












































limited,” a phrase more exactly used almost anywhere
else. For if any special thing has hurt his commercial possi-
bilities, it is that he plays so many kinds of music and in so
many kinds of ways.

What Taylor might be accused of is the special failing
of being consistently different. It is an area hard to judge,
and that, in itself, quite understandably, calls up a special
wrath, or a special support.

involvement with Lennie Tristano in the early 1950s,
cast up hard against those who say jazz must be a la
a particular mode or a la a particular king.

No comparisons are meant, but it is interesting to spec-
ulate on the colossal failure that might have been Duke
Ellington’s if he had played only with a quartet. This would
have been so, not because of his failure necessarily, but
because larger musical ideas are more easily portrayed and
accepted when played by a large orchestra.

Not so strangely, Taylor leans on Ellington when times
are bad. (“I play Ellington and decide things are all right.”)
Not so strangely because Cecil is more closely allied to
Ellington and to Thelonious Monk (which means also to
Jimmy Yancey) than most of his detractors realize. His
interest in and studies of such contemporary composers as
Igor Stravinsky and Bela Bartok have made him a prey of
those who guard jazz with vestal-virgin care. It has clouded
the issue. Percussive, dissonant, and highly personal as his
playing may be, those are words only expressing the tech-
nique, the way of playing, not the content of what he plays.

His friend, and bassist, Buell Neidlinger, says that the
techniques “may produce playing sounding like some Stra-
vinsky piano music,” but the main source of material is
from the blues.

In the main, Taylor agrees with this, but he said that he
feels his music, certainly blues-oriented, represents New
York City, “the energy that built these ugly buildings. Well,
they’re dirty, so they look ugly—I never realized how lovely
Carnegie Hall was until they cleaned it. And the tempo
and the people . . . well, they’re here, but most of them
have been beaten by the system. The most interesting ones
are those who fill you with surprise, not necessarily charm-
ing, and it's hard to find those who are not destructive.”

The third factor in the unemployment is caused by his
fellow musicians. This is not a paranoid, judgment. Taylor
does not talk about it, but he knows that many musicians
strongly dislike the way he plays, and he knows clubowners
and record executives are strongly influenced by what mu-
sicians say. He knows he has been hurt by this, and he
considers it only another irritant in the major battle. “The
hardest thing about being original is trying to stay alive,”
he said. '

HE Is, AND I feel this from my own, and often negative,

little breaks every five years or so.” Or, “Cliques are

comforting, but deadening.” Or, “Monk is a hero and
a teacher of mine, even though we don’t talk.” And, “I
watch a musician’s body movements to see whether the
feeling is real.” Or, “The Charlie Parker story today is like
the old-time New Orleans brothel story. Why not tell the
rest, the real evaluation, that he was a modern Negro,
reflecting the tremors of society?” )

Cryptic he is, and enigmatic. He is not inclined to talk
about his past. His friends say that they know of at least
five different birthdates he has assigned himself. According
to Leonard Feather's Encyclopedia of Jazz, he was born in
New York City, March 15, 1933, studied privately and
at the New York College of Music and the New England
Conservatory.

According to Taylor, he has been playing piano since he
was 5, comes from a family (there is some familial rela-
tionship with drummer Sonny Greer) that was always tak-
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TAYLOR OFTEN deals in such cryptic phrases as, “We get -

ing him to hear music (his father plays guitar and knows
old-fashioned shouts).

According to Neidlinger, who has been a one-man pub-
licity force for Taylor since 1955, there is much more.
Before he had met the pianist, Neidlinger worked with the
late Oran (Hot Lips) Page, Kansas City trumpeter who was
fronting a Dixieland group. Taylor had worked in an
earlier Page group. Neidlinger recalled that Page kept telling
about “that strange piano player I hired once.”

Since he has met him, Neidlinger has noted that Taylor
reads a great deal—mostly sociology and philosophy—Tlives
on very little (“takes jobs in department stores sometimes
when things are very rough”), walks through New York a
great deal, has friends from all walks of life, likes cats and
spicy foods (last month he was hospitalized with an ulcer
condition), writes quality prose, and is very interested in
theater and dance. (Taylor accompanied The Connection
for five weeks late last year. Buell says his playing should
have been recorded: “It was fantastic . . . it overpowered
the generally weak play.”)

Taylor readily acknowledges his involvement with dancers
and actors (he introduces thematic material in a way that
reminds me of a play), although he limits that interest to
those who are “as involved with improvisation as we are.”

