
worked for him and the relatively
recer Ume frame of his contribu-
tign (he was active as 2 bandleader
from 1M1 until 1978 the year
before he died), Stan Kenton's
image stems w0 have faded, while

STRLIRY (1L YO T

LEGACY OF KENTON

Stan
bendleader’'s impact on joz has
been weakened since his death.

bie mngers, far outweighs the ccca-
sionai reminder of Kenton's works.
Second. and perhaps no less
mmportant, ls the absence of an
authorized Kenton ghost band; he
decrend in his will that no such
entity should be allowed Mean-
while, Mercer Ellington continues
o be heard, leading a band that
includes several .members who
were with Duke in the early 1970s;
in fact, the recent “Digital Duke”
on GRP records has been on the
jazz charts for several months.
Sulll ancther explanation lies in
the roller-coaster nature of Ken-
ton’'s career on records, due partly
to Capitol Records’ conversion o &
pop-rock direction that left him an
the sidelines. Four vears ago, Gene
Norman, of the Hollywood-based
GNP-Crescendo Records, took
over the rights w Kenton's Capitol
I.Ps and to those recorded for
Kenton's own label, Creative
World According 1o Norman, 68
Kenton albums ere now available,
though only two have appeared so
far on CDs. Ellingion is represented
by a dogen CDs, some offering
material never usly issued.
More relevant than any of these
reasons 1§ the jagged course that
Kenton took during his 37 years in

———

front of & band. In the eariy days,
Kenton's own writing, with a per-
sonal sax-section sound. gave the
band its character. Then came Pete
Rugolo, who was to Kenton as Billy
Strayhorn was o Ellington, But
Rugolo left early, in 1849, and the
Kenton library for the rest of his
career was drawn from dozens of
sources, some verging on the clas-
sical (Willlam Russo, Robert
Oracttinger), others closer to the
Woody Herman concept (Shorty
Rogers, Gerry Mulligan, Bill Hel-
man), as well as Johnny Richards,
Willie Maiden, Hank Levy and loo
ANy more Lo enumerate,

It wasn't just the style of the
band that kept changing from tune
1o tune; the size, personnel and
objectives underwenl a series of
major transformations. There was
the big, ambitious, string-laden
orchestra of the "Innovations"
vears {eariy 1950s): the more
swinging band of the mid-1850s,
which for some of us was the best
Kenton group of them all; the oddly
enlarged band in the early 1980s
using a section of “mellophoniums™
(a shert-lived experiment); the
elaborate Neophonic Orchestra
that lasted for a few seasons in Los
Angeles and, of course, the various
ventures with Latin or Afro-Cuban
rhythms.

Because of these fluctuations, it
i3 impossible to gel 2 handle on
exactly whom and what the Kenton
orchestra represented. Meanwhile,
the Ellington career from start to
finish reflected the writing talent
of one man—or, from 1939 on, of
Dutke and Billy Strayhorn, who was
in effect his compositional twin.
During Lhat entire time (essentially
1927 15 1974), the band underwen:
reiatively few changes in person-
nel in 1970, Duke was able to frame
works for Johnny Hodges, Harry
Carney, Cootie Williams and others
Just as he had decades earlier.

Yet there is much in the Kenton
legacy that sounds, in retrospect,
more valuable than it seemed origi-
nally. Rugolo’s “Interlude™ i a
work of lasting charm; "Collabora-
ton" hy Rugolo and Kenton has a
brashly distinetive character. Even
“The Peanut Vendor,” mainly a
head arrangement with a few Ru-
golo ideas added, is as invigorating
now as when the band recorded it
40 years ago,

All this came to mind while
attending a recent celebration
staged in Kenton's hosior at the
Sportsmen’s Lodge in Studic City.
Among the 730 present were nu-
merous Kenton alumni, non-Ken-
ton celebrities (Henry Mancini,
Dudley Moore) and a healthy con-
tingent of Kenton camp followers,
along with members of the band-
leader’s family.

In general, it was a warm, totch-
ing evening, thanks mainly to the
role played by Milt Bernhardt. A
trombonist with the early Kenton
orchestra, he is now a travel agent

and. for nonprofit kicks, president

. of the Big Band Academy of Amer-

jca, under whose aegis the event
took place

Although various phases of the
Kenton career were represented by
the USC Studio Jazz Ensemtbde,
conducted by Thom Mason, 1t was
Bernhardt's introductions of the
band’s graduates that kept things
moving. Th&y were laced with a
dry humor offwhich Kenton sirely
would have approved.

Bernhardl reminisced about the
days of the screaming, chops-defy-
ing brass team (“Bellevus kept an
open bed for the trumpet section™)

There was a roll call of the
departed (Vido Musso, Shelly
Manne, Kai Winding, Frank Roso-
line. Art Pepper—he forgor Ed
Safransk! and Ernie Royal). To-
ward the end, Bernhardt quoted

rom & Kenton speech In which the

maestro's zest for Iife, his quest for
change and his ability to ignite
musicians and audiences came
sharply into focus.

Undoubtedly, under the Kenton
imprimatur, & substantial bedy of
durable music was crealed, Why
has its impact not been stronger
and lasted longer?

There is one final explanation: It
relates to Kenton's following,

\ Whereas Ellington from the start

appealed 1o all audiences, from
Harlem to the White House, Ken-
ton {despite the occasional black
sideman) was essentially a white
phenumenon in terms of the musi-
cians and the audience he attract-
ed.

Kenton's defensive attitude
about white musicians, and partic-
ularly an angry telegram published
in Down Beat complaining about
the alleged excess of black winners
in a critics’ poll, may have tar-
nished his reputation to the point
where it was difficult 10 judge,
objectively, a music that deserved
1o be assessed on merit,

He was not & giant as composers
and arrangers go, but he does
deserve to be remembered as a man
whose delermination brought 1o
the {orefront a long succession of
talented soloists and arrangers, all
of whom have nothing but fond
recollections of him. That, surely,
should be the essence of the Ken-
ton legacy.

o

RECOMMENDED
KENTON RECORDINGS

“The Kenton Era" (Creative
World ST 1030). With a spoken
introduction and closing narration
by Kenton, this four-LP set is an
& ient retrospective of the

nd'sphases from 1941 1o 1955,

“Contemporary Concepts” (Cre-
aive World 1003). The so-called
“Bill Holman phase™ finds the band

; i fts best mainstream groove, with

Holman charts and with solos by
Sam Noto, Carl Fontana, Lennie
Niehaus, Bill Perkins, et al.

“Live at Redlands University”
(Creative World ST 1015; also on
compact dise STD 1015). A two-re-
cord set with originais by Dee
Barton, Willle Maiden, Hank Levy
andothers. 0 .. |
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LETTERS

STAN & DUKE
Feather neglected -

one point in his :
';::: Kenton and Duke Emné:::‘
(“The Neglocted Legecy of

wory Uct. 11).

It is something Feather himself
has stressed continuously for many
years: Duke Ellington was a genius.
Kenton was a tall bandleader.

JEAN BURROWS
Pasadena

Feather's column on Stan Ken-
ton was the finest objective piece
I've ever seen on this subject.

However, why didn't he mention
that there are several Kenton
scholarships at various colleges
around the country?

Since Feather is among the
names of eritics who fall all over
themselyes deifying the Duke, I
think Kenton needs all the posthu-
mous good PR he can get.

HEATHER GILBERT
Sunland
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BILLIE HOLIDAY MAKE-BELIEVE

)

A

It’s Not the Real
Thing but ‘Lady Day’
Has a Way About Her

By DAN SULLIVAN,
Times Theater Critic

. Epatha Merkerson has a strong

easy-lo-read face, a graceful

figure and an open way about her,
and she sings jazz like an artist. It wasa
pleasure to hear her and see her Sunday
night at the Hollywood Playhouse,
where she’s appearing in “Lady Day at
Emerson’s Bar & Grill.”

But she isn't Billie Holiday, notina
million years.

