





















































is formed through interaction with other people, the
mood and tone of the Silver group was formed through
interaction of the five individual members.

The major problem in the begining was stabilizing the
group; but the pianist reflected on the situation phil-
osophically:

“Well, it taught me one thing—that nobody is in-
dispensable. It was rough, but I made it. And there was
never any hard feelings when the cats split. I just
couldn’t pay much bread in the beginning.”

This attitude contributed even more to the widely
spreading opinion that Brother Horace was a “beautiful
cat.” For almost two years the quintet escaped heavy-
weight critical analysis. By 1958, however, his reputa-
tion was well established among the musicians and lis-
teners who were becoming enamoured of a new “school
of music,” soon to be known as Soul music.

Jazz writers began looking through their thesauri
for new ways of saying “he’s a nice guy and what he’s
playing is exciting and all, but I'm not sure it is really
creative and original.”

For a time, there was a furor raging as to what was
really “soul” and what was just plain “stole.” Groups
sprung up under the soul banner, flourished briefly, and
faded away. By the end of 1961, it was evident that
“soul” as a movement had been corrupted, suffocated,
and killed. When the dust had settled, one group stood
as sound and firm as the good earth—the one belonging
to the nice guy, dubbed the “father-apparent” of the
style—the Horace Silver Quintet.

But Silver was being damned with faint praise.

Barry Ulanov categorized him as an “individualist of
skill in constructing figures of his own devising as well
as those of other musicians; one of the most distinguished
of the post-boppers.”

In describing the funky style as a regression, Martin
Williams, in 1958, credited Silver with directing the
movement and went on to say, “Piano styles, including
Silver’s, soon tended to degenerate into disconnected in-
terpolative four-bar fragments.”

“Limited,” suggested some writers; “sameness,” others
maintained.

Nor was criticism his only hindrance: Silver has had

. his share of frightening physical ailments.

Upon being examined for the Army, he was found to
have a curved spine. Until then he had dismissed an
occasional troublesome backache as merely a nuisance.
Even though he was classified 4F because of the ailment,
he attached little significance to it until about 18 months
later when pain and loss of nerve control struck with
alarming severity. This condition was treated and tempo-
rarily brought under control. Subsequently, a sprained
wrist and rheumatism almost spelled the loss of the use
of his hands.

Throughout his career, rumors of some hovering, dis-
abling ailment have buzzed 'round Silver. He has adopted
a tolerant attitude about it, however.

“No, I don’t mind talking about it,” he said. “Actually,
it's a bore that people are interested. And when I had
that problem with my hands in 1960, well, it was pretty
frightening, even to me. Fortunately I found a doctor
who could cool me out, and I'm straight now.”

And so rumors of illness notwithstanding, Silver con-
tinues to work 46 to 50 weeks a year, making two albums
a year, maintaining a group with few changes of per-
sonnel, apparently unaware that, according to most good-
guy-bad-guy :theories, he absolutely should not be mak-
ing it. In this period of a shrinking jazz market, the

Horace Silver Quintet is working steadily in this country
and preparing for a European tour in September.

INCE ITS INCEPTION in 1955, the Silver quintet has
s never substantially altered its style or concept. While
it is accurate to state that the Silver approach is blues-
based and is made up of surging, driving undertones
best described as “funky,” it would be erroneous to
suggest that Silver is a limited musician.

As a composer, he has demonstrated that he can be
melodic, tender, polyrhythmic—and, even, exotic. As a
pianist, he has a proclivity toward the blues, and this
underscores all his playing. But he is, at the same time,
a two-fisted pianist and attacks his instrument with a
vigor tempered with thorough musical knowledge.

There is no mistaking the ownership of the group. It
is a Horace Silver unit from first to last note. It re-
flects the leader’s driving, smoking intensity, but each
member contributes to that unit-feel.

This is neither an incidental nor accidental factor.
The many empty hours on the road are spent in band
rehearsals and practice. It is here that a group democracy
operates.

“Usually I bring in the new material—something I've
written,” Silver said. “Or sometimes one of the guys will
bring in something, and I tell them primarily what I
want. I always give them the freedom to elaborate on
the basic idea. We try all the ideas and suggestions and
finally come up with something that we all dig—you
know, something where everybody can say something
musically and still keep the same feeling.”

Seldom is a tune put into the book as it is first writ-
ten—or for that matter, as it was originally conceived.

“Writing is strange,” Silver suggested. “When you're
really trying to sit down and do something, nothing hap-
pens most of the time, but you can be just fooling around
and hit a chord, and it’ll start something that can turn
out to be pretty nice.”