UT HIS major involvement, of course, is with music. He
B doesn’t study formally anymore, but he does practice

hours each day and devotes much of the rest of his
time to composition. He has made himself a concise and
purposeful work world. He is like a monk, but without a
cloister, or, perhaps the cloister is his outer-self, and within
the gates, besides his daily sacrifices, he has the time and
need to meditate. Those thoughts are as much an explana-
tion of his music as anything could be. In fact, they sound
like the music itself. Following is a condensation of several
conversations:

“The pride in playing has been lacking since 1955. Now
jazz is recognized as a money maker. Now the young Negro
musician can play it safe. Right now, in that place we were
talking about, there are two groups. They're playing exactly
the same way; even the same tunes. All the people I've
admired always play hard. When they don’t, it's because
they can’t. So you wait; wait for Duke, Coltrane, Ornette’s
group and Ornette, Monk and Miles, those people and
Billie Holiday. You wait, and when they do, it's worth
waiting for.

“I think we frighten some people. I know that they work
harder when we are playing opposite them. You know,
music isn’t only supposed to satisfy you. It’s also work. If
it intimidates you, that’s good, too. That makes you work
harder. But I haven’t heard anything for a long time that
intimidated me, frightened me. I should explain that. Music
that does that is my fault. It means I've forgotten my ears.
It makes me angry, not afraid—angry because / couldn’t
hear it.

“The first modern pianist who made any impression on
me was Dodo Marmarosa, with Barnet. In 1951, I heard
Tatum, Silver, Peterson, and Powell. Oh, I guess Bud was
the first. He and Dodo were the first I heard. Then I heard
lots of Tristano, Mary Lou Williams, and Brubeck. Brubeck
made an impression because of the horizontal approach he
made, the harmonic sounds, the rhythm—not so jazz ori-
ented, but academic. What I said before about music being
your whole life is germane here. ‘You can’t expect Dave
Brubeck, who grew up in a rural area, to play like a guy
from 118th St.

“In any case, the greatness in jazz occurs because it
includes all the mores and folkways of Negroes during the
last 50 years. No, don’t tell me that living in the same kind
of environment is enough. You don’t have the same kind
of cultural difficulties I do. I admire someone like Zoot












By JOHN TYNAN

Four acquaintances were having lunch in a Hollywood
restaurant, and during the course of the meal, the con-
versation got to the subject of Steve Allen, first in terms of
his musical proclivities and then in a broader sense.

“What the hell happened to him, anyway?” said Al, who
makes his living as a music editor in one of the major studios.

There was silence at the table for a moment, because Al
was not actually asking a question. In that moment all four
undoubtedly were thinking of Allen’s continuing outspoken
position on, for example, the execution of Caryl Chessman
or on the National Committee for a Sane Nuclear Policy
(SANE), which Sen. James O. Eastland (D-Miss.), chair-
man of the Senate judiciary committee has declared was
being infiltrated by Communists.

What Al really meant he put into words a little later after
another person in the lunch group, a movie composer, com-
mented on the circumstances surrounding the dropping of
Allen’s weekly television show last year. It has been widely
bandied in the entertainment industry that Allen lost his
program because of his public stands on Chessman, SANE,
and similar issues. The sponsor, it is alleged, couldn't digest
that kind of strong meat even though served by so proved a
TV salesman as Allen.

“I may seem old-fashioned,” said Al, “but in my opinion
it's not an entertainer’s business to get involved in matters
like capital punishment or our nuclear policy. Allen is a
public figure, a celebrity. He should’ve kept quiet.”

Al had stated a position on a matter that is a basic issue
confronting all responsible persons in the entertainment in-
dustry: is it the place of the actor, the singer, the musician
to entertain and uplift the public by his or her art but to
ignore broad social issues of our time?

Because multitalented Steve Allen is probably uniquely
representative of the entertainment industry today and be-
cause he has become a center of dispute regarding this ques-
tion, the answer to “What happened to Steve Allen?” was
sought from the man himself,

Wearing an old blue-and-white robe, his hair still rum-

pled from sleeping, Allen greeted the early Las Vegas,
Nev., afternoon with the morning-after huskiness of a man
who has stayed up too late.

Allen had had good reason to linger into the desert dawn.
The night before, the Flamingo Hotel had seen the opening
of his stage show, a variety romp co-starring his wife,
Jayne Meadows, that was paying the entertainer $35,000 a
week for its month-long run. Whatever had “happened to
Steve Allen” was not what could be termed financial disaster.

As the subject of his television troubles was broached, it
was recalled how consistently he had programed good music
and regularly featured jazz musicians in choice spots on the
program. Allen’s affinity for jazz and its exponents extends
beyond the faddishness of many other show-business figures.
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He denied that he had been forced off television, as trade
gossip had it. “There definitely was a problem with the Chrys-
ler-Plymouth people,” he admitted, “but there was no par-
ticular problem with NBC—they merely felt they couldn’t
sell the show.”

