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Ludwig...

totally modern
mn sound
and conceplt!

Slim, slick and full of sound . . . that’s the “Downbeat’ outfit.
This outfit goes anywhere . . . and in a hurry! Compact, dur-
able . . . it sets up ecasily, and knoeks down the same way. And
vet this “one nighter” incorporatesall the big Ludwig features.

The Ludwig “Downbeat’ outfit features the famous Supra-
Phonic 400 Snare Drum, the biggest selling drum in the world!
No other drum gives such vivid tonal definition, such brilliant
power without distortion. The Supra-Phonic 400 is the most
copied drum in percussion history, vet no one has equalled its
explosive sound, its instant response...and you get it with
the “Downbeat’ outfit!

Triple-flanged hoops, shell mount holders and spurs, flat
base stands, and the great #201 Speed King pedal! Just
because it “travels,” nobody took quality out of this outfit.
Matching holders and spurs, for instance, are completely ad-
justable . . . will never slip, even after the toughest kind of
use. Simple, sturdy . .. Ludwig quality throughout.

And check the sizes: 5” x 14”7 metal shell snare, 14" x 20"
bass, 8 x 12”7 and 14”7 x 14” tom toms. Small but tofally per-

cussive . .. Ludwig planned it that way!

experience/imagination/craftsmanship

LUDWIG DRUM CO., 1728 N. Damen Ave., Chicago, lllinois 60647
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duced the best guitars you can
buy for the money you spend!

Write for FREE Full Color Catalog—Address Dept.DY-6
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As tracking forces have become lighter, and stylus
assemblies more delicate, so has the danger of dam-
age from manual handling increased. To eliminate this
hazard, Garrard has built into the Lab 80 an ingen-
ious tone arm cueing control. This feature protects
your records as no other turntable can.

The Lab 80 integral cueing control works for you
in three important ways:
1. To play a single record: Press the Manual tab.
This starts the motor and activates the tone arm cueing
control. The arm stays suspended a safe half inch over
the record. Position the tone arm over the first (or any)
groove. Now, press the cueing control and the stylus
lowers gently into the groove.
2. To cue a record during manual or automatic play:
Press the Manual tab. The arm
rises and stays a halt inch
above the record. Move
the arm to the band or
groove desired, and press
the cueing control. The
stylus lowers slowly and
accurately into the groove.
With this feature, there is
no necessity to lift the arm
by hand causing acciden-
tal jarring or scraping of
the stylus across the record.
3. To pause during manual or automatic
play: When you want to interrupt the music,
press the Manual tab. The arm rises directly
over the record and stays there. The turn-
table continues to revolve. When you are
ready to resume play, press the cueing con-
trol. The stylus lowers accurately and safely,

and the music continues from where it left off.

Regarding automatic play: The Lab 80 is a superb
transcription turntable for single play. But, in addition,
it includes an exceptionally gentle, built-in record
changing device, enabling you to play a stack of
eight records fully automatically.

the perfect unit
for taping and

protecting your records

|
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Transcription Turntable

Fully automatic,
single play too...

it performs on cue!

N.Y. 11591
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You'll play better
Lt with a Selmer...
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You get so much

more tone
out of Holton
Instruments

Keith Ecker.
Foremost Brasswind Authority,
Director, Leblanc-Holton
Custom Brasswind
Department

because we put so much
more tone into them

Truer tone ... Richer tone...Warmer tone ... Mellower tone. ..

Brighter, more brilliant tone. Tone so wealthy in overtones we call it
Total Tone.

How do we do it?

We use metals that are more resounding, more resonant, more
responsive. Metals created to our own unique Holton formula.
We craft bells that are more vibrant, more alive, more uniform.

Bells that we taper from only the finest brass and hand-temper
to micrometer tolerances.
We precision fit our slides and pistons so that the tone will
. be fuller and more complete.
And we endow our valve instruments with our exclusive
perfectly round, perfectly concentric pistons and casings
so there's no acoustical short circuiting. Not a breath of
air wasted. And so the action will be the fastest and
smoothest of any horn made.
Well, that completes our part of the story.
Your part begins when you see your Holton Dealer. Stop in
today and play Total Tone by Holton. It’ll make you sound
like a totally different musician.

Music’s most respected instruments:
LEblANC @ Lebtanc (Paris), Noblet, Normandy, Vito and Holton
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By DON DeMICHEAL

HE JAZZ WORLD seemed in an almost constant state
of turmoi: and discontent during 1965. Much of
the discontent was expressed by the often-volatile
members of New York’s avant-garde. Though
some of what these musicians said smacked of
paranoia—for example, they claimed to see a vast con-
spiracy working full time against them—what they stood for
musically loomed ever larger on the jazz horizon.

The winds of musical change blew steadily throughout
the year, thanks to the avant-garde. And many said that
wind echoed the social change sweeping the United States.
Certainly there was more than a casual connection be-
tween the avant-garde and the activist segments of the
civil rights movement.