Now it's clear that the point of the
show isn't to clone an actual Holiday
performance, but to give a sense of what
the lady went through—with drugs,
with men, with hostile white hotel
managers—until she packed it in at age
44. If you want the real Billie Holiday,
you've got to get out her records.

1do want the real one, and I find the
records as painful and revealing as
anything in this show, besides bringing
us Holiday's incomparable sound.

KCET Channel 28 carried a
documentary on the singer's life a
couple of Sundays back. The
black-and-white clips from her last TV
seasion, with Gerry Mulligan and Lester
Young, were harro . She looked like
a figure from “The Women,” a
queen in ashes.

But still a queen. “Don't Explain”
(which Merkerson sings at a moment in
the show where Billie has clearly lost
. it) wasn't just a great Billie Holiday
record. It was her motto as an artist.
Don't explain; don't beg. Unlike the
great French cabaret singers, Holiday
worked to keep the pain out of her
voice, knowing that it would be there

anyway.

It's her control that really raises the
hackles, especially when the voice gets
down to a sliver, as on that TV clip. Not
only does she decline to play for the
listener’s sympathy, she scorns it. At

Please see LADY DAY, Page 6

LACY ATKINE / Los Angeles Times

S. Epatha Merkerson, above, plays Billie Hohday, inset, in “Lady Day.”

Merkerson Captures the Essence of the Music;
Robertson Authentically Reconstructs the Era

By LEONARD FEATHER

o most who see “Lady Day at

Emerszon’s Bar & Grill,” Billie

Holiday (whom nobody under 40
is likely to have heard alive and
flourishing) is less reality than cult
figure, more symbeol of black creativity
and racial oppression than a well-re-
membered living legend.

Nevertheless, as those who knew her
will confirm, Lanie Robertson’s script
has reconstructed the era with remark-
able authenticity, and S. Epatha Mer-
kerson captures, both in the lengthy
narration and her songs, more of the

essence than one would have had aright
to expect from someone of a later
generation. The trio of Danny Holgate,
who wrote the arrangements, also has
the genuine ring of the 1950s.
Merkerson, like Ranee lLee (who
played this role so successfully in
Montreal last summer), reflects the
spirit rather than the letter of Holiday's
style and sound. Only in “Strange
Fruit” does she falter, for that sound
demands a sense of its time and context,
which almost nobody else has success-
fully addressed.
Robertson took a few liberties with
Please see HOLIDAY, Page 7




‘LADY DAY’

Continued from Page 1

the same Ume, she is yearning tobe
asked to the party—on her terma
“Tain't nobody's business if | do.

I's hard to imagine so stiff-
backed an artist getling chatty
with an audience, which is the
convention in Lanie Robertson's
“Lady Day” script. We are at
Emerson's Bar & Grill, a Philadel-
phia dive where Billie s making
one of her periodic comebacks,

She's so happy W bemmwx
¢lub again, even in
(she can't get a cabaret card in
New York), thal she tells the
audience her life story. some of
which Robertson has lifted verba-
tum from her ghost-written autobi-
ography “Lady Sings the Blues.”

Merkerson Is appealingly
healthy here, ing the young
Billte Holiday, before the scars had
really set. It's touching how she
tries to make a funny story out of a
disturbing memory, such as the
morning that she woke up locked in
her dead grandmother’sarms.

But as the show goes on, she gets
spookier, hearing dead lovers and
the ghostly sliding-shut of prison

doors, a crude effect thal doesn't

help her distress become one parti-
ele more real. It's also not clear why
her all-powerful pianist (Danny
Holgate) —standing for all those
musiclans who did wrong by the
real Billie—doesn't ring down the
curtain once it's clear that she has
gone 'round the bend.

Merkerson handles Billie's songs
tastefully but not gingerly. The
attempt isn't to imitate Holliday,
but to suggest her strategy with a
song, whether up-tempo (“What a
Little Moonlight Can Do") or do-
lorous (“Strange Fruit”). And
Merkerson makes it clear that she's
@ big girl, able to put her own stamp
on a musical moment.

But her interpretations have got
to suffer, next to Billie’s voice and
persona. As with so many fributes
Lo great pop artists, this one slight-
ly smacks of exploitation: a desire

-

b

o cash in on somebody
achievement. For my money,
best way o pay tribute 0
Day @ tw pick up one of
records—and lo go see
Vaughan, live.

“Lady Day™ was staged by An-
dre Ernotte and has a good bar.
room set by Willlam Barelay, al-
though the headless mannequins
seem an affectation.

Perfermances are at § p.m. Tued-

days-Fridays, af 7 and 10 pm.
Saturdays, and aof 3 ond &
Sundays. Tickets $20-3$22.50. I
N. Las Paimas Ave, Hollywood
f213) 466 IT67.

'HOLIDAY
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band mame sueh as the

L Flule! msmgests an crgan-

J ol proup. However, on Lhe
ByiSents presented Monday at
Bibedie's, it would appear 1hat this w
"Boply a mllecton of fve musn
cHUm, co-lenl by flutsts Sam Most
ardl Pernando Oelhard, :n 2 loose
. 1y camual jam pesmon
Most been: playing sz flute

thawe two words souanded fike
a rr.:namun i terme. He s still

ane of the most competent EXpo-
eils of an instrument Lthat does
always seem to lend itself to

mainly was lhe
conirosting horm

FLUTET AT DONTE'S: JAM
SESSION OF LIMITATIONS

By LEONARD FEATHER

Geibard, an Asgentine promoter
who has produced a number of
albumsé, = a man of obvious limita -
tions as a flutist. At times be would
offer hesitant counterpolnts Lo
Most's exposition of the theme; as &
sotolyl ha lack of assurance, boll in
ideals and intonation, was made
doubly conaplcuots by the JEXTAPO -
st of & performer as experienced

and skiliful as Mom

The leaders were supported by a
capable rhythm soction, with the
assertive plano of Frank Collett,
steady and unobtrusive drumming
by Carl Bumett, and mogt notably
John CHannelll, another of those
nimble base players who have
pro{iferited in recent vears. His
solog were the high points of the

6 Part VI/ Monday, Octaber 19, 1987

set

For variety, on “Easy Living,"
Most switched o lenor sixophone,
which he played with an odd,
smoky sound. During the group's
closing theme he erupled suddeniy
into an amusing tongue-in-cheek
scalt vocal

The quintet’s limitations were
not helped by its repertoire, which
never moved boyond the predicta-
bie litany of worn-thin standards,
from "1 Love You" to "Autumn
Leaves.” If Most and Gelbard want
to keep & unit together, they eould
use some serious woodshedding on
fresh, challenging material

JAZZREVIEW

NEW FRANKS DROWNS IN

LARGE SEA OF WATTS

By LEONARD FEATHER

LEEFESFTRAS
Aty
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'AHORN ALBUM—AT LAST

By LEONARD FEATHER

Note: Al records reviewed here are

CDs unless otherwise identified. If,
" any cuts are not included in the LP

versions, it will be so noted.

¢ Y THOUGHT ABOUT YOU."
Shirley Horn Live at Vine
Street (Verve 833-235-2).

+ At last, the great lady from D.C. has

her own CD-—in fact, her first
major-label album in 20 years,
thanks to record producers who
can't se¢ beyond their cash regis-

. tevs. It is ironic that after all those

Years based in Washington (and
5L§! numerous appearances in

Not since Nat King Cole has such
in exemplary pianist become a
(#ager of commensurate talent. The

)| and music are often under-
’ﬁt,aled

«4d never over-arranged

{backing consists simply of her

gular bassist and drummer,

| Charles Ables and Steve Williams),

ﬂersoundugmueandaubm

effortless, her mix of vocal and
planistic artistry infallible.

Several tunes are familiar with-
ot having been overworked:
“Something Happens to Me” and

- “T'he Hagle and Me.” The Italian
song “Estate” (Summer) is almost
a recitative, with English lyrics by
Joel Siegel, who wrote the literate
liner notes, “I Got It Bad” includes
some seldom-heard extra lyrics.