Nor did he feel his problem with the sponsor could be
laid solely to his activity in SANE; his opposition to capital
punishment, he said, notably in the Chessman case, also mili-
tated against him in the opinion of Chrysler-Plymouth execu-
tives.

“It’s remarkable,” he commented, “what effect a few let-
ters of protest can have on the men who run corporations
that sponsor TV programs.”

Allen’s crisis with the sponsor and NBC did not develop
overnight, however. In his autobiography, Mark It and Strike
It, Allen reveals the difficulties arose initially in November,
1959, when he became affiliated with the SANE committee.

Publication of a feature story by a Hearst newspaperman
on Oct. 31 of that year attempting to link Allen and others
with what headlines labeled pro-Reds “caused considerable
consternation among officers of the Plymouth division of the
Chrysler Corp.,” he said. After an investigation of SANE
by the sponsor, according to Allen, the organization was
found to be untainted by Communists. Still, the sponsor pro-
tested and there ensued an uneasy truce between star and
bankroller.

Allen’s association with an amicus curiae brief seeking
clemency for Chessman resulted in further mutual irritation.
The SANE issue once more raised its controversial head.
Allen began receiving letters accusing him of being a Com-
munist, a pink, and a dupe of the Reds. Finally, there was
the bitter dispute about production of a special television
program conceived by Allen, to be titled Meeting of Minds,
a round-table discussion revolving about world problems in
which the words of great thinkers through the ages would
be spoken by actors portraying philosophers ranging from St.
Thomas Aquinas to Ralph Waldo Emerson. After a legal
battle with NBC, the program died aborning.

Allen’s stormy relationship with sponsor and network led
to the end of their association and the end, for the moment,
of Allen as a network television personality.

Allen said he then began receiving letters of sympathy
from admirers protesting the attitude of his antagonists.
He appreciated the sentiments expressed in his behalf, par-
ticularly so because his correspondents “seemed to have
gotten the impression that I gave up a lot of money and
a livelihood and all the rest of it.”

But “I never gave up all that,” he said with a smile.

After a year’s absence, the Steve Allen Show, hewing
to the comedy-variety format that proved successful in the
past, once again is being televised on Wednesday evenings
over the American Broadcasting Co. network. The unre!uc-
tant sponsors include the Pepsi-Cola Co. and the United









record reviews__

Records are reviewed by Don DeMicheal, Gilbert M. Erskine, Leonard G. Feather, Ira Gitler, Barbara Gardner, Ralph J. Gleason, Don Henahan,
Frank Kofsky, Bill Mathieu, John A. Tynan, Pete Welding, Martin Williams, and John S. Wilson. Reviews are initialed by the writers,

Ratings are: % % % % % excellent, % % % % very good,

%* % % good, * % fair, % poor.

CLASSICS

Farrell/Verdi - )
EILEEN FARRELL IN VERDI ARIAS —
Columbia ML-5654 and MS-6254: Ritorna vinci-
tor from Aida; Ma dall’arida stelo from Masked
Ball; Salce, salce from Otello; Come in quest'ora
bruna from - Simon Boccanegra; Tacea la notte/
D'amor sull'ali rosee from Il Trovatore; Pace,
pace, mio Dio from Lo Forza del Destino.
Personnel: Eileen Farrell, soprano; Columbia
Symphony Orchestra, Max Rudolf, conductor.

Rating: % % %

Miss Farrell comes a good deal closer
to the mark in- these. heavy-to-lightheavy-
weight arias than she did in her recent
Puccini enterprise. -

Especially suited to her considerable tal-
ent are Pace, pace, mio Dio and Ritorna
vincitor, which she delivers in lusty tones.

Some of the other selections, however,
find her out of her interpretative depth.
The Willow Song and Ave Maria from
Otello provide an opportunity for a wide
variety of emotional and vocal nuances
(resignation, fear, reverence, childlike
reminiscence, and many more), but Miss
Farrell, while making acceptable sounds
in most places, seems not to comprehend
what she is singing about. In dismissing
her maid, Emilia, she does sound convinc-
ing, but here she resorts to a particularly
hard and ugly tone that dilutes the effect
greatly.

Unless this recording was done at a
time when Miss Farrell was not up to
par, it would seem that her voice is be-
coming less pliant in many places and
considerably harsher in forte than it was
a few seasons ago. '

It also is more and more evident how
much she relies on a few vocal effects,
such as a sudden darkening of tone owing
to chest vibrato, a la Maria Callas. So
few voices of this potential come along
that one cannot help being annoyed to
hear Miss Farrell’s being used so fre-
quently with little imagination. (D.H.)