That these musicians were extremely serious about what
they were doing was without doubt. In fact, the serious-
ness of it all was one of the music's drawbacks. But,
then, perhaps this is the price to be paid by any group of
musicians determined to be treated as artists, even if
significant artistic development within their camp is not
always discernible.

Trumpeter-composer Bill Dixon spearheaded the or-
ganization of avant-garders late in 1964, but that group,
the Jazz Composers Guild, came to a rocky halt mid-
way through 1965. Some members blamed it all on the
“conspiracy,” but outside observers had noted from the
beginning the folly of expecting a group of musicians to
abide by a set of strictures that even called for a JCG
member to seek the approval of other members before
accepting a job offer. Musicians just are not built that way.

The critics, who waged their own internecine war in
1965, were divided about the merits of the new music, as
several musicians preferred to call it. For as with all new
forms, there was little middle ground—if a critic was not
for the music, he was, ipso facto, against it, at least ac-
cording to some who played it.

Despite its spasms, the avant-garde made strides during
the year.

Shepp and Coltrane at the Down Beat Jazz Festival
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The names of a-g musicians were bandied about more
and more in the jazz community: Archie Shepp, Albert
Ayler, Cecil Taylor, Pharoah Saunders, Paul and Carla
Bley, John Tchicai, Roswell Rudd, et al. The talk was
generally against their efforts, particularly the social stands
taken by most; but there was no denying that these
musicians were on to something of value and that in-
creasing numbers of persons were listening—and ap-
preciating.

The avant-garde was heard more often on records in
1965 than in years past. The most notable issuing program
was that of ESP-Disk, which originally was an Esperanto
spoken-word record firm. ESP released LPs by, among
others, Ayler, Byron Allen, Giuseppi Logan, Paul Bley,
Bob James, the Sun Ra Arkestra, the New York Art
Quartet, and Ornette Coleman (from a late-1962 Town
Hall concert). But older jazz labels also issued music of
an avant-garde stripe, most notably Blue Note, Fantasy,
Impulse, Prestige, and Savoy.

The music also was being heard more in person, most
notably at the Newport and Down Beat jazz festivals,
where a number of a-g musicians performed to small
but attentive audiences at afternoon sessions. At the Down
Beat festival in Chicago, Shepp played with John Coltrane
at night before a large audience, and the two tenor sax-
ophonists drew what was probably the most mixed—and
violent—reaction of any jazz performance this side of
France.

Coltrane was of great importance to the advancement
of the avant-garde, even though some denied he should be
included in that number. It was Coltrane who encouraged
the a-g musicians by his moral support and, on several oc-
casions, by hiring them to play with him. For an engage-
ment at the Village Gate near the end of the year, he
added tenor saxophonists Shepp and Saunders, altoist
Carlos Ward, and drummer Rashid Ali to his quartet.
Coltrane also recorded with several of the avant-garde
included in the personnel. That Coltrane himself was still
seeking new horizons could be seen not only in his hiring
practices but also in his increasingly provocative music,
some of which he played on a bagpipe.

Coltrane’s popularity increased even more during the
year. His A Love Supreme album was chosen Record of
the Year in at least two surveys, Down Beat's Readers and
International Jazz Critics polls. According to Bob Thiele,
who produces Coltrane’s records, a Coltrane album now
sells in the neighborhood of 25,000 to 35,000 copies, a very
good sale for a hard-jazz LP. Coltrane also was chosen
Jazzman of the Year and named to the Hall of Fame in
Down Beat’s Readers Poll, as well as winning the poll’s
tenor-saxophone division.

Two other figures important to the young musicians,
Ornette Coleman and George Russell (who, along with
Cecil Taylor, might be considered fathers of the new
music), found more engagements and appreciation in
Europe than in the United States during 1965.

It was in New York, however, that Coleman made his




reappearance on the jazz scene after two years of seclu-
sion. In January he played his first engagement since
December, 1962. Audiences attending his premiere were
surprised, however, to find that he now played violin and
trumpet in addition to alto saxophone.

By the end of summer, Coleman weni to Europe,
stopping in London before going to the Continent.
Wherever he played, he received glowing reviews from
the critics and, according to reports, standing ovations
¢ om audiences. He said he had no desire to return soon
to the United States.

Russell settled in Sweden and formed a sextet that
played several engagements in various European coun-
tries. He also formed a large band for concerts. For the
first time in several vears, Russell was able to work when
he wanted.

Europe attracted other U.S. jazz musicians, either for
short tours or as a place of residence. Among those
making the trip were jazzmen of all persuasions, from

the avant-garde to mainstreamers. Trumpeter Donald Byrd
studied for his Ph.D. in Paris but fouad time to play
several engagements and to become a s:aff arranger for
a big band broadcasting regularly over an Oslo, Norway,
radio station. One of the most heartwarming European
treks was that of veteran violinist Stuff Smith, who quickly
recovered from serious surgery in Paris and received ac-
claim for his brand of swinging wherever he appeared.
Tenorist Ben Webster settled in Europe, and pianist Teddy
Wilson made his first tour there. Two avant-garders of the
past made their initial trip to Europe in 1965—altoist Lee
Konitz and pianist Lennie Tristano. Though often musical
companions in previous years, they did not play together
in Europe.