Rehearsals are not haphazard, run-through occurrences.
The quintet members are expected to attend regularly, to
arrive promptly, and to settle down to work immediately.
Rehearsals are as exacting as a classroom theory hour.
Each member, including Silver, is like a student-teacher;
they all try experiments with and instruct each other. But
it does become the task of the leader to tie the lesson
together for the benefit of the group.

In performance, the group is a supreme example of
disciplined abandonent in music. While each soloist is
permitted blowing room, he is constantly aware of the
full, fast-paced arrangement moving with him, and usually
he works effectively within it. As with any creative art,
however, this technique is not 100 percent guaranteed.

“Some nights we just don’t have it,” Silver admitted.
“Looks like no matter what we do, it just won’t come
out the way we know it should. Then on other nights,
seems like everything we try comes out solid. Maybe
the people—the audience—has something to do with it.
You know, I like soulful joints; the people seem to let
go and enjoy the music. And you can kind of get a
groove going.”

If the group members learn the material well enough
and if luck is with them, they are able to reproduce
this groove on a record.

Silver plans far ahead for his recording sessions. He
cuts two albums of original material a year. He said he
feels that two is enough:

“If I'm lucky, we’re busy working and traveling, so I
really don’t have time to write anymore than that. And
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INSTRUMENTAL

Gene Ammons-Sonny Stitt  EEE—————

DIG HIM!—Argo 697: Red Sails in the Sun-
set; But Not for Me; A Pair of Red Pants;
We'll Be Together Again; A Mess; New Blues
Up and Down; My Foolish Heart; Headin’ West;
Autumn Leaves; Time on My Hands.

Personnel: Ammons, tenor saxophone; Stitt,
alto, tenor saxophones; John Huston, piano;
Charles Williams, bass; George Brown, drums.

Rating: % % % %

Here is one of the better Stitt-Ammons
collaborations on record.

Lester Young has influenced the tenor
styles of both men strongly, but they dif-
fer in some respects. For example, Stitt uses
the upper register more, and his lines are
generally more complex; Ammons has a
heavier sonority. Perhaps the high point
of the album is New Blues, an up-tempo
tune on which both men swing with
great vigor. (Near the end of the track
the wailing and screaming gets almost too
frantic.)

Autumn Leaves, taken at a bounce
tempo, has deeply felt solos by both men.
Stitt is particularly passionate.

As for individual highlights, Stitt plays
a strong solo on Sunset and contributes
some fine alto playing to Heart. Ammon’s
big, warm sound and straightforward ap-
proach serve him well on the ballads. His
Not for Me solo has fine momentum,
and he also builds well on ;Mess. (H.P.)

Eddie Baccus menssssm——

FEEL REAL—Smash 27029: Feel Real; Out of
Nowhere; Stranger on the Shore; Blues at Dawn;
A Breath in the Wind; Flight 464; Phoebe; In a
Minor Groove,

Personnel: Baccus, organ; Mose Fowler, guitar;
George Cook or Charles Crosby, drums; Theo-
shis Tonnis (Rolond Kirk), flute.

Rating: %+ % %

This album introduces Baccus as a
“sensational jazz organist.” The word “sen-
sational” means little in a society that
constantly resorts to superlatives in the
attempt to sell a product. It takes its place
nowadays alongside “colossal,” “stupend-
ous,” and all the other hyperbolic terms
that Hollywood and similar mercantile en-
terprises have overused to characterize tal-
ents in whom they have a computable
financial stake.

Baccus in this debut recording shows
little of the sensational in the true sense
of that word, but he does prove himself a
more astute and original performer than
many of his fellow jazz organists.

Liner-note writer Edith Kirk declares
that Baccus does not “fall victim to the
funky cliches, histrionics, or chomping
sounds which have been run into the
well-known ground by many organists.”
By and large, this is true. Feel, for ex-
ample, is a charging, churning, head-
shaking swinger that Baccus develops
primarily through single-note lines rather
than the huge, muddy gobs of chords
favored by most organ practitioners. His
work on Nowhere, 464, and Groove are
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equally deft and exhilarating.

Yet Baccus turns to the trick bag on
Breath and falls into sentimentality on
Phoebe. Breath features sound effects
which, presumably, are meant to simulate
breaths in the wind. In my view, these
mechanical exhalations are gratuitous and
only break the mood and continuity of
the piece. Kirk’s flute offers some relief
from the general ennui, but, over-all, the
performance arouses little response.