David Nadien

THE VIRTUOSO VIOLINIST—Kapp KC-9060
and KC-9060-S: Sclerso-Tarantelle, Op. 16, by
Wieniawski; Habanera, Op. 21, No. 2, Zapateado,
0p. 23, Caprice Basque, Op. 24, Introduction and
Tarantelle, by Sarasate; Caprice No. 20 in D,
0p. 1 (Kreisler arrangement), Moto Perpetuo,
0p. 11, by Paganini; Largo, by Verachini; Praeld-

diam and Allegro, Recitative and Scherzo, 0p. 6,
by Kreisler; Regrets, Op. 40, by Vieuxtemps;
Variations on a Theme by Corelli (Kreisler ar-
rangement), by Tartihi,

Personnel: Nadien, violin; Boris Barere, piano.

Ratind: % % % %

George Bernard Shaw, who was an
astute music critic in his younger days,
once wrote, “I am always inclined to be-
lieve in a violinist who can play Wieniaw-
ski. Beethoven and Mendelssohn were
great composers of music for the violin,
but Wieniawski was a great composer of
violin music. There is all the difference in
the world between the two.”

All the music on this record is violin
music, unashamedly so, and I must say
that after several listenings, I firmly be-
lieve in Nadien. His success with the
Paganini Caprice No. 20 alone would put
him at the head of the class. But he is
no mere athlete, oblivious to the beauties
of the tone and phrasing. His gods, ob-
viously, are Kreisler and Heifetz, which
means that he is not of the tribe of
scratchers and whiners.

As it stands, this is an exceptional
group of performances of incredibly diffi-
cult pieces. In several places, however,

-what sounds like faulty tape splicing sug-

gests that artistry has gone into the engi-
neering as well as the bowing and finger-
ing. (D.H)

Schumann/Bernstein
SCHUMANN — Columbia ML.5656, MS-6256:
Symphony No. 4 in D Minor, Op. 120; Manfred
Overtare.
. Peru:nnel: New Yor}( Philharmonic Orchestra,

d Ber:
Rating: % % %

Schumann’s orchestrations have been
doctored by everyone and his concertmas-
ter for more than a century, beginning
with Von Bulow. ,

While there is some excuse for correct-
ing Schumann’s most flagrant lapses or
miscalculations, nmany existing versions of
his scores are far from faithful 10 his
intentions. Bernsfein goes back to what
is called the “original orchestration” for
this record, actually Schumann’s own final
revision of 1851 (the first version included

-such romantic experiments as a guitar

part in the slow movement).

The surprising thing is that the 1851
scoring is not nearly so ineffective as
generations of conductors have thought,
at least in Bernstéin’s hands. He no doubt
has had to balance choirs delicately, and
be careful with accents, but the result is
not the amateurish botch that tinkerers
like Gustav Mahler contended.

The performance, which is not inti-
mately miked (perhaps that is part of the
secret of its success), sings out Schu-
mann’s themes lustily and dances when
it ought to. A good Bernsteiny interpreta-
tion of a fine Romantic score.  (D.H.)

Sweet Emma Barrett

SWEET EMMA AND HER DIXIELAND
BOYS—Riverside 364: Bill Bailey; Chinatown;
Down in Honky Tonk Town; The Bell Gal's
Careless Blues; I Ain’t Gonna Give Nobody
None of This Jelly Roll; Just a Little W hile to
Stay Here; Tishomingo Blues; When the Saints
Go Marching In.

2

Personnel: Miss Barrett, piano; Percy Hum-
phrey, trumpet; Jim Robinson, trombone; Willie
Humphrey, clarinet; Emanuel Sayles, _banjo,
guitar; McNeal Breaux, bass; Josiah Frasier,

drums. .
Rating: % % %

Although this band has touches of Bour-
bon St. blare—a particular kind of monot-
ony and noise devised for the New Orleans
tourist—there is much that is of interest
in this album. Most of the playing is pre-
dictable, although in W. Humphrey's clar-
inet and Robinson’s trombone, and oc-
casionally in Sayles guitar work, there are
moments of ear-pricking surprise.

Willie Humphrey, who was ‘in Chicago
with King Oliver before the Creole Jazz
Band was formed, has a fine, clean style
in the Jimmy Noone-Lorenzo Trio tradi-
tion. With this in mind it is curious that
he builds his elegiac chorus on Careless
Blues with phrasing typical of Johnny
Dodds. His ensemble playing is very good.

Robinson’s gutty tailgate kicks as it al-
ways has, and his sense of timing, which
was never bad, seems even to have gotten
better. All things considered, he is probably
the top man for tailgate ensemble trom-
bone; and, if his solo work is not as inter-
esting, he shows, as on Just a Little While,
that he can be formidable when he puts
his heart to it.