Back from stays overseas were clarinet:st Tony Scott and
trumpeter Don Cherry. Scott had lived in the Orient since
1959, and Cherry had been in Europe for almost two years.

wo of the most venerable figures in jazz—ILouis
Armstrong and Duke Ellington—were the center

of much attention during the rear.
Armstrong celebrated his 65th birthday and
50th anniversary in show business and was
toasted with tributes in Los Angeles and New York. The
trumpeter toured several Communist countries early in
the year and received a reception bordering on deification.
During the tour, he spoke out against the treatment of
Negroes in Selma, Ala., which was a departure for him,
and announced that he intended to retire to Ghana, which
caused something of a sensation. (What he actually said
was that he would like to spend six months of the year in
Ghana and the other six in Las Vegas when he retired, but

LEONARD FEATHER

LENORE AVIN
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Harlem's Jazzmobile

his retirement, which he has talked about periodically for
the last couple of years, was probably far off.) Armstrong
and his racially mixed sextet plaved his home town of
New Orleans for the firsc time in 10 yzars, and Louis Arm-
strong Day was proclaimed in honor cf the occasion.

Both Armstrong and Ellington werz proposed as worthy
recipients of the Meda' of Freedom, awarded each year
by the President to those Americans who have made “ex-
ceptionally meritorious contributions to the security or na-
tional interest of the United States, to world peace, or to
cultural or other significant public cr private endeavors.”
Sen. Jacob Javits of New York, speaking from the floor of
the Senate, proposed Armstrong; critic Leonard Feather
plumped for Ellington in his syndicated column. Neither
musician was awarded a medal, but Ellington and his
band performed at the June 14 White House Festival of
the American Ar's. (Siager Sarah Vaughan also was heard
at the Executive Mansion in a program for Japanese Prime
Minister Eisaku Sato. She even took a turn around the
floor as President Johnson's dancing partner.)

Ellington, a vzar older than Armstrong, was steaming
along fast as ever all vear. He gainad possibly more pub-
licitv by not receiving the 1955 Pulitzer Prize for music
than he would have if he had won it. A three-man music
jury decided no music produced n 1964 was worth a
Pulitzer but recommended Ellington for special cita-
tion. The advisory board relected the recommendation.
Ellington took it all in his usual gcod grace and said, “Farte’s
trying to keep ne from becoming too famous too young.”
He also said he didn’t care about pr zes as long as he could
hear his music played. And he heard it almost every night
played by one ol the most remarkabie bands in jazz history,
his own. The City o New Vork and the Urban League
honored him duoring the yea: for his contribution to so-
ciety through his music. Among Ellington’s musical ac-
complishments in 1965 were his concert of religious music
in San Francisco’s Grace Cathedral and his debut of a

tos Angeles’ Neophonic
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new work, The Green Apple and the Golden Broom, with
the New York Philharmonic Orchestra. At the end of the
year, he began work on the background score to a Frank
Sinatra movie, Assault on a Queen.

Sinatra, seemingly determined to gain a larger audience
among younger listeners, toured with the Count Basie
Orchestra during the summer. He opened the tour at the
Newport Jazz Festival and followed up with a brief swing
through the eastern half of the country. The singer also
received unprecedented coverage by television (two spe-
cials) and large-circulation magazines (cover stories by
Life and Lock).

Down Beat co-sponsored two jazz events of significance
in 1965—the series of Thursday night concerts at New
York’s Museum of Modern Art and the five-performance
Down Beat Jazz Festival in Chicago. Both were musically
excellent and gave the magazine’s staff firsthand experi-
ence in the welter of work required in staging such
events. The staff came particularly to realize that there’s
more to putting together a jazz festival than meets the
eye of the beholder or the ear of the critic.

The year’s other major U.S. festivals, at Newport, R.I.,
and Monterey, Calif., were financially successful but varied
artistically, with Monterey having a decided edge over the
Newport show.

Jazz-in-person, however, took a beating in night clubs
in 1965. Several closed, among them the best-known jazz
club ever—Birdland. Few musicians shed tears over Bird-
land’s demise, since most of them heartily disliked the
club. Still, it was a significant closing, giving credence to
a growing belief, perhaps prematurely conceived, that
night clubs, per se, are a thing of the past.

Among factors militating against the successful opera-
tion of a jazz club were the high price of name groups
and the unavailability of some of those groups. Name-
group leaders could make more money for less work by
playing college concerts, so who needed the clubs? The
younger, less well-known musicians did, but the club-
owners were reluctant to hire them. It was a situation
not without irony. One club that did hire lesser-known
musicians was Slug’s, a saloon on Manhattan’s lower east
side; the enterprise seemed to be working out to the
mutual benefit of musicians and owners.

One of the names jazz clubs wanted badly but couldn’t
get most of the year was Miles Davis. The trumpeter did
not work from early spring till late fall because of illness.
In April he underwent an operation to remove calcium
deposits on his left hip, and when he was about recovered
from that, he fell and broke his left leg. In all, it took
eight months for him to recover. When he did return to
public performance though, his music was none the worse
for rest.