At the piano, Horn is an ideal
self-accompanist and a distinctive

. solaist. “Isn't It Romantic” is an
instrumental track. (The CD in-
cludes an extra instrumental, the
extended version of “‘Quiet
Nights,” and an additional vocal, “I
Wish I Didn't Love You So.”)

Shirley Horn need no longer be
called 2 cult artist or a legend
Without question she is the singer
of the year, and arguably the
pianist too. 5 stars,

o

“"BRAZILIAN ROMANCE." Sa-
rah Vaughan. CBS ZK 42519, The
three key figures are Vaughan,
who is in glorious voice through-
out; Sergio Mendes, who produced
the album and revived “So Many
Stars," a radiant song he wrote
with the Bergmans; and Dori
Caymmi, who composed five of the
other songs and is heard promi-
nently on guitar,

Swooping down or soaring up
with equal ease, Vaughan retains
the inherent beauty of these Bra-
zilian melodies while bringing to
them her own immutably won-
drous personality. Oddly, in Milton
Nascimento's “Love and Passion”
the composer shares the vocal with
her, in Portuguese, yet their voices
are so similar that you could swear
Vaughan was singing bilingually. 5
stars.

O

“CLARE FISCHER PLAYS BY
AND WITH HIMSELF." Discov-
ery DSDC 934. Playing one or more
of three pianos, using speed-up
trickery and multitracking, Fischer
avoids the impression of gimmickry
in this cerebral yet often emotional
set. Included are abstract originals,
a complex fugue, 2 moody blues and
the occasional standard (Arlen,
Evans, a Strayhorn medley and
Gerry Mulligan's “Jeru” in a key-
board transcription ‘'of the original
Miles Davis version). “Counterall”
turns out to be “All the Things You

Are" disguised in a contrapuntal

mosaic. 4 stars.

i

“EVERY NIGHT.” Joe Williams
Live at Vine Street. Verve

1 833-236-2. Did he ever let you

down? There are several hidden-
plus-factors, such as the revised
version of “Every Day” (now in-
cluding Miles Davis' “All Blues”
waltz), Williams® own title tune
and several excellent solos by his
sidlemen: Henry Johnson, guitar;
Bob Badgley, bass, and Gerryck
King, drums. The set opens and
closes with tributes to Williams’
original idol, Joe Turner (“‘Shake,
Rattle & Roll,” “Roll 'Em Pete”).
Benard Ighner's “Same OI' Story”
has a contemporary groove and
beat; “Sometimes I'm Happy" is set
up with a genial scat chorus. No, he
never lets you down. 412 stars.

8]

"ANY TIME, ANY SEASON,”
Sam Most. Innovation JCCD 0012.
Playing flute, alto flute and bass
flute, Most makes his way through
eight true-to-the-melody readings
of pop standards, plus the title tune
which he co-wrote with producer
Fernando Gelbard. The prominent
presence of Frank Collett at the
piano is of value throughout. Most
is hemmed in by the string ar-
rangements overdubbed in Eng-
land; a freer improvisational show-
case would have been welcome but
it's an agreeable collection. 3 stars.

(8]

DIANNE REEVES. Blue Note
46906. This primarily pop set offers
aJanus-faced look at a woman who
once seemed likely to become the
next greal jazz singer. Thanks to

ROBERT GABRIEL

Pianist-singer
Shirley Horn:
distinctive
soloist.

producer George Duke, on the first
side we have accessible songs and
smart charts, but nothing soul-
shaking. Side Two opens with
“Never Said” (“Chan's Song” from
“’Round Midnight”), with Herbie
Hancock as pianist, composer and
arranger, a smooth sound and
well-crafted vocal overdubs by
Reeves. “Yesterdays” brings in
Freddie Hubbard on fluegelhorn,
Billy Childs as arranger and pianist,
and Stanley Clarke on bass. Reeves
is in fine form on “I Got It Bad”
until, toward the end, she overacts
and overscats and drags the whole
thing down. (She should listen to
Shirlev Horn's version.) “That's
All” is taken at a double tempo,
with fine work by Childs but with a
reading by Reeves that is utterly at
odds with the intent of this origi-
nally lovely ballad. 214 stars.

D -
“IN THE MOOD." Sound track:
Ralph Burns Big Band. Atlantic

e

T#81788-2-N. Writing this track
did not impose a hardship on Burns,
the Woody Herman arranger of the
1940s who became an Emmy and
Oscar-winning composer. The
tracks that are not taken more or
less directly from the old records of
“Don't Be Tha: Way,” “Take the A
Train” and the title tune are work-
manlike, unoriginal examples of
Swing Era writing, with a few
good, mostly short solo spots by
Abe Most, Bill Watrous, Oscar
Brashear and others. “Jack the
Wonder Dog,” played by Most on
clarinet and Tom Ranier on piano,
is unabashedly borrowed from a
Benny Goodman-Mel Powell clas-
sic version of “The World Is Wait-
ing for the Sunrise." 212 stars.

a

“SWINGIN' TILL THE GIRLS
COME HOME." Lambert, Hen-
dricks & Bavan. RCA/Bluebird
6282-2-RB. Yolande Bavan, the Sri
Lanka-born actress and (second-
arily) singer, replaced Annie Ross
in this trio in 1962-63 when these
live sessions were taped at Basin
Street East, the Village Gate and
the Newport Festival. Though she
was not another Ross (witness the
out-of-tune endings on “April in
Paris” and “Doodlin’”), she did
have a sense of the feeling repre-
sented by Hendricks' “lyriciza-
tions” of themes from such sources
as Basie, Coltrane and Hancock.
The ingenious material is inconsis-
tently performed and there's a glut
of scatting, but when Hendricks is
front and center, as in “Gimme
That Wine" and “Cloudburst,” it's

- good fun. A few tunes have solos by

Clark Terrv  v'eman Hawkins and
Thad Jones, i ars.
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LEA AT PERINO’S: RARE TREAT

By LEONARD FEATHER tempered by the occasional latter-
dayworkmchaaDaveFrishbug’s
verdmesheneeordedm “Dear Bix.” Next, she observed,
“Since we are not in Vegas, I guess
wemdoanotheri‘rhhb&rgume.
and moved on to “You Are There.”
~ “She Didn't Say Yes” (Kern and
Hwbach. 1931) is packed with
ty lyrics, .m o! wmeh Lea

son” lived up to its title.
These, however, were minor

libitum (and rhymed it with “equi-
librium").
It has taken 31 years for Lea to

Oct. 31, her capable pianist, Tom
songs Garvin, will be replaced by the
(Ellington’s “Brown Betty”) is eminent.limmy Rowles.
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Dise Jockey Chuck Niles: “1 was a big fish in a small pond, but I wanted to find a bigger pond.”

NILES’ TASTE JAZZES UP RADIO WAVES

. played my first gig on
- saxophone,” said Chuck
Niles, “when | was 14, at a
hotel which actually was a house of
ill repute. The war was in its early
days and we were right outside the
gate of Westover Air Force Base."”
To any Los Angeles resident who

By LEONARD FEATHER

performing in the mid-1960s (but
he still has three horns at home).
His first trip to California was, to
say the least, uneventful. “I stayed
for about a minute-and-a-half and

stayed there about a year, made a
couple of trips to New York, but
mostly worked around Florida—a
gig reporting sports every night on
Channel 12, a radio show in West
Palm Beach. | was a big fish in a
mnpmd..!'mtlmtedtonnda
bigger

A second Southland venture
proved luckier. Niles landed a job
as the afternoon movie host on
Channel 9, and worked part time at
KFOX in g Beach. While there
he met Jim {now a KKGO
colleague) and the legendary

“Sleepy”

“Sleepy asked if I'd like to be
involved with this new jazz station
he was starting, KNOB. | said yes,
even though there was no meney, [
had been doing some movie work, a8
few acting jobs, so I could afford to

doit.”