Dawn is a long (eight minutes) blues,
interesting in spots but monotonous for
the most part. Fowler provides much of
the appeal on this track. It is the only
tune on which he is given any room to
stretch out. He plays a disarmingly simple
line, free from pretension and completely
to the point. Elsewhere, he functions
mainly as rhythm guitar; Baccus is the
whole bottle of wine on this date. Indeed,
with that huge sound as the dominant
tonality. Fowler is felt more often than
heard. It is unfortunate that he wasn’t
allowed more solo time.

Cook and Crosby share third position
in the trio, and both provide fine support.
Since I am not familiar with their work,
I cannot report which of them plays on
what tune. (D.N.)

Elek Bacsik maeeessssssmn

JAZZ GUITARIST—Philips 600-079: Blue
Rondo a la Turk; Angel Eyes; God Child; Take
Five; Willow, Weep for Me; Opus de Funk;
My Old Flame; On Green Dolphin Street; Nue
ages; Milestones.

Personnel: Bacsik, guitar; Pierre Michelot or
Michel Gaudry, bass; Kenny Clarke or Daniel
Humair, drums.

Rating: % % *

Bacsik is hailed on the cover of this
LP as “the world’s greatest jazz guitarist.”
Nonsense.

This sort of exaggerated promotion is
unfair to Bacsik. He is a very good guitar-
ist. He plays strong, clean, single-string
lines. But he is an electrical electric guitar-
ist. That is, his sound is hard and cold
and might be the product of an astutely
punched IBM card. The warm-blooded
human being behind the guitar is rarely
made evident.

He is well ahead of the mechanical
marvels that infested U.S. guitar jazz in
the ’S0s, those clangorous single-string
virtuosi who made the guitar one of the
great bores of jazz, but he is still far
behind the new generation of guitarists—
Jim Hall, Charlie*Byrd, Bola Sete, and
such rediscovered charmers from the
acoustical days as Carl Kress—who have
emerged from that dismal period. (J.S.W.)

Maynard Ferguson s

THE NEW SOUNDS OF MAYNARD FER.
GUSON—Cameo Take the A Train;
Bossa Nova de Funk; Gravy WWaltz; Cherokee;
I'm Getting Sentimental over You; One O'Clock

Jump; At the Sound of the Trumpet; Maine
Bone; Watermelon Man; Danny Boy.
Personnel: Ferg t, valve tr

trump H
Rick Kiefer, Dusan Goykovitch, Nat Pavone',
trumpets; Don Dopne, Kenny Rupp, trombonesi,..

Lanny Morgan, Willie Maiden, Frank Vivari,

Ronnie Cuber, reeds; Mike Abene, piono; Linc
Milliman, bass; Rufus Jones, drums,

Rating: % % %

Ferguson has led one of the finest big
jazz bands for several years now, but the
excitement engendered by the group in
person rarely has been captured in the
recording studios. This LP, unfortunately,
is not an exception. True, there is musical
heat on this album, but there is that miss-
ing spark, that extra push, which is almost
always present at the band’s in-person
performances.

This album’s arrangements and pro-
gram "are less ambitious than other Fer-
guson recorded efforts, but this is more a
blessing than a drawback, since some of
the extended pieces the band has re-
corded border on the pretentious. This
playing to the galleries occurs only once
on this release—a melodramatic and, at
times, heavy reading of Danny Boy.. The
other arrangements come off much better,
with more emphasis on musical values than
crowd-pleasing ones.

To me, the best track is One O’Clock,
arranged by Don Sebesky and containing
outstanding solos. Sebesky writes par-
ticularly well for saxes, as evidenced by
the section’s soli following a brilliant, off-
the-wall piano solo by Abene. Tenorist
Vivari also solos well on this track, dis-
playing an ability to swing in the manner
of Zoot Sims. Ferguson plays two very
good solos, the first a driving, thrashing
one on valve trombone, the second a
soaring one over the full band.

Sebesky also scored A Train, and
again he has written deftly for the saxes.
In fact, the sax section plays extremely
well throughout the album, executing
difficult passages expertly. (The section
work of baritonist Cuber is worthy of
particular note, as are his hard-swinging
solos on Gravy and Sound, the first being
especially fiery.)

Maiden arranged Sound, Funk, and
Gravy, the first and third brass-rich,
Basieish scores. Funk is a medium-
tempoed original that is quite well done,
showing Maiden’s gift for composition
as well as for voicing instruments,

Maiden and Vivari split a chorus on
Funk, but neither gets much going especi-
ally when compared with the introspective,
melodic trumpet solo by Ferguson that
follows.