Two longtime big-band leaders—Maynard Ferguson
and Lionel Hampton—toured with small groups in 1965.
The four major big jazz bands left—Ellington’s, Basie’s,
Woody Herman’s, and Harry James’—managed to keep
going.

Two provocative attempts to establish resident jazz or-
chestras gained footing during the year.

Stan Kenton formed an orchestra of top Los Angeles
musicians, announced that it would perform “neophonic”
music, and gave a series of well-received concerts at L.A.’s
Music Center. But new term or not, the music, accord-
ing to most observers, remained Kentonesque in essence.

Bill Russo, who made a name for himself as a Kenton
arranger years ago, returned from Furope and settled in
Chicago, where he founded a 22-piece orchestra, which
he named the Chicago Jazz Ensemble. Russo’s orchestra
gave its premiere concert late in the year and sounded
splendid.
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An unusual but imaginative experiment with jazz took
place in New York in the summer. The Harlem Cultural
Council, in conjunction with a beer company and the
Music Performance Trust Funds of the Recording In-
dustries, sponsored the Jazzmobile, actually a bandstand
on a truck, on which musicians played at various street
corners in the early evening. The idea was to stimulate
interest in the arts in Harlem, though the project was
expanded to include Negro sections of the Bronx and
Brooklyn. Some of the groups featured were those of
Dizzy Gillespie, Horace Silver, Frank Foster, Oliver Nel-
son, Herbie Mann, and Count Basie.

Religious programs using jazz as a keystone cropped
up all over the place during the year. Among the more
notable efforts were ones organized by the Rev. John
Gensel, pastor of Advent Lutheran Church in New York,
who presented regular Sunday evening jazz services in his
church and also led similar services in other eastern cities.
Lalo Schifrin composed what he called a jazz mass and
what the Roman Catholic Church called a Jazz Suite on
the Mass Texts. Reed man Paul Horn recorded it and
later gave it its first public performance. San Francisco’s
Grace Cathedral was the site of a jazz service (as op-
posed to Ellington’s concert there) featuring pianist Vince
Guaraldi’s trio.

The number of deaths, particularly among musicians in
their 30s and 40s, seemed larger in 1965 than in years pre-
vious: singer-pianist Nat Cole, pianist-bandleader Claude
Thornhill, alto saxophonist Earl Bostic, cornetist Red
Nichols, bassist George Tucker, clarinetist Hank D’Ami-
co, tenor saxophonist Frank Haynes, guitarist Carl Kress,
bassist Freddie Schreiber, composer Tadd Dameron,
drummers Denzil Best and William (Keg) Purnell, bass-
ists Ernie Shepard and Bonnie Wetzel, composer-pianists
Spencer and Clarence Williams (no relation), blues man
Sonny Boy Williamson, boogie-woogie pianist Freddie
Slack, guitarist-banjoist Mike McKendrick, pianists Artie
Schutt and Dave Bowman, veteran bassists Steve Brown
and Papa John Joseph, drummers Oliver Coleman and
Richard Curry, and guitarist Dave Barbour. The death of
young humorist Ed Sherman struck near to home; he was
Down Bear's George Crater for several years.

A film release in 1965 using a jazz-flavored score was
roundly panned by critics, except that most knowledgeable
observers thought tenor saxophonist Stan Getz did an
admirable job of improvising a musical alter ego to
Mickey One. Eddie Sauter composed the film’s more for-
mal musical background.

At year’s end, film crews in New York were busy
shooting what was promoted as a “real jazz story,” 4 Man
Called Adam, starring Sammy Davis Jr. Whether the movie
would be any better than the other “real jazz” films of
years past remained to be seen, but the music for Adam
would no doubt have class—Benny Carter wrote it, and
some of it was recorded by a group made up of cornetist
Nat Adderley, trombonists Kai Winding and Jimmy Cleve-
land, saxophonist Lucky Thompson, pianist Junior Mance,
bassist Aaron Bell, and drummer Herbie Lovelle. Louis
Armstrong will be seen in both musical and acting roles,
as will singer Mel Torme. All of which portends well for
the film.

And perhaps a major film dealing with jazz augurs well
for the music in 1966. It might be what is needed to
arouse the public’s interest in jazz. The good that could
come with such renewed interest would be a boon to the
many jazz musicians who have stuck to their guns through
the bad times of the last few years. Perhaps the commer-
cial impetus stemming from such an occurrence, plus the
musical impetus offered by the gadfly avant-garde, will
make 1966 a brighter year in jazz history than 1965.

)



HERETICS' BREW

Beginning on the following page is a 41-page section dealing with
jazz’ avant-garde, as seen from several points of view.

In the first part of the section 10 Down Beat critics review the same
record—The New Wave in Jazz. None of critics, except myself, knew
the others were reviewing the album; my review was wrilten hefore
seeing any of the others.

The secand part, Point of Contact, pages 19-31, is a heated discus-
sion among musicians Archie Shepp, Cannonball Adderley. Cedl Tay-
lor, Sonny Murray, Reoland Kirk, clubowner Art D’Lugoff, and Down
Beat associate editor Dan Morgenstern. The exchanges desl more with
social aspects than musieal ones. .