' ck acting
signments) until 1965, when the
station changed hands and gave up

on jazz. Meanwhile, KBCA (now
known as KKGO) had become the
dominant jazz outlet. Niles went to
work there and, with a few absen-
ces, has been at the microphone
there ever since.

He has been a constant activist
for live jazz on the air. In the early
1970s, he began Sunday
emmuanbel(m, of Science

Industry. Since January, 1984,
he has been hosting jazz recitals at
the Wadsworth Theatre. They are
now heard on the first Sunday of
every month. On Nov. 1,
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From the Publisher

Leonard Feather and Ira
Gitler, two long-time, valued
contributors to JazzTimes, are
among the most respected writ-
ers in jazz. Both have told me
that the most ofien-asked ques-
tion to them during their travels
in the '80s has been “When is
there going to be a new Encyclo-
pedia of Jazz?"

In the past there have been
new editions every ten years.
With the resurgence of jazz in
the public consciousness, there
has been a reissue explosion on
LP and, particularly now, CD,
and much new recording. Many
new players have emerged as
jazz continues to grow interna-
tionally. New careers need to be
reported, just as the biographies
of the established players must
be updated.

More than ten years have
passed since The Encyclopedia
of Jazz in the Seventies, by
Feather and Gitler, was pub-
lished. It was the last to be
issued and as valuable as all the
previous editions in the Ency-

clopedia of Jazz series begun by
Feather in 1955.

Several publishers have
shown interest in a new Ency-
clopedia but they alone cannot
subsidize a book of this magni-
tude. The enormity of such an
undertaking, and the change in
the economic structure over a
thirty year span, dictate that a
project of this nature must be
funded through a private foun-
dation or governmental agency
connected to the arts.

Gitler has for several years
tried to obtain a grant from the
federal agencies that deal with
these matters but has met with
no success.

The Encyclopedia of Jazz is a
book that is important to all
segments of the world jazz com-
munity. The organizations
which fund the arts must find a
way 1o help bring to fruition an
Encyclopedia of Jazz in the
Eighties before the Nineties be-
gin.

Ira Sabin
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Eastwood Gives ‘Bird’ Wings

Legendary Saxophonist Charlie Parker Is Subject of a Movie

he first time | heard Char-

He Parker.,” says Clint

Eastwood, 1 was over-
whelmed. Living inthe Bay Area, |
had been following the big resur-
gence of traditional jezz—Lu Wat-
ters, Bab Scobey, Kid Ory and all
that—-but hearing Bird, even
though | couldn't understand him
al firet, really turned me around.”

Eamwood i leaning against a
dllapidated Ford parked outside a
brownstone house on West 52nd
Strest, near Fith Avenué—the
fabied block whose small shoe-
box-shaped nightclubs have played
host 1o half the greatl names in jazz
history.

This is, of course, not the original
52nd Street, but a strikingly real
reconstruction on the lot at the
Burbank Studics. Shooting began
here last week on “Rird,” the
long-awaited motion picture about
the legendary smaxophonist Charlie
Parker, that Eastwood, who once
played piano in Qakland for beer
and tips, Is producing and directing.

o

“Bird,"” by Eastwood's own ad-
mission, 5 & labor of love and is
being shot on a modest budget.

“This I¢ a small, very personal
slary,” he says. "It's funny—
Americans have two original art
forme—jazz and the Western mov-
e Whan you go 1o other countries
¥ou realize these are the two things
that have the most influence
arcund the world "

Eastwood’s background im and
around jaex has jong been an open
secrel. "My mother was a great
Fats Waller fan,” he seid. between
taken “By the time [ was 150rso 1
had leamned enough (o play at the
Umar Clib on Broadway in Oak-
land, where the laws were real
loose and they'd let me play for free
meals. Al schoal the only instru-
. ment available was a fluegelhorn,
| which wasn't considered so hip In

those days, but [ did play hornaa bit;
however, mostly | concentrated on
ragume and bBlues plano.” (Fast-
wood can be heard at the piano,
along with Mike Lang and Pete
Jolly, as part of a three-keyboard
boogie- woogie number on the
sound-track album of “City
Heat.")

He remembers vividly his first
exposure to Bird. “That was an
ineredible Jazzat the Phitharmonic
concert—Lester Young, my first
reed idol, was also there, as well as
Coleman Hawkms, Flip Phillips,
Howard McGhee, Hank Jones, Lat-
er ony ] was exposed to people like
Dave Brubeck, and then, while I
wies in the Army at FL Ord, I'd go
o henr Garry Mulbgan and Chet
LOS ANGELES TIMES /CALENDAR

By LEONARD FEATHER

Courteay of Chan Parker

Producer-director Clint Eastwood on the Burbank set with Forest Whitaker, who plays the title role
and Diane Venora, who bears a strong resemblance to Chan Parker and plays her in the film.

Baker.”

It was at Ft Ord that Eastwood
met Lennie Niehaus, an ex-Kenton
alto sax player. Their friendship
eventually ied to jobs for Niehaus,
who wrote the music for a series of
Eastwood films: “Tightrope,” “City

Heat," "Pale Rider,” “Heartbreak
Ridge." When the “Bird™ project
gol under way, Niehaus took his
sax out of mothballs in order to
teach Forest Whitaker, who plays
the title role.

The decision t#film “Bird” grew

Above, legendary saxz man Charlie and Chan
Parker in’51. Chan is a consultant to “ Bird”
film. Left, Parker at recording session in '53.

Lo - S

out of a convenient exchange of
scripts. “Columbia had the script
with Richard Pryor in mind,” said
Eastwood, “but word got out that
Pryor was no longer interested. It
turned out Warner Bros. had an-
other script that Columbia wanted,

0 it was arranged to make a trade.”
The seript, by Joel Oliansky,
concentrates mainly on Parker's
last years, and on his relationship
with Chan, the last woman in his
short and star-crossed life (he died
in 1955 at 34). Diane Venora, a 1977
drama majpor from the Juilliard
School who had a small role in
“Cotton Club,” is playing Chan.

Red Rodney, the white trumpet -
er who toured with Parker, has
worked on the sound track, served
as a consultant and will be enacted
in the movie by Michael Zelnicker.
Dizzy Gillespie, who with Parker
pioneered the be-bop revolution of
the 1940s and whom Bird once
called “the other half of my heart-
beat,” will be played by Sam
Wright.

The guest for authenticity in
“Bird" has been remarkable, East-
wood sent for the real Chan
{known as Chan Parker during the
years ghe spent with Bird) 1o leave
her home outside Paris and serve as
a consultant, She spent many hours
in consultation with Venora, whose
strong resemblance to the youthful
Chan is coupled with a fierce
dedication. Chan devoted a no-
less-protracted session to filling in
Whitaker on Bird's personality.

Parker’s chaotic life involved at
least one legal marriage, back in his
Kansas City teen-age years: in-
volvements with several other
women; a son now in his 40s, and a
daughter by Chan whose death in
infancy was one of the many
traumas of his later vears. Some
years after Parker's death, Chan
married another alto saxophonist,
Phil Woods, who at one time was
hailed as the next Charlie Parker,
After their breakup she settled in
France.

Parker died at 34 of a seizure he
suffered while visiting the East
Side home of a jazz patron, the
Baroness Nica de Koenigswarter,
(The New York Daily News ran a
headline: "Bop King Dies in Heir-
ess' Flat.”) He had been destroying
himself for years through drugs,
drink and pills, but there were
periods when, after straightening
out, he was a relatively normal and
consistently amiable human being,

Despite the tragic end, there was
much in Bird's career that will
provide light relief. Part of the
story is a Jewish wedding he
played as a favor to Rodney; later
there was the famous trip south,
with Rodney as a sideman forced to
pacify the rednecks by pretending
he was black (no Southerner would
tolerate an integrated band), try-
ing to prove it by calling himself
“Albinc Red” and singing the

X A BRI r.mmw“ﬁ'ﬂ
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SAN FRANCISCO CHRONICLE Charlie Parker

Eastwood Brings Jazz Great 'Bird’ to Screen

Director Clint
draws on own
musical roots

BY LEONARD FEATHER

Hollywood

n HE FIRST time I heard
Charlie Parker,” says Clint
Eastwood, “1 was over-

whelmed. Living in the (San Fran-

ciscol Bay Area, I had been follow-
ing the big resurgence of tradition-
al jazz — Lu Watters, Bob Scobey,

Kid Ory and all that — but hearing

Bird, even though I couldn't under-

stand him at first, really turned me

around.”