Percy Humphrey, on the other hand, has
a grating tone and a manner of playing
that seems to me merely to simulate hot-
ness. More than anyone else, he seems to
have been affected by the stifling boredom
that comes from playing continuously for
an undemanding, uncomprehending audi-
ence.

Miss Barrett, a product of top Negro
bands in New Orleans of the '20s and ’30s,
plays and sings adequately. Sayles plays
banjo on most of the tracks, but when he
switches to guitar, he finds his best groove.
His guitar solo on Tishomingo is one of
the high points of the album.
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With some changes in programing and
personnel this group could make an out-
standing album. (G.M.E.)

Walter Bishop Jr.

SPBAK LOW—Jazztime 002: Sometimes I'm
Happy; Blues in the Closet; Green Dolphin
Street; Alone Together; Milestones; Speak {.ow.

Personnel: Bishop, piano; Jimmy Garrisen,
bass; G. T. Hogan, drums.

Rating: % % % % .

The production and packaging of this
album is one of the sloppiest jobs I've
seen this year. The polite thing to say
about this is that “you can't judge a, etc.
. . . ” Generally, though, any company' al-
lowing such slipshod work to go uncor-
rected on the exterior pays little attention
to that inside. Bishop is the victim here—
a pity, for this release contains, even so,
some of his best recorded efforts, discern-
ible through the inexpert engineering.

The uninformative notes contain several
errors. The recorded sound seems un-
necessarily diffuse. Either the trio was
separated too much in the studio or
there has been a bad job of mixing.
Bishop, Garrison, and Hogan lack that
tight unity, and this could have been de-
tected and corrected in the control room.

Bishop continues to develop his own
direction. He has two good hands, and
he uses them. He is able to build excite-
ment and release it, as in Closet. He
also can sustain a high level of movement,
and he exhibits good pacing, as in Mile-
Stones.

Garrison soon should emerge as a
contributing bassist. His performance here
is commendable throughout and startling
in spots. :

Hogan relies on his brushes, something
many drummers are doing with increas-
ing frequency. He uses the overworked
rim-shot technique for a change of pace.
There is no denying that ke handles both
with some skill. There are moments, how-
ever, when I feel a oneness of mind with
an established percussionist, who expressed
the wish that most drummers leave ex-
cessive rim shots to Philly Joe Jones.

The material here is varied and fresh.
The individual performances are fine.
There is evidence of preparation for this
recording on the part of the musicians,
but they could have been presented much
better. . - (B.G.)

Ray Charles

THE GENIUS AFTER HOURS — Atlantic
1369: 7he Genias after Hoars; Ain't Misbebavin';
Dawn Ray; Joy Ride; Hornfal Soaul; The Man 1
Love; Charlesville; Music, Masic, Masic.

Personnel: Charles, pisno; David Newman,
tenor saxophone; Emmott Dennis, baritono saxo-
phone; John Huant, Joseph Bridgewster, trumpots ;
l}oosovelt Sheffield or Oscar Pettiford, bass; Wil-
liam Pecples or Joo Harris, drums.

Rating: % % & % %

If one picture is worth a thousand
words, then one Ray Charles LP fs cer-
ramly_worth a hundred of those ersatz
soul items now so heavily upon us.
Chax:les is, as Ralph -Gleason so accurately
put it, Mr. Soul himself.

With Charles, as with Miles Davis, how
he does it is at least as important as what
is being done. Still, a survey of his in-
strumental work (there are no vocals in
this album) refutes the often-held assump-
u:on that soul can be equated with primi-
tiveness. A typical blues line laid down
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by Charles may not have harmonjc com-
plexity of a 12-tone composition, but
rhythmically it is a very highly sophis-
ticated body of music; - .

As Leonard Feather points out in an
excellent and informative set of liner notes,
Charles is a jazz musician who also sings,
not the converse. It is hardly surprising,
then, that his piano solo on Man I Love
should here convey the same _profound
sense of sorrow and’ longing “that one
finds in his best ballad vocal performances,
such as Don't Let the Sun Catch You
Cryin" and Georgia -or My Mind.

For the rest, we have the kird of re-
laxed, good-feeling session the title indi-
cates: lot of piano-with-rhythm “blues and
a few solos by Newman and- Hunt. The
only thing that could be a bigger gas in
this groove is Charles recording ‘with his
own small band. I hopé we'll.get more of
that soon,- too. e ' "(F. K.)

Arnett Qobb ) 7 .