A different kind of discussion, Point of Departure, starts on Page
32. In it compesers Bill Mathicu and Ralph Shapey discuss the jazz
avant-garde frem a musical-philosophical standpoint, partly in rela-
tion to contemporary classical music.

The final part of the section, 4 View from the Inside. by Archie
Shepp, begins on Page 39. In his semiautobiographical essay, Shepp
comments on various artists he thinks are significant in the avant-
garde. —Don DeMicheal

Editor
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Various Artists m——

THE NEW WAVE IN JAZZ—Impulse 90:
Nature Boy; Holy Gbhost; Blue Free; Hambone;
Brilliant Corners.

Personnel ;: Track 1—John Coltrane, tenor saxo-
phone; McCoy Tyner, piano; Jimmy Garrison,
bass; Elvin Jones, drums. Track 2—Donald Ayler,
trumpet; Albert Ayler, tenor saxophone; Joel
Freedman, cello; Lewis Worrell, bass; Sonny Mur-
ray, drums. Track 3—Grachan Moncur, trom-
bone; Bobby Hutcherson, vibraharp; Cecil McBee,
bass; Bill Harris, drums. Track 4—Ashley Fen-
nell, trumpet; Marion Brown, alto saxophone;
Archie Shepp, tenor saxophone; Fred Pirtle,
baritone saxophone; Virgil Jones, trombone; Reg-
gie Johnson, bass; Roger Blank, drums. Track 5
—Charles Tolliver, trumpet; James Spaulding,
alto saxophone; Hutcherson, vibraharp; McBee,
bass; Billy Higgins, drums.

Bill Mathieu
Rating: % % % % %

There is no moment on this record
when the spirit falters. The recording is
live from the Village Gate, March 28,
1965, for the benefit of the Black Arts
Repertory Theater/School. Aside from
titling the album with their own trade
motto, Impulse has presented the music
with exemplary noninterference.

The five groups cover a stylistic range
from neo-bop (Tolliver) to the most
severe avant-garde (Albert Ayler); they
can be discussed in that order.

Corners is formed around a heavy uni-
son post-Parker line, and the playing,
especially by Spaulding, fits with the other
groups mostly by virtue of contrast, as if
to show us how much jazz has learned in
so short a time. Spaulding’s wide, lush,
and very beautiful vibrato might make
someone born before 1940 exclaim, “My
God, it’s getting late!”

Coltrane’s long Nature Boy solo pre-
sents him with his usual intensity and with
more than usual coherence; the group
seems especially receptive.

Free is the most compositionally or-
ganized piece and, not surprisingly, is also
the most calm and controlled statement.

Hutcherson’s work is deliberately beau-
tiful. The compositional spirit goes beyond
the written music, however; the impro-
vising is compositionally sensitive on a
level rarely found in unwritten music.
Even if the materials are less adventurous
(whole-tone modality, for instance) the
commitment of the individuals to the
quartet is highly rewarding.

Hambone is a most brilliant and subtle
musical satire.

There is no specific object; rather a
general posture toward human life, human
dignity. (The San Francisco Mime Troupe
is called to mind.)

Shepp’s playing is less vaulted than on
other occasions; but this piece is so pur-
posefully eclectic, so intentionally extra-
musical that we listen with dramatic as
well as musical ears and tend to think of
the voices as principals as well as instru-
ments. The piece uses a great variety of
stylistic reference, from triadic harmonies
and simple rhythms and sardonic quotes
to avant-garde pan-meter and pan-modal-
ity; it begins somewhere past the middle
of Duke Ellington and goes beyond.

Albert Ayler’s Ghost is, to my ears, the
top of the crest of the wave. To an aston-
ishing degree it commands the suspension
of critical judgment and succeeds in
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presenting itself full face forward to the
listener on a level above quality, above
personal like or dislike. It simply is what
it is; it arrives at mere experience, much
like a raga. Perhaps when there is more
cultural and temporal separation between
us and it (some more enlightened day?)
this feeling will change.

Freedman’s cello solo is like a dawn.

The music on this record strikes me as
being completely true. I don’t believe it
can be meaningfully approached without
interest in contemporary black culture. I
don’t believe that the isolationist position
that conditions much of its origin is music-
ally inaudible; nor can it be ignored. It is
not necessary to know fully the relation
of this work to its social climate. No one
can; not now. It is enough to know that
this direct song comes from something
central to all our lives.

This LP is a set of definitive perform-
ances right off the top. The music is as
full of bitterness as it is of restraint—but
it is more full of everything than any
other contemporary music (that’s not a
remark about quality).

Human activity cannot become more
serious (though no doubt it has been
more mature when springing from periods
less characterized by revolution).

Whatever it is, then, it's not entertain-
ment. Highly recommended for both seri-
ous beginners and connoisseurs.