Maiden, in fact, emerges as a far more
exciting arranger than tenor saxophonist
on this record: his solos, particularly
those on the nonballad tracks, lack
spirit—or so it strikes my ears. His play-
ing on Danny and Sentimental, though,
is better in keeping with the subdued
nature of the compositions.

Speaking of Danny and Sentimental,
the notes fail to say who arranged them.
Sentimental is perhaps the finest arrange-


















with Grappelly. At their best, they merely
come close. (P.W.)

Ira Sullivan sessss——

BIRD LIVES!1—Vee Jay 3033: Klactoveedesed-
stene; In Other Words; Highlights of Shaw
*Nuff; Perhaps; Love Letters; Highlights of
Mohawk.

Personnel: Sullivan, trumpet, fluegelhorn; Nicky
Hill, tenor saxophone; Jodie Christian, piano;
Don Garrett, bass; Dorel Anderson or Wilbur
Campbell, drums.

Rating: % % % %

This tribute to Charlie Parker was re-
corded March 12, 1962, at Chicago’s Bird-
house. Sullivan’s Chicago Jazz Quintet did
well that night, as these grooves attest.

The music, with the exception of Words
and Letters, has the distinct advantage of
sounding nostalgic and up to date at the
same time. The five men manage to evoke
the feeling of the Parker groups of the
'40s with the sound and techniques of to-
day. Given the memorial nature of the
concert, this is a salutary achievement,
since Bird is remembered not only by
the occasion itself but also in the way the
tunes are played.

Every man on the date gets a chance
to offer his solo wares, and all acquit them-
selves honorably, particularly Garrett and
Campbell.

Garrett is one of the strong men on
this album as far as creativity. His potent
bass can be heard throughout, sounding
clearly through the other instruments yet
in no sense interfering with their play. His
intro to Words, on which he plays second
fiddle to the soloing Hill, sensitively uti-
lizes the “guitar” approach employed so
effectively by many of the more imagina-
tive bassists today. On this track, Hill com-
bines a sort of Getzian romantic concep-
tion with the “hard” sound of the Col-
traneites. It strikes the ear as odd but
good-odd. .

Garrett’'s Mohawk solo is a peach, car-
ried through by a harmonious marriage of
imagination and technique. If the bulk of
his work is of this caliber, he is patently a
bassist of the first rank.

Campbell, who follows Garrett to the
solo spotlight on Mohawk, proves that his
sticks need not apologize to the bassist’s
fingers. Drum solos, despite their thunder,
usually send me sleepybye; but Campbell’s
unflagging sense of continuity and variety
kept my interest to the last knock. Ander-
son, the drummer on three of the six
tunes, gives a fine account of himself on
Klacto.

Both Mohawk and Shaw 'Nuff are “high-
lights” excerpted from the tunes as they
were originally performed at the Bird-
house. The first consists largely of ‘the
Garrett and Campbell solos plus ensemble
play which, as in Klacto, strongly recalls
the Parker quintets of yore. ’Nuff is little
more than a teaser, albeit a satisfactory
one. It features Christian in a two minute-
plus piano solo that whets the appetite for
the more that never comes. The churn-
ing, rapid-fire comments of Christian build
the listener to a peak of interest only to
be let down by a quick trailoff and silence.

Leader Sullivan’s main solo lick is on
Letters. He comes on via fluegelhorn,
which seems now to be the official alter
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instrument of the trumpet fraternity. There
are moments when his control seems to
falter, but he digs considerable tenderness
from the ballad. Garrett again emerges
with laurels. (D.N.))

VOCAL

Teri Thornton EEEESEeSE——————

SOMEWHERE IN THE NIGHT—Dauntless
6306: Somewhere in the Night; I've Got Your
Number; There’s a Boat That's Leavin’ Soon for
New York; Lonely One;
Heart; Stormy Weather; I Believe in You; Mood
Indigo; Quizas, Quizas, Quizas; I've Got the
g’lorld on a String; Clap Yo' Hands; Serenade in

uo.

Personnel: unidentified orchestra, Larry Wil-
cox, conductor; Miss Thornton, vocals.

Rating: % % % *

There really must be something in the
Detroit air. Miss Thornton is yet another
native of the Motor City possessed of
striking musical talent. In her case, the
talent is a large one, indeed; with this
album she emerges as one of the best of
popular singers.

These days one may feel a bit self-
conscious in making such a statement.
The fact is that there is now almost a
plethora of top-flight female pop singers—
most of them jazz-oriented, as is Miss
Thornton—who have made their several
marks in the business during the last half-
decade or so. There are, for examples,
Pat Thomas, Betty Carter, Aretha Frank-
lin, and Ruth Price; that is hardly the full
list.