Eastwood is leaning against a
dilapidated Ford parked outside a
brownstone house on West 52nd
Street, near Fifth Avenue — the
fatiled block whose small, shoebox-
shaped nightclubs have played host
to half the great names in jazz histo-
ry.

Two doors down is a bar and
restaurant. A menu posted outside
offers Lobster Thermidor for $2.
Across the stréet is an open-air
wayysstand offering the latest maga-
zines: Thiek, Yank, Look.

This is, of courS#nai the origi
nal 52nd Street, but a strikinPMeeg
reconstruction on the lot at the Bur-
bank Studios. Shooting began re-
cently on “Bird,” the long-awaited
motion picture about the legendary

4
3 _
.

Forest Whitaker, a¥Chidlie Parker, and Diane Venora, his companion Chan, rehearse a scene with director Clint Eastwood

BY THE LOS ANGELES TIMES




Continued from Sth Page
biues

Although most of the action is
concentrated in those

later years

will be some brief eardy

scenes showing Parker's evoiutian
2 a4 youngster in Kanaas

City,

Spurned at first for his supposed
incompetence, later idolized by hig

- youthful

finding
counterpart 1o play 4

' 16-Year-oid Bird at the Reng Club

in Kansas City was neatly resolved
when Whitakes told Eastwood. "
have 3 16-year-oid brother who
looks just like me Why don't you
use him?” Accordingly, Damon
Whitaker

embryonic Bird,

Why another
jazz artist? Eastwood, who 45 well
aware of the negative side of “Lad~
Sings the Blues” and even * '"Round
Midnight »

mhﬂtdlophyuw

inevitable question arises.
movie about a junkie

replies: “The central

Foregy Whitaker.
Charlie Parker. in
studying sar: “Of cou rse, you
won't hear me in
but at least it wip look righs

Lot Angries Times

gver,
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who plays
“Bird)" s

the movie,

loid hirp
doesn’t maks
maybe there s

'r'.l.’}.'r'.'
Nesvier, he
fegtures, As
has & sort of pathos
with an Ingratinting smile " Mare.

caught him l=ing, he was furions
even threatened to beat him up. He
You can't do this' 1t
¥ou play better” So
& message. i won't
say I'm making an ant-drug film
but i it turns oyt that way i won'

break my hegrt

st Whitaker, 29 4n earmest
man from Longyiew Tex
hoice Lo play

2 Lttle taller and

e ar iptl
Though
Eastwood puty
quality along

iy musical background

equips him for § deep understand
ing of the role

"1 studied opera at USC Music
Cans&-r\'s'.u.'y."
“and even though I went 1o drama
sehool soon after, I have never jost

Whitaker savye,

my inlerest in m

Way everyene plays the saxophone.
'm interested In what made the
man tck in his relationshipe, and
what made him 50 amazingly in-
Ventive,

the great people.

“Because [ can read musie, and
understand the structure and fin.
gering of the various horns, I've

been getting along fine studying

fact is that he revolutionized the “Not only that; Bird wag 2 do-

"t was hard fo a black man 1o gain

L FRA

theacceptance he deserved.

TS the same malleahis
i "He

“He was a remarkable individual
who seemed able to adapt himself
to deal with anylypeo?permnh
There was a certain duality about

: tThave to capture.
mTYT:h. he was a heroin addict,
bul what matters is that he created
- 80 much magnificent and unprece-

what went into the
tions,” O
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) . for
Producer/director Clint Eastwood, left, and Red Rodney at recording

ith Lennie Niehaus. I can play
?.otzer Man’ and some of the other
things off Bird's records. Of course,
vou won't hear me "’ﬂ;::..
least it will look
et Lk Ly it I - ofbcag
dwulﬂbeeffecﬂve.lnmm;
‘s solos have
MWIMQIS

musicians such as Red Rod-
;,he_r_ym Faddis, Ray Brown and
Monty Alexander have been
e gt il
quality. Charles
Bird-inspired alto soloist from San
Diego, also has done some record-

m‘éor Whitaker, among whose

et ’/'?

“ B" sound track.

credits are “"Platoon,” ‘l‘beColor

Money"” and “Stakeout,” por-
:;ymmawiﬂbemm

"1 listen to Bird's music most of
the time,” he says. “T'm trying to
find out some of the keys to his
heart, to let his music become a

of me. Here's a man who wasa
Seoles. W10 Aot e i

isolated on the original records, and :
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Clint Eastwood
Bringing
Charlie Parker
to Screen

8Y LEONARD FEATHER

Afier many years of rumors, the long
awiailed film based on the life of Charlie
Parker is a reality, thanks 1o the initia-
tive of Clint Eastwood. Shooting was
scheduled 1o begin October 1 2th.

Eastwood, a longime jazz fan, took
over the rights 1o a script that was once
reported to have been set for use as a
Richard Pryor vehicle, Instead, the role
of Bird will be played by Forrest Whit-
taker, best known for his parts in “Pla-
toon™ and “The Color Of Money.”

Lennie Nichaus, who plaved alto in
the 1950s Stan Kenton Orchestra but
who has been active in recent years as a
composer/arranger. is in charge of the
MUSIC. Al press tme some pre-recording
had been done, with Charles McPherson
playing alo; however, it was expected
that the rights would be acquired o use
some of Parker’s actual recordings,

Red Rodney s also a consultant and
will be portrayed in the movie. Buddy
Jones, a bassist who lives in the Bay arca
not far from Eastwood (who is mayor of
Carmel), also has been consulted.

Eastwood has been 10 France 1o meet
with Chan Parker, the last woman in
Bird's life: her role in the story will be of
major importance. According 1o Dizzy
Gillespie, who has scen the script and
will also be portrayed, the prospects are
good for this to emerge as an authentic
and valuable production,

Eastwood's jazz involvement ROCS
back Fty years. "The first timie 1 saw
Bird ™ he told me, “was a1t a Jazz a1 the
Pintharmonic concert in Oakland  in

or'y oung was there o, as well
1 Hawkins, Howard McGhee
lones. | also saw Bird at Bop

City in San Francisco and at Billy Berg's
in Hollywood.™ ™
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Oatlnud for bepr and tfps is pro-
duﬂngmuldiruﬁng.

“Bird,” by Esstwood’s own ad-
mission, is a labor of love and is
being shot on'a modest budget.

"'l'his is & small, very personal
story,” he says. “You alwa ﬁem
golng in, that something
will make money over the long haul.
1t's funny, Americans have two orig-
inal art forms — jazz and the west-
ern movie. When you go to other
countries you realize these are the

two things that have the most influ-

ence around the world.”
Eastwood's background in and

:&roundjmhaslongbeenanopen

secrot, “My mother was a great Fats
Waller fan,” he says, relaxing dur-

‘ing a lull between takes. “By the

‘time I was 15 or so I had learned

‘enough to play at the Omar Club on
‘Broadway in Oakland, where the

hwsmremallonsemdtheyd!ét
me play for free meals. At school
the only instrument available was a

fluegelhorn, which wasn't consider-

ed 50 hip in those days, but I did
play horn a bit; however, mostly 1
concentrated on ragtime and blues
piano” (Eastwood can be heard at
the piano, along with Mike Lang
and Pete Jolly, as part of a three-
keybeard hoogie-woogie number on
thet%ound-mck album of “City
Hea

He remembers vividlyhlsﬂrst
exposure to Bird. “That was an in-
eredible Jazz at the Philharmonic

de Paris and serve as a chsul-
. She spent many hours in con- |
sulmionmﬁehh’!dw »strong
resemblance to the youthful Chan is
coupled with a fierce dedication.
Chan devoted a no less protracted
session to filling in Whitaker on the
nuances of Bird’s personality.