Gilbert M. Erskine

Rating: % %

These performances are from the Black
Arts Repertory Theater/School concert in
March, 1965, at the Village Gate in New
York City. With a good representation of
leading “new thing” players, this album
strikingly shows the series of problems
that have expanded into the crisis facing
the jazz avant-garde today.

Analogies in art are dangerous, and
especially so when dealing with something
as fluid as the avant-garde, but the current
situation is so palpably similar to that of
the post-Renaissance period in European
art that it is fitting to consider the paral-
lels.

Classical beauty and harmony and
“correctness” had reached a peak during
the Renaissance, and the new artists, see-
ing the futility of working the same ground
as Michelangelo, Raphael, Titian, and
Leonardo da Vinci, began to search for
new approaches to expression. The mood
of the Renaissance age, moreover, was
jarringly out of place in the turbulence of
the 16th century.

Unable to manifest the pulse of the
times in any conventional manner, some
artists, in their frustration, turned com-
pletely to the startling, the unexpected, the
unheard-of effects, and their commitment
was such that many developed a rage
against tradition.

Their works, while different, were not
always successful. Zuccari’s windows (in
Rome, 1592) are simply bizarre; Parmi-
gianino’s Madonna with the Long Neck
(c. 1532) is grotesque; and Giovannie
DaBologna’s 1567 statue Mercury is ec-
centric.

It was a time of crisis: the old forms

did not fit the new sensibilities, and the
shock tactics of the new wave could not
produce art.

The day was saved by the Venetian
painter Tintoretto and El Greco of Spain,
both of whom, showing the substance of
the creative spirit, refused to be trapped
in ideologies that negated the past.

Both were tired of old forms but not
old art; and both, painting pictures that
transcend time and age, showed the others
how to be new. El Greco’s View of Toledo
(c. 1600), rooted in tradition, but with its
avant-garde foreground and shaking sky,
tells a thousand more secrets of the heart
and mind than any of Zuccari’s caprices.

Much of the avant-garde in jazz today
can be equated with post-Renaissance art.
The syndromes are identical: the shock
tactics, the rage against tradition '(this, in
spite of what some critics say), and the
dominance of ideology over esthetic sense.

Of the “new thing” players at this ses-
sion, only the Tolliver-Spaulding group
treatment of Thelonious Monk’s difficult
and beautiful Corners succeeds in perform-
ing work that is esthetically satisfying, and
this is because the musicians are faithful
to Monk’s great sense of tradition.

On Ghost Albert Ayler shows us the
labored journey he’s made to free himself
from the bondage of meter, harmony, and
even melody; but, like Zuccari, having
forced the change, he’s made only a
bizarre artifact—not art. His refusal to
use tradition puts him in a more rigid,
cold, and cramped place than convention
could ever be. His whole approach, more-
over, seems dictated by ideology, and not
by artistic impulse. Would he feel free to
use tradition? I think not—at least not
now.

The men in Coltrane’s group relate to
each other for a few brief opening phrases
on Nature Boy, and then, in extended
“free” improvisations, the group skitters in
chaos, failing in the same way Lennie
Tristano failed with Intuition 16 years ago.
With no collective point of reference, not
even intermittent ones, the players simply
don’t get anything going.

There is a dazzling McBee-Hutcherson
duet on Free, and some original composi-
tional structure, especially in the opening
section, where the melody direction seems
to backtrack on itself instead of going for-
ward. But the continual, relentless string
of augmented chord changes is a capricious
and boring device.

Shepp, one of the most heralded and
interesting of the “new thing” musicians,
would have most modern-mainstream tenor
men in trouble if he played their style.
His ear is fine, and he has a fantastic
imagination.

Like the painter Goya (1746-1828),
who spent a great deal of time and energy
depicting the horrors of man’s inhumanity
to man, Shepp’s playing reflects the cruel-
ties of racism. It’s all there—the slave
exploitation, brutality, white treachery, the
doctrine of “separate but equal,” the
ghettos—and, like Goya, there is no
alternative; it is something he has to do.
Unfortunately for jazz, this phase of
Shepp has more social import than esthetic
jazz value. 0
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LeRoi Jones notes are hurried and in-
adequate, and his subservience to the
black nationalists cancels his effectiveness
as a critic. At one point he says, “In
order for the non-white world to assume
control, it must transcend the technology
that has enslaved it . . . these players [show
the way by] transcending any emotional
state the white man knows,” showing by
another kind of cunning his willingness to
use the jazz avant-garde for his own
racist ends.

Harvey Pekar
Rating: % % X %

By and large, the music here is quite
stimulating.

The first track is a stunner. Coltrane’s
career is generally thought of as being
divided into an early period, during which
he played with Miles Davis and Thelonious
Monk, and a later one, when he became
a group leader.

In the more recent period the great
length of some of his solos and his fre-
quent use of harmonics and vocal cries
have caused quite a bit of discussion. But
the most fascinating aspects of Coltrane’s
later period are his use of simple, unclut-
tered compositions and his ability to im-
provise extraordinarily rich scalar lines
on them.

Despite the controversy raging over
Coltrane’s current work, I think that in a
few years it will be accepted as outstand-
ing by an even larger portion of the public
‘than it is now.