BALLADS BY COBB—Prostigo/Moodsville 143

Willow, Weep for Me; Harry Home; P.S. I Love

Yon; Blue and Sentimenta); Darn That Dream;

Z'hy Try to Change Me- Now?; Your Wonderful
ove. : -

Porsonnel: Cobb, tenor eaxophone; Red Gar-

land, .piano, celesto; Georgo Duvivier, bass; J. C.
Heard, drums. : .
Rating: % % %

In the hullabaloo and razzle-dazzle ex-
citement and exhibition of the Lionel
Hampton crew, the fact that Cobb was a
good tenor saxophonist was somehow lost
in the shuffle. He has never quite lived
down those roof-raising days and the time
when he was billed as the “World’s Wild-
est Tenor Man.” This album, however,
brings to the fore the hushed, velvety tone
and good taste so reminiscent of the best
horns in the Ben Webster tradition.

Perhaps it is because of a permanent
lease he has in Moodsville, but Garland
here is revealed as subdued and mellow.
He, Duvivier, and Heard conceive a com-
paratively tight and level background for
the saxophonist. :

Garland is particularly effective in his
accompanying role on Hurry Home. His
most touching and sensitive solo work is
in his opening passages of P.S. Although
Cobb is generally on an even, above-par
keel, he uses P.S. for a couple of his old
burps. Heard drags the beat in spots here.

There is a little too much relaxation in
Darn That Dream, and the tune begins
to lag. Some of the responsibility for this
lull must rest with Heard who drops the
tempo or plays just a fraction too far
behind the beat occasionally. ‘

The celeste was not particularly an in-

Steamin’ with the .

Art Blakey, A-Night in Ti i
Johnny Coles;: The Warm-So

Pee Wee Russell-Coleman Hawkins,
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Lionel Hampton;:(reissue) Swing Classics (RCA Victor 2318)
Montgomery Brothers, Grogve Yard (Riverside 326)
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¢ Miles Davis Quintet (Prestige 7200)
This Is Walt Dickerson (Prestige/New Jazz 8254)
Benny Golson, C}“gt(in’ with It (Prestige/New Jazz 8248)
Budd Johnson ang-the Four Brass Giants (Riverside 343)
Blue Mitchell, Smooth as- the. Wind (Riverside 367)
North Texas Lab.Band (90th Floor Records 904)
Charlie Parker, Bjrd Is Free ‘(Charlie Parker 401)
Bill Russo, Seven; Deadly Siiis (Roulette 52063) .
Various Artists, The Sou! .of:Jazz Percussion (Warwick 5003)
Randy Weston Live at the. Five Spot (United Artists 5066)

Big Joe Williams, (vocal) Piicy Woods Blues (Delmar 602)
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Pepper Adams-Donald Byrd, Out of This World (Warwick 2041)
Red Allen Plays King Oliver (Verve 1025)
isid (Blue Note 4049)
--Notind - (Epic 16015) -

Booker Ervin, That’s It! (Candid 8014)

Gigi Gryce, Remiriiscin’. (Meteury 20628) »

The Chico Hamilon SpeciglZtCGolumbia 1619)

Slide Hampton, Somethin’ Sanctified (Atlantic 1362)

Al Hibbler Sings'?ﬁ‘; Blues (¥pgal) (Reprise 9-2005)

John Lee Hooker Plays and 'Sings the Blues (vocal) (Chess 1454)

Lightnin' Hopkins, (vocal) Lightning Strikes Again (Dart 8000)

" Jazz Renaissance Quintet, Movin' Easy (Mercury 20605)

Dave Newman, S(ral;}ht Aliéad: (Atlantic '1366)

Django Reinhardt, Djangology - {(RCA Victor 2319) :
] Jazz Reunion (Candid 8020)
B. K. Turner, (vocal) Black Ace (Arhoolie 1003)

Lem Winchester, With Feeling "(Prestige/Moodsville 11)
Ben Webster, The'Warm =Mogds-(Reprise 2001)
Phil Woods, Rights of Swing "(Candid 8016)
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teresting addition. With Garland’s slivery,
shimmering pianistic approach, he pro-
duces a much more “heavenly” effect at
the piano.

Willow swings loosely and well. Du-
vivier turns in a fine, steadying job here.
And for more hushed and appealing Cobb,
Sentimental is recommended.

This album comprises ballads, and for
this reason, no adequate measure can be
taken of Cobb’s handling of the up tunes.
This area is important, for it is in this
tempo that he is most guilty of lapsing
into honks and squeals. Should Cobb
produce an up-tempo album approximat-
ing the conviction and simple mastery dis-
played in this area, it would increase his
chances for recognition of his prowess.