Parker died of a seizure he suf-
fered while visiting the East Side |
home of a jazz patron, the Baroness
Nica de Koenigswarter. He had
been destroying himself for years
through drugs, drink and pills, but
there were periods when, after
straightening out, he was a relative-
lynormal and consistently amiable
human being.

‘The inevitable question arises:
Why another movie about a junkle
jazz artist? Eastwood, who is well
‘aware of the negative side of “Lady
Sings the Blues” and even “ 'Round

Midnight,” replies: “The central

~ fact is that he revolutionized the
way everyone plays the saxophone.
I'm interested in what made the
man tick in his relationships, and
‘what made him so amazingly inven-
tive.

- “Not only that; Bird was a do-
- asJsay-not-as-I-do person. Red Rod-

ney told me that when Bird caught
him using (drugs), he was furious,
even threatened to beat him up. He
told him, ‘You can’t do this' [t
doesn’t make you play better!" So
maybe there is a message. I ‘won't
say I'm making an anti-drug film,
but if it turns out that way it won't
Qreak my heart”

concert — Lester Young, my first
mdidol.w&sahomaswellln ¥,

Coleman Hawkins, Flip Phillips,
Howard McGhee, Hank Jones. Later
on, I was exposed to people like

Dave Brubeck, and then, while Twas he “
in the Army at Fort Ord, I'd g0 10  s—

?Myﬁnﬁi@naﬂd%ﬁtm

“Bird" project got under way, Nie-

haustenkhissaxmtofmth_

gnewontofa etmvénient exetw;ge
of scripts. “Columbia had the seript
with Richard Pryor in mind,” East-
wood says, "but word got out that
Pryor was no longer interested. It
waed out Warner Bros. had anoth-
8 : Gn"mmbiav.'ahte&,mig
wawrmngedtomakeatmde”

The script, by Joel o‘mmky_

concentrates main Parker”
last years, and on'hfs relationship
with Chan, the Iast woman in his
short and star-erossed life (he died
n 1955 at 34). Diane Venora, a 1977
drama major from the Juilliard
Schbnl, who had a small role in “Cot-
ton Club” is playing Chan.

Red Rodney, the white trum-
mmmmmw.m
 sound track,

in the movie by Michael Zelnicker.

It was at Fort Ord that East- 3 47

1to 3616 o
San D:ego also has done some re-
mm

€1y SI ({7 ; Forcrz'dm Whitaker, among

whose its are “Platoon," “The

abOUe in 1 949,] Color of Money” and “Stakeout,”
S M m pm-traying Parker will be challeng—

s L “Iusmntomrd’smusmmostof

the time,” he says. ‘T'm trying to

| find out'some of the keys to his

eart, 10 let his music become apart

of me. Here’s a man who was a ge-

= njus ‘who influenced the whole

speetrum of music, at a time when it

- washard for a black man to gain the
aec‘é’ptance he dmrved.

"Hewas a remarkable mdividu»
al who seemed able to adapt himself |}
to deal with any type of person, |f
‘There was a certain duality about
him that I have to capture. .

mterestedinm
made the man ﬁck
ih his A nl NS
relationships, and
what made him so
amazingly
inventive’

“Yeah, he was a heroin addiet,
but what matters is that he created
so much magnificent and unprece-
dented music. It was amazing that
he and Dizzy could play togetherin |
such perfect sync, even though
their lives were so very different. I
ﬁ uthi,i (;ltm.ge half of my heart- just Il:ope ﬁ#ﬁfi movie will show how

L muc ke Bird and Dizzy and |

Tigh N‘Fﬂ Thel u&a Monk and ButI Iz'zwejli

a&asnphu d.




WOODY: A Leader Who Outlasted His Time

Continued from Page |

their time, it seems now, surviving
desplite terrible management, the
disruptions of war and then of
peace, the rise of the vocalists, the
evolution of other styles (bop and
beyond), the decline of the clubs
and dance halls where the bands
plajlr;_-d, the punishing hand of time
itself.

Woody Herman was a miracle of
survival, And although he kept
going, as we all came to know,
because he was an honest man
trying to pay off undeserved debts
to a lone-deaf Uncle Sam, what you
had to believe was that he was
really out there on the road, play-
ing high school gyms in towns that
didn’t even have a movie house any
more, because there wasn't any-

HERMAN

Continued from Page 1

Edison, Nat Adderley, Al Dailey
and Byron Stripling all eontributed
to the legend.

His relationship with the side-
men was not that of the typical
maestro. “We never felt we were
working for him,” said Nat Pierce,
the pianist and compeser who per-
formed with Herman off and on for
many years. “We were working
with him.”

Difficult though it is to select
highlights in a career so rich in
historic moments, certain episodes
come Lo mind. In 1945-46 there was
his sponsored radio series, a rare
honor for any jazz group. In 1946,

pm Igor Stravinsky, “Ebo-
py Concerte,” with Stravinsky
conducting the recording. In
1952-54 his attempt to direct his
own company (Mars), though
short-lived, produced some excep-
tional records.

The band went a so-
called “funk phase” in the 1950s
and '60s, recording works by Hor-
ace Silver and Charles Mingus. In
1976 the Herman Herd celebrated
its 40th anniversary with a Carne-
gie Hall concert that brought Getz,
Burps and other graduates back
into the fold, just as his 50th-anni-
versary celebration at the Holly-
wood Bowl last year pitted the
regular band against an all-star
alumni orchestra,

Herman's death did not mark, as
some will no doubt claim, the end of
A et it L dagilte
symbolized en e
of the swing bands. Like a handful
of others, he was a survivor. To the
cries that the big bands were dead,
he issued, through his long succes-
sion of Young Thundering Herds, a

Sefiant denicl

That he was forced, through a
combination of bad management,
bad luck and ill health, to spend his
last days so pathetically is hard for
those of us who knew him to
accept. Though clearly there
should have been a more peaceful
and appropriate finale to his life’s

‘work, we will continue to think of
" him as we knew him: saluting the
thousands at Newport or Monterey,
proudly introducing this or that

thing else quite as satisfying as
making music.

He said, with a touch of bitter-
ness, that keeping a big band was a
costly hobby, a folly in which (as
Dylan Thomas onee remarked of
his life) lack of money rollsin.

‘When | last saw him, at Donte’s a
few years ago, Herman was already
in his late 60s, a surprigingly small,
trim man with what you were
tempted to call muscular cheeks
and lips, from blowing the clarinet
so high and hard for so long.

Some of the sidemen on that gig
could have been not just his chil-
dren but his grandchildren. They
played with the old-time driving
spirit that always marked the Her-
man band, but they also had a
technical virtuosity and a sure
command of their instruments that
made it hard to believe what you
were hearing.

From the beginning, Woody
made uncommon demands on his
sidemen: the don't-stop-for-noth-
in’ tempos and the high, precise and
wailing brass sections, the reeds
galloping as one were centra! to the
Herd signature. 1 thought that
night that if you could measure it
somehow, you could prove that the
young musicians were breaking the
B-flat equivalents of the four-min-
ute mile.

As you remember the bands, you
think of Goodman and the bright,
crisp precision he gave you, lit by
his own rippling sclos; or of Basie

He was not alone in pushing at
the limits, if any, of the big band
sound, and as somebody has al-
ready remarked, he had & gift for
recruiting the arrangers and the
players who were ready and will-
ing for his journeys into unexplored
country. But what Woody held
onto for dear li'e was the beat.
Ballad-slow or breakneck fast, the
beat was steady and you always
knew where it was.