The brilliant Nature Boy included here
might as well be credited to Coltrane as
to Eden Ahbez, since there is little relation
between Coltrane’s improvising and the
original harmonic foundation of Ahbez’
composition—and the tenorist hints only
briefly at the melody.

He employs some plaintive mid-Eastern-
ish passages at the beginning of the track
before moving into his sheets of sound. His
seemingly endless flow of ideas and the
intensity of his attack are overwhelming
—he grabs the listener and won’t let go.
One can literally break into a sweat listen-
ing to him.

The fiery accompaniment of Jones and
Tyner constantly keeps the pressure on
Coltrane and is responsible for a good
deal of the excitement generated on the
track.

The Ayler selection is taken at a frantic
pace. Don Ayler’s work lacks contrast and
substance; he seems primarily concerned
with moving his fingers fast and attacking
forcefully. Brother Albert's playing also
does not contain much melodic and rhyth-
mic meat, though he produces an interest-
ing variety of sonorities. (Incidentally, I
don't want to give the impression that
I'm judging the Ayler brothers’ careers,
with which I'm not very familiar, on the
basis of this one track.)

Freedman takes a nice arco solo, organ-
izing intelligently and using contrasts in
register effectively. Following his spot
there is a section featuring good interplay
between the members of the rhythm
section.

Moncur’s music might be thought of as

advanced, but it's more conservative than
Ayler’s in that it swings, something Ayler
does not attempt to do. Moncur’s Free is
an infectious stop-and-start tune that con-
veys a wry Thelonious Monk-like brand
of humor. His improvisation contains
some leaping intervals and bursts of notes,
but its swagger and extroverted warmth is
reminiscent of swing-era trombonists.

Hutcherson’s solo is full of delightful
cascading runs and delicate turns of
phrase. After hearing him on several
LPs, it scems apparent to me that he is
one of today’s most important vibists, an
inventive and highly sensitive musician.

McBee is very impressive in the section.
He employs all registers well and uses an
arsenal of devices, including double stops,
walking lines, fragmented phrases, and
relatively complex figures. His backing of
Hutcherson comes off especially well. The
crispness and good taste of Harris’ work
should also be mentioned.

Shepp is featured throughout much of
Hambone. Like Moncur, he’s a new-thinger
who plays with the open-heartedness of
swing jazzmen. His primary influence ap-
pears to be Ornette Coleman, but he
seems to have roots in several periods; his
tone is reminiscent at times of Ben Web-
ster’s, and some of his digging-into-the-
beat rhythmic figures recall Sonny Rollins.
Here he's as big as all outdoors, employing
a full, gutty sound and lunging, surging
phrases.

Corners is the most traditional per-
formance on the LP but not an uninter-
esting one. Spaulding, who has made a
synthesis of the approaches of several out-
standing saxophonists, takes a good hot
solo, and Hutcherson, though playing in
a more conventional manner than on the
Moncur track, has a flowing spot. Tolliver,
whose style is very much like Freddie
Hubbard’s, plays some nice lines, but his
solo rambles, its contruction too loose.

A final word: this new jazz has been
drawing a great deal of adverse criticism;
therefore, I think its creators should be
asked to describe their ends and means on
the LP sleeve in specific terms.

Most of the notes for this LP were writ-
ten by LeRoi Jones, who is concerned with
the mysteries of the cosmos and with put-
ting himself across as a poet, deep thinker,
firebrand, and all-around groovy guy—so
concerned, in fact, that he forgets to give
much useful information about the music
for which he expresses such enthusiasm.

John S. Wilson
Rating: % % %

Even though this disc is taken from a
concert performed for the benefit of the
Black Arts Repertory Theater/School, it
is not as esoteric as LeRoi Jones tries
to make it seem in his notes. The range
of the work is relatively broad.

Tolliver’s quintet succeeds in clarifying
—or at least neatening up—Thelonious
Monk, the sort of thing Benny Goodman
used to do with Fletcher Henderson's ar-
rangements.

Tolliver’'s group does an excellent job
with Monk’s Corners—ensembles are clean,
compact, and swinging; solos by Spaulding,

Tolliver, and Hutcherson are good and to
the point. It is a more consistent and far
more finished job than Monk’s recording
of the piece, largely because the talent, in
this case, is spread evenly all through the
group.

There is also a stirring sample of Col-
trane’s dark, wriggling, building cry on
tenor on Nature. And Moncur's Free in-
cludes a fascinating, running vibes-and-
bass bit by Hutcherson and McBee.

Hambone, the longest piece in the set,
has its provocative moments—an ensemble
passage culminating in a gorgeously deep,
dark, reed-grcunded chord and a jaunty
riff toward the end. But most of it consists
of rasping saxophones.

Similarly, Ghost is largely a frantic
series of squawks and flurries by the Ayler
brothers, although Freedman manages to
do a little with his cello once he gets past
the obligatory retching sounds.

-
Pete Welding
Rating: % % % % 2

There are many mansions in the house
of the avant-garde, as this album makes
clear.