This takes nothing from Miss Thornton’s
gift. On the contrary, it bespeaks a minor
miracle in the music business today—
genuinely good, worthwhile talent can
gain exposure on recordings. Further, it
tends to disprove a frequent assertion that
this country’s young singers (Miss Thorn-
ton was born in 1936) have had their
taste and talents stultified by all the years
of rock-and-roll trash.

For this album, Miss Thornton is for-
tunate in having chosen for the title song
one of the best ballads of the day, a song
ironically given reason for being by a
television program, Naked City, the theme
of which is the melody by Billy May. And
Milt Raskin’s lyric complements the poi-
gnant melody to the fullest.

There is full-bodied contralto depth in
Miss Thornton’s voice and a sound that
can only be said to be reminiscent of a
combination of Sarah Vaughan and Car-
men McRae—an impressive parlay on any-
body’s turntable. Moreover, Miss Thornton
is unafraid to use the power of her voice
—to use it but also to control it.

Her selections here are, at times, sur-
prising. For example, how many singers
now choose to take on Stormy Weather?
And at a time when the show-bizzed-to-
distraction You've Got to Have Heart
appears confined to television musical
specials, arranger Wilcox saves the day
with a surprisingly apposite cha-cha-cha
beat, of all things. But it works.

The singer sticks her neck out a bit
by undertaking to lead off the second
side with the Frank Loesser reaffirmation
I Believe in You. This song was recently
(and to these ears, electrifyingly) cut by
Sarah Vaughan. The question is not
whether Miss Thornton’s version is better
but, rather, that she does such a convincing
job of it.

You've Got to Have

Other left-field, as it were, selections
include an utterly relaxed Indigo; a fresh-
sounding Quizas, thanks again to the
singer-arranger alliance; the hoary Clap
Yo' Hands, for which this listener can-
not make an allowance in the choice; and
the closing Serenade in Blue.

All in all, this is an auspicious album
by a singer surely destined for great
things. (J.AT.)

Nina Simone mssssss———————

NINA’S CHOICE—Colpix 443; Trouble in Mind;
Memphis in June; Cotton-Eyed Joe; Work Song;
Forbidden Frait; Little Liza Jane; Rags and Old
Iron; You Can Have Him; Just Say I Love Him.

Personnel: Miss Simooe, vocals, piano; other
personnel unideatified.

Rating: % % % %

Nina’s Choice—as the title indicates, a
compilation of tunes from Miss Simone’s
previous Colpix albums—only occasionally
manages to live up to its name.

Miss Simone is, I feel, a consummate
ballad interpreter, capable of infusing this
kind of song with dramatic intensity, mak-
ing it an intimate experience of great
power and warmth. Her Town Hall con-
cert recording of You Can Have Him in-
cluded here is such a performance, a
wonderfully shaped and moving example
of her balladic art at its most effective.
It is easily the best performance in this
set and is a far superior rendition of the
tune than Nancy Wilson's recent coy, man-
nered hit version. Yet, despite Miss Si-
mone’s superiority with this form, it and
the mazurka-like Just Say I Love Him (an
attractive minor mood, folkish number
that is marred by an overlong treatment,
inapposite humming, and a tedious guitar
solo) are the only two ballads included
in the album.

The remaining tracks are more or less
in the folk bag that Miss Simone likes to
dip into (and even Memphis is accorded
this kind of treatment). They are not
nearly so compelling as You Can Have
Him, though they do occasionally ignite
when all is going well, as happens on
Liza Jane. The selections range from a
rather dreary Trouble in Mind, recorded
at a Newport festival and hampered by
sodden rhythm; a Forbidden Fruit that is
overcute; a very pleasant Memphis that
shows off well the warm adenoidal quality
of her voice; a deliberately paced, rich,
and throaty Cotton-Eyed Joe; pieces like
Work Song and Rags and Old Iron, ener-
gized by her feeling for drama; and the
antiphonal Little Liza Jane, which mounts
in intensity due to her strongly rhythmic
phrasing.

Despite the fact that some of these
selections are location recordings, the ex-
citement and spiraling intensity that mark
Miss Simone’s in-person performances are
rarely captured. And it’s a shame that her
strong point—her superbly expressive bal-
Jad singing—was minimized in this album.
Add to this the ragged quality of her
accompaniments (most often electric gui-
tar, bass, and drums in addition to her
piano), poor recording balance (most of
the instruments, and this includes her
piano, sound as though they were recorded
at some distance from her voice) and the
over-all impact of this album is consider-
ably weakened. (P.W.)
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