Jazz music is propulsion and
Herman and his herds never forgot
it.

The big bands, in a sense, live on,
The ghost bands play the old
charts, for nostalgists. New bands
try for new sounds, but there's no
steady money in it, and for the most
part the bands exist only intermit-
tently, labors of love for musicians
who make their bread reading
other charts.

It's always a temptation to blow
“Taps” for the end of an era, but
this time maybe we better pick up
the horn. You look around for the
other survivors, any other still-liv-
ing, still-playing bandleaders from
that majestic half-century of
American popular music.

But there doesn't seem to be
anybody else in the darkened club.
The chairs are upended on the
tables and there’s a crumpled piece
of paper on the a re-
quest from the party in the corner
for “Four Brothers."”

and that matchless and

rhythm section, punctuated by his
wonderful waste-not, one-finger
piano inserts. Ellington meant
those bluesy tone colorings and
arrangements that seemed to take
shape as they went along, And then
there was Woody, crying,
““Charge!” and dashing hellbent for |
the future. J
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Shaisshnessy-Led Quintet Beats the Odds

By LEONARD FEATHER

T- iv# Room Upstaifs, at Le Cafe
in Sherman Oaks, is almost
certainly the least capacious
jazz club in town. This would not
seem to qualify it as the ideal
location for a five-piece band led
by a drummer, yet Ed Shaughnes-
sy's quintet manages to beat the
odds

Shaughnessy s best known as a
commanding and dynamic big-
band drummer, and, although the
sound in this intimate setting occa-
sionally came close to overstepping
the threshold of pain, mare often
than not he functioned as a power-
ful vet cohesive member of a
flawless rhythm section.

He also knows when restraint is
called for. Playing thé Jerome
Kern standard “Dearly Beloved,”
he switched from sticks to brushes
during John Leitham's bass solo,
then traded discrete eightbar solos
with the horn players, Tom Peter-
son on tenor sax and Bruce Paulson
on trombone. .

The tenor-and-trombone front
line blends comfortably, with most
of the tunes introduced in unison or
occasionally harmonized. Peterson,
who composes much of the group’s
material, demonstrated in his oth-
erworldly tune “Another Time,
Another Place" how much can be
achieved with two-part harmony,
Both men are vital, driving soloists;
both are also capable of laid-back
moments, as they showed in Hor-
ace Silver's beguiling work
llpuce.ll

Man for man, this is about as
strong a band individually as col-
lectively. The pianist Tom Ranier

was all over the keybourd, his ideas
never letting up. Fast, funky and
fierce by turn, he has developed
impressively over the years.
Leitham may be the world's
fastest left-handed bass player. His
section work is solid; his solos are
consistently meaningful. Like so
many of today’s younger masters of
the upright bags he is technically

adroit enough to play with guitar-
like flurncy.

Given these solo advantages,
coupled with a library that rejects |
cliche standard tunes in favor of
fresh material by Peterson, Randy
Alderoft and others, Shaughnessy
can claim one of the most vigorous-
ly rewarding acoustic jazz groups
now on the Southland horizon
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Woody Herman—Elegy for a Swing Giant

ngz’c' Coda to a Life That Spanned Half a Century of Musical Achievement

By LEONARD FEATHER

t seems cruelly unjust that the last months

of Woody Herman—who died Thursday—

should have been spent enveloped in
tragedy. His was a life marked by so much joy
of achievement. The outpouring of sympathy,
the outflow of funds to help him in that final
crush of physical and economic disaster, re-
flected a deep love of the man that crossed all
lines of age, sex, race or musical preference; but
none of the noble gestures could erase the
memory of an anticlimactic end toa triumphant
career that spanned more than half a century.

Essentially, there were three main stages in
the evolution of the Herman orchestra: the
early Band That Played the Blues, the poll-
winning Second Herd that presented a mod-
ernized face with overtones of be-bop, and the
Four Brothers band through whose ranks
passed such saxophonists as Stan Getz, Zoot
Sims, Al Cohn, Jimmy Giuffre, Serge Chaloff
and Gene Ammons.

These lishments, commemorated on
records that are still being reissued, took place
during the orchestra's first decade. But Her-
man by the late 1940s was enough of a
world-class figure to continue dominating the
scene, while the personnel and size of his
groups fluctuated.

Herman himself, though not a virtuoso
musician, somehow lent a fittingly feverish
wuchhwilhjh;l;lshorrit, shrill“kcim]'inet solos, or
brought a Johnny Hodges-like languor to his
occasional alto sax ballads. Keeping up with the
times, he took up the soprano sax when that
instrument became a symbol of the post-Col-
trane era. i

A e e S IS T

Woody Herman

Herman's efforts to keep abreast of develop-
ments in music found their outlet in many
ways: in the arrangements he commissioned by
John Coltrane and Chick Corea; in * ne extended
concert pieces contributed bv such promising

young writers as Alan Broadbent, and in the’

original jazz works by still newer writers like
John Fedchock. But he never forgot, and never
neglected, the works that he'ped establish his
worldwide fame, thé Ralph Burns and Neal
Hefti pieces that remained in his book until the

end.
1t is too seldom recognized that Herman's
ranks at one time or another included a long
line of black musicians, Ernie Royal, Oscar
Pettiford, Gene Ammons, mmgwem
Please see , Page 10

By CHARLES CHAMPLIN,
Times Arts Editor

f you weren't there, it is easy enough to
think of the Big Band Era as a single
eous mass of sound. Put it on the

chu-chooshing the choirs along and you've got
the "30s, the '40s, the '50s,

But if you were there, with your ear to a
small radio, straining to catch late remotes
from the Log Cabin at Armonk, N.Y., the
volume turned down to the threshold of
audibility so you wouldn't get warnings frc
the living room, it wasn't like that at all.

Hawkins, Buddy Rich, the great instrumental -
ists whose own

w
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certainly made him the best-informed of
writers on the panorama of jazz as a
whole. Because he so seldom makes a
mistake with facts, 1t 1s hard to under-
stand why he credits Nat Cole with

e e >~ - -~

groups is convincingly demonstrated on
records made about 1933, 1934, 1937,
1938 and with Bechet in 194547, not w0
mention the Schola Cantorum date of

ey
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1956

Orleans jarz, of which he had a deeper
understanding than the revivalists, His
SUCCCSS 1N ofganizing uncommercial jaxz

Two mentorious themes that mun
through this incident-packed book are
Feather's persisient apposition 1o racism
and sexism, the latier as it affected wom-
en in jazz. On these subjects, the chaplers
in Part Three (Prejudices) are especially
revealing and instructive. S50 i1s one head-
ed Business in Pant Four, where Billy
Moore explains how and why America
lost one of its best ig-band arrangers.

Like all jazz autobiographies, this one
tends 1o fall off toward the end. Although
Feather's attitude throughout has been
positive, always opltimistic, he seems 10
have been daunted by the New Thing
and, now, New Age Music. In an inter-
esting Coda, he observes “The jazz
world is now populated by a substantial
body of wrniers who were obliged to learn
about the music’s history backwards.™
The results of this truth are all t00
apparent. He also divides the jazz com-
munity into three groups: “the mer-
chants, the observers and the musicians.”
A pragmatist might well conclude that
the merchants and their radio stooges are
pow in coptrol, and that New Age her-
alds a siong age

There are 16 pages of photographs, a
chapter in which fourteen of the author’s
songs are reproduced, and an index.
Several pieces of memorabihia jllustrate
the text
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THE JAZZ YEARS: EARWIT-
EESS T? AN EI’{I:“O i
eonard Feathe S Capo
Press, New Yrodt, %6.00, pb.
$10.95).