(B.G)

Firehouse Five Plus Two

AROUND THE WORLD—Good Time Jazz
12044: Isle of Capri; Japanese Sandman; Hin-
dustan; Panama; When Irish Eyes Are Smiling;
China Boy; Russian Lulloby; Sheik of Araby; It
Happened in Monterey; Lady of Spain; My Little
Grass Shock in Kealakekua, Hawaii; California,
Here I Come.

Porsonnel: Danny Alguire, trumpet; Ward Kim-
ball, trombone; Georde Probert, clarinet, soprano
saxophone; Frank Thomas, piano; Dick Roberts,
banjo; Don Kineh or George Bruns, tuba; Eddie
Forrest, drums.

Rating: % % * %

When the Firehouse Five started out in
the late '40s, they were presented and
accepted as a good-time band, playing
strictly for fun and with no inhibitions
about decorating their work with musical
gags, as opposed to the solemnity of the
serious traditional revivalists.

Now, ironically, most of the dedicated
revivalists have lumbered off to obscurity,
the lighter-minded Dixielanders have
diluted themselves to a numbing diet of
banal clichés, and the Firehouse Five,
without changing their basic policy notice-
ably, have become one of the more spark-
ling traditional bands around. '

This is a fine ensemble band with an
excellent lead trumpet in Alguire and a
rhythm section that has weight but is not,
as so many tuba-infested rhythm sections
have been, muscle bound. It moves lightly,
largely because Kinch has an easy, fluent
way with a tuba.

Alguire, a crisp, versatile soloist, shares
most of the solo work with Probert, who
has a lively and personal (i.e., non-Sidney
Bechet) style on soprano saxophone.

The tunes are tied to the around-the-
world gimmick, which proves serviceable
up to a point. But even the bright ardor
of the Firemen is finally dampened by
Monterey, Lady of Spain, and Little Grass
Shack. ~ J.sw.)

Don Goldie
BRILLIANT !—Argo 4010: Soon; I'll
Around; Hand Me Down My l‘;},:lkln' Bluf::
Someday You'll Be Sorry; Look for the Silver
Lining; Strattin’ with = Some Barbecue; 'Tis
Autamn; Toy Trumpet; Do You Kmow What It

Zl':a'n.;” :? Miss New Orleans?; They Didu't Be-

Personncl: Goldie, trumpet; Eddie Higgins
piano; Fred Rundquist, itar; Ri .
Boes: Jiomes Cob'I'). q‘\’l::m..gmtur, Richard Evans,

Rating: % % +*

Emerging from the somewhat limiting
surropndings of Jack Teagarden's group,
Goldie §hows oft various facets of his
clean, singing trumpet work in this col-
lection.

He has a beautiful, lustrous, open tone,
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a crisp muted style and an easy, pleasant
fluency.

Unfortunately, a series of relatively
straightforward, unadorned trumpet solos,
even played as capably as these are, begins
to pall before the first side has been
played through. Another horn or two
would have made a great deal of differ-
ence and, one suspects, would have given
Goldie a more effective showcase.

(J.SW.)

Percy Humphrey .

CRESEENT CITY JOYMAKERS — Riverside
378: Milneberg Joys; Over in Gloryland; Lone-
some Road; We Shall Walk Through the Streets
of the City; Weary Blues; Bucket's Got a Hole
in It; Al the Gals Like the Way | Ride; Rip Em
Up, Joe.

Personnel: Humphrey, trumpet; Louis Nelson,
trombone; Albert Burbank, clarinet; Emanuel
Sayles, banjo, guitar; Louis James, bass; Josish
Fraiser, drums.

. Rating: % % % %

Burbgnk is, to my mind, the most
moving and exciting clarinetist playing
today. His slightly sour-toned, agitated
flights bristle through these performances,
bubbling around the ensembles and leap-
ing -out into slashing, searing solos that
jump with vitality. But although Burbank
is the most consistently interesting man in
this group, Humphrey's dark-toned, caus-
tic trumpet serves as a strong balancing
voice and sparks some wonderfully lusty
ensembles.

Nelson’s smooth-voiced trombone seems
relatively subdued in the electric company
of Burbank and Humphrey, although he
fits in well in the more reflective approach
to Lonesome Road. On this piece, inci-
dentally, Sayles takes a lovely chorded
solo on unamplified guitar (he plays banjo
on all the other selections except Bucker's
Got-a Hole in It, on which his guitar solo
is a charming single-string development).

Humphrey may well be the best of the
current New Orleans trumpeters (he has
great driving power but is sometimes slap-
dash), but even he is overshadowed in this
set by the unfailing brilliance of Burbank.

(J.S.wW.)