Leonard Feather’s career in jazz, as
chronicled here, is unique in its dedica-
tion, industry and length. 1 doubt very
much whether anyone else has spent so
much time listening to and writing about
the music in all its vanety all over the
globe, on land and sea. Probably, o, no
one else has achieved a comparable level
of financial security by jazz journalism,
normally a notably tll-paid pursuit. This
is where industry and energy must be
recognized and credited. Apart from the
many books for which he has been re-
sponsible, and a regular feature in the
Sunday Las Angeles Times, his byline
appears in numerous publications here
and abroad.

His experiences and encounters with
most of the music's great men have

CSLADIUSIMIE JWeed  hdsi s wad -~
standard, for Jimmie Noone and Earl

Hines did that in 1928, It had also been
recorded by Sidney Bechet, Wingy Ma-
none, Artic Shaw, Red McKenzie, Toots
Mondello, Teddy Wilson, Art Tatum and
Joe Venuti, among others, before Cole’s
version gave it greater impetus.

Feather's prodigious written output
never by any means exhausted his talent
and energy. As the book makes clear, he
produced a great many records and wrote
many songs, some of his blues enjoying
considerable commercial success. These
were not just labors of love, not exam-
ples of a hobbyist indulging his taste, but
of a fuily professional approach to gain-
ing a livelihood in a highly competitive

gaa The jealousies and enmities of the

t t pseudonyms, some of Which are
interestingly disclosed here.

v speaking, the tone .
book is mellow, as befits the m ::e
The bautles of yesterday — and there
were plenty — are referred to generously
on the whole. The references to old
ad\.trlt}ari?s like Hugues Panassié and
myself, for example, are surprisingl
kind, but some bitterness surfaces inn:‘h:-
chapter dealing with “modly figs,” where
Nesuhi Ertegun and the late Ralph Glea-
son are quoted. Savagenes were undoubt- |
edly committed by both sides — indeed
by three sides, because a third party still
exists which likes neither figs nor bop-
pers. But Feather and Barry Ulanov, who
were the most influential critic-advocates
of bop, can afford 10 be magnanimous
now, for in cflect they won the battle
Yet in history's longer perspective, |
believe theirs may ulumately be seen 1o
have been a Pyrrhic victory,

The chapier on Mezz Mezzrow throws
new light on that strange character, but,
as usual in this country, 15 unjust about
his accomplishinents. Although he made
no claim to virtuosity on his instrument,
he had a good concept of its role in New
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THE JAZZ YEARS: Earwitness to an Era
by Leonard Feather
310 pp., ill., hard cover, $11.95

This memoir allows its readers to appreciate the author of The Encyclopedia of
Jazz not only as an extraordinary jazz writer but also as a musician. Because of his
experiences as a composer of songs and as producer of many jazz recordings,
Feather writes authoritatively about music; not as a distanced observer, but as a
particpant. In The Jazz Years, Feather has avoided relying heavily on his previously
published works; rather, he provides a sweeping narrative of the jazz world from
1935 to the present.

In addition to providing anecdotal material about the many musicians with whom
he has associated over the decades, Feather raises three crucial issues in chapters
titled "The Moldy Figs." "Race," amd "Business." Feather laments the amount of
energy and ink wasted by jazz writers who have felt bound to denounce innovative
musicians and styles of performance. It is at once entertaining and puzzling to read
Feather's excerpts from these now-historical wars of the pen and it is difficult for
readers under the age of 35 to imagine anyone seriously arguing that "swing" and
"bop" are not genuine forms of jazz. Feather diplomatically suggests that writers

should channel their efforts toward advancing the cause of musicians they believe in,
rather than denouncing those they oppose.
But the jazz critics have not been the only ones unable to get along. Race rela-
tion issues have gone hand in hand with jazz music since its beginning. In the world
of entertainment, both races have shared the close quarters of the bandstand without
being able to share restaurants, hotels, and other travel accommodations. Ex-English-
man Feather brought to America the objective eye of another culture, and has noticed
some instances of racial bitterness (even among musicians) which may have gone un-
noticed by the native eye. He deplores these givens and sighs in disappointment.
Feather's chapter "Business" documents the all-too-common scandalous practices
of businessmen against artists. It is impossible, he asserts, to reconcile jazz music
with the very cold and calculating world of the music industry. He personally suffered
as certain publishers, bandleaders, and others in positions of power would force him
to share the composer's credits for some of his songs, thus "cutting in"” on the royal-
ties of the sales. There seems to be a ray of hope here, however; whereas the music
industry of the 1940s was largely dominated by the publishers and superstar personali-
ties, the industry today sees much more power in the hands of the artists themselves.

What has happened to American jazz since Feather arrived in New York in 19357
This art form has attracted a worldwide audience. No longer owned only by Americans
jazz has been eagerly embraced and developed internationally, thanks to recordings,
radio broadcasts, magazines, concert tours, and festivals. The emotional appeal of
jazz brings together men and women from vastly different cultures.

In addition to his narrative, Feather provides 16 pages of photos, 6 pages of
exhibits (historic concert bills and newspaper clippings), and copies of the lead sheets
for 14 of his songs. And if you are interested in the genesis of his three-volume
Encyclopedia of Jazz, you'll learn how that ambitious project developed.

Published by: Quartet Books, 27-29 Goodge St., London WIP 1FD England

(A resident of Madison, Wisconsin, Paul Baker also writes for Be-Bop & Beyond. We
are pleased to welcome Paul as a contributor to the Jazz Journal.)
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hands have never been retarded by
time.

) p

Magic of Lionel Hampton Still Dazzling

By LEONARD FEATHER

urvival has been very much

on our minds this past week.

The loss of one hardy peren-
nigl, Woody Herman, reminded us
that the ranks are thinning: on the
other hand, Lionel Hampton's con-
eerLTuesday at the Ambassador in
Pasadena focused welcome atlen-
tion on the loughest survivor of
them all,

Hampton has been leading a
bapd, usvally a big one like his
present 17-man unil, for 47 years.
As =0 often happens, he has tended
to lean heavily on past successes
while incorporating a reasonable
queta of newer material,

More and more, the emphasis is
now placed on the leader; as long as
he stuck o the vi ¥
did during most of the first half, the
magit was still in brilliant and
dynamic evidence.

Hampton (s indomitable. As he

showed in a long solo on “Chero-
kee,” he can build his ideas magis-
terially while the band, riffing and
punctuating, supplies intermitient
support. But his real tour de force
was “Skylark,” performed simply
with the rhythm section. As he
moved from straight melody to
gimple variations to fierce flurries
of 16th notes, he seemed more than
ever in command of the instrument
he brought to the attention of the
jazz public more than half a century

ago.

Along with Hamp the vibra-
phonist, of course, there is Hamp
the entertainer and showman—
singing, scatting, taking his turns
at the drums, shouting ancient code
words like "Hey-baba-rebop” and
creating an atmosphere of sirnulat-
ed pandemonium.

Though the orchestra has be-
come more and more a backdrop
for these shenaniguns, there werea
couple of superior soloists among

into familiar

the seven or eight heard, notably
Joe Magnarelli on trumpet and
Cheryl Howard, who materialized
for the second half 1o sing two
Ellington numbers. A few unfamil-
jar arrangements were heard, with
John Qordon's trombone well
showeased in My Shining Hour,”

Asthe evening wore on, it lapsed
routines, from
‘s Boogie Woogie” to "Flyin’
*and “In the Meood.”" This
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- Trombonist Bill Watrous
-Sans Orchestra at the Loa

- By LEONARD FEATHER

ill Watrous, whose new al-
bum presents him in an elab-
orate orchestral setting, is

ings. He shines most

_ brightly in the delineation
: of a

L?dodymhas”&elhby

As he moves from thematic

Ron Eschete, the guitarist who
seems to be a semi-regular in this
room, achieved a commendable
blend of fire and finesse, of chords
m?k’sdnmemunes.mm.

er overextending himself
Regrettably, he did not announce
the two songs in his medley, “In
Love in Vain"” and “Stars Fell on
Alabama." Watrous also failed to
dentify his own specialty,
Noble's "The Touch of Your Lips.”
Tunes of this type, unfamiliar to
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