The Jazztet

THE JAZZTET AND JOHN LEWIS—Argo
684: Bel; Milani; Djaugo; New York 19; 2 De-
grees East, 3 Degrees West; Odds against To-
morrow.

Personnel: Art Farmer, trumpet; Thomas Me-
Intosh, trombone; Benny Golson, tenor saxo-
hone; Cedar Walton,~piano; Thomas Williams,
ass; Albert Heath, drums.

Rating: % & % *

Lewis wrote the arrangements of his
own compositions and conducted the Jazz-
tet in -its performances of them on this
disc. Except for Bel, written for this album
and a - slight framework for a series of
solos, all the pieces are familiar Lewis
works.

The most interesting, from the point of
view of Lewis’ chapges in interpretation,
is Django, which is played considerably
faster than the Modern Jazz Quartet takes
it (even though the MJQ has also speeded
it up slightly over the years). In this new
treatment, it emerges as a fiery perform-
ance instead of the swingingly reflective
piece that the MJQ makes of it.

Golson and Farmer have strong solos
that build in intensity over the urgent
background Lewis has written. It is a
more overtly exciting piece in this form,

but the very elements that help to create -

that excitement drain Django of the in-
dividuality it once had.

Aside from Django, this is a quiet, sub-
dued collection, spotted with pleasant en-
semble writing and brightened by some of
the most consistently warm and thoughtful
solos that Golson and Farmer have re-
corded as members of the Jazztet.

Yet, because so much of it is on one
level, the set gives off a rather pallid feel-
ing that even the emotionally strong
playing of Golson and Farmer cannot
completely dissipate. J.S.W.)

Peter Ind

LOOKING OUT—Wave 1: Blues at the Den;
Arak; Yesterdays; Renee; Love Me or Leave
Me; Patricia; Double Bass Blues; Ind-Imp.

Personnel: Ind, bass; Roonnie Ball or Sal Mosca,
piano; Al Schackman or Joe Puma, guitar; Dick
Scott, drums. Sheila Jordan, vocal.

Rating: % % % %

This album is refreshing because it is
not a “commercial” record as such but
an obvious labor of love. It is the first
issue of a new company headed by bassist-
recording engineer Ind, and while not
calculated to blow any walls down, it
does contain some superlative moments
and, in general, is a diversified, diverting
excursion.

Several of the players involved come
from the Lennie Tristano school. Ind and
Ball, emigres from England in the early
'50s, studied with Tristano as did New
Yorker Mosca. All have played with Lee
Konitz at one time or another. Scott
also has worked with Tristano and Konitz.
.. Both pianists (each has a track to him-
self) were once strongly influenced by
Tristano but, as these selections show,
now are individuals. Mosca does have
some traces left, and this is not bad either.

Ball plays some rich blues with several
piquant high spots on Den, recorded live
at that now-defunct night club. Ind and
Shackman also sound very good here.

Mosca's feature, Love Mc¢ or Leave

“Me, is-the longest track in the album.

He develops his solo well, in a completely
improvised manner. Ind's solo has good
ideas but sounds muddy. He is cleaner
in the exchanges with Scott.

One track is given over to singer Sheila
Jordan. Although she has performed more
impressively in person,..Yesterdays indi-
cates how personal and intimate her style
is. Her timbre and inflection mark her
as a jazz singer who could be very im-
portant. Both she and Mosca deserve
record dates of their ewn.

The only tangible link to Tristano on
this record is the  overdubbing -technique
used by Ind in his self-duets on Arak,
Patricia, Double Bass, and Ind-Imp. The
idea comes from the experiments with tape
that Tristano did in his Atlantic album
of several years ago. One bass plays the
rhythm while Ind's other bass is a speeded-
up recording of an improvised line. This
sounds like a cello. I doubt if he could
improvise with the same dexterity if he
were actually playing at the tempos rep-
resented by the speeded-up tape, but the
results are worthwhile even if the method
is questionable.

Renee is a straight bass solo backed
by Puma's rhythm guitar.

In some ways, this album is a peek
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	COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB now offers a brand-new selection of
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	down bea

	LOVE, HATE, AND JAZZ
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	record reviews	

	CLASSICS

	JAZZ


	Every album should have its own story to tell...

	Wes Montgomery: So Much Guitar!

	Bill Evans Trio: Sunday at the Village Vanguard

	Elmo Hope: Homecoming

	The Trio (Gaylor, Norris and Bean)

	Dick Morgan: Settlin’ In



	major new albums on JAZZLAND ...the label that’s really growing

	M JOHN COLTRANE

	great jazz on jazzland...
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	ANDRE PREVIN

	The Records
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	STEEL DRUM

	PLAYING AROUND //

	’’Now here’s a musical team
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	and



	SHELLY MANNE
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