The occasion was a benefit concert for
the Black Arts Repertory Theater/School
spearheaded by LeRoi Jones. Among the
participants that evening were some of
the new music’s free-spirited bellwethers,
some of their flock, and some more ortho-
dox jazzmen who have taken a page or two
from the avant-garde book. The album is
a fascinating sound experience, containing
as it does some powerful, invigorating
music. And the variety helps quite a bit,
it must be added.

Some of the roots of the avant-garde
are charted in the Spaulding-Tolliver-
Hutcherson rendition of Thelonious Monk’s
Brilliant Corners, for it was Monk who,
through his own brilliantly individual and
unorthodox music-making, paved the way
for the avant-garde more than two decades
ago. Tribute to the spellbindingly pro-
phetic nature of Monk’s music is set forth
in this group's performance of his com-
position of some years ago, which the-
matically sounds as contemporary as any-
thing on this set, including the work of
the more daring extenders of the new
music.

The approach hewed by Tolliver and
Spaulding is essentially updated bop; i.e.,
their own approaches to soloing are con-
ditioned for the most by the conventions
of bop, but the inflections of the “new
thing” color their music to a degree.

The altoist and the trumpeter play
powerful, sharply etched lines that relate
meaningfully to the thematic material;
Tolliver especially refers to the theme's
elements and extends them excitingly.
Hutcherson is perhaps a more “contem-
porary” player, in that he departs more
markedly from the bop mold of his peers
in the group. His playing is more fully
aligned with the goals of the avant-garde,
without, however, standing apart too
boldly from the work of Tolliver and
Spaulding.

Much the same approach is followed in
Free. Trombonist Moncur plays brightly
and movingly, but the high point of the
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performance is Hutcherson’s darting, ex-
plosive solo, with its excellent use of
double-time. McBee is a solid, inventive
bassist with a sensitive pair of ears.

The performance by the Coltrane quar-
tet serves as an effective bridge between
the more conservative work of these
two groups and the more extended efforts
of the Ayler and Shepp units.

Coltrane’s Nature Boy, a tenor saxo-
phone solo with atmospheric support from
the rhythm section, is a beautiful, powerful
performance, a very moving example of
Coltrane’s indescribably intense music-
making,

Coltrane always has reminded me of
one of the great, apocalyptic delta blues
men, in that his instrument is charged
with the same anguished drive toward
vocal articulation that fires their instru-
mental work (at a much less sophisticated
level, of course). There is the same sense
of striving to bring the instrument to a
peak of expression that is perhaps beyond
it, to make it burst into speech and ex-
press all the passionate, frenzied feelings
that the voice alone is incapable of doing
adequately.

That feeling is present throughout Na-
ture Boy, in which Coltrane cajoles, charms,
wheedles, bullies, and ultimately tries to
force in the molten fire of his striving to
make the instrument leap over the breach
into speech. He almost succeeds. It's a
breathtaking performance that never lets
up. Listen to it—repeatedly. There is
much human truth and striving in it.

Shepp’s Hambone is stunning, the
avant-garde at its best and most immedi-
ately expressive. The horn writing—for
trumpet, trombone, and alto, tenor, and
baritone saxophones—is intriguing and
strikingly varied, making good use of
textures.

This aspect of the piece is further height-
ened in the improvised segment that fol-
lows, for the eddying cries of the careening
horns produce a fascinating, shifting circle
of sound, a continually changing texture
that is thoroughly engrossing to follow.

This is one of the most completely satis-
fying recorded Shepp performances I've
heard, and it gives a wonderful illustration
of just how exciting and full of wit and
sensitivity the work of the younger avant-
gardists can be on its most fulfilled (and
fulfilling) level of expression. This is
ordered, intelligently directed music, strik-
ing a judicious balance between instinct
and intellect.

Ayler’s Ghost is in the same bag,
though much less immediately ordered in
its contours. The brothers, trumpeter Don
and tenorist Albert, generate wild, woolly
whirlpools of sound over the eerie whis-
tling drone of cellist Freedman. The piece
moves forward in a restless, disturbingly
disjunctive manner, but there is no doubt
that it moves.

Freedman’s cello solo is a very exciting
demonstration of his virtuosity on that
instrument, and he ranges over it com-
pletely in the course of a fascinating,
well-constructed, and at times sardonic
improvisation. I was floored. He is an
excellent instrumentalist with a fascinating
mind.
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I enjoyed this piece thoroughly and, in
fact, can recommend the entire set un-
reservedly.

That being so, how come only 4% stars?

There are occasional imperfections that
crop up in the textures of the music. Per-
haps they are inevitable, but I sense that
as the music moves forward and defines its
methods and esthetic more meaningfully
and, in the process, develops performers
capable of fulfilling those goals, such mo-
ments of boredom, suspension (while
waiting for something to crystallize), and
uncertainty as occasionally are present in
this set will become fewer and fewer. But
as a document of a way-stop in the devel-
opment of the new music, this set is rele-
vant and necessary. It’s a more than repre-
sentative sampling of the music of today.

[ 3
Harvey Siders
Rating: % %

Most exponents of free form are their
own worst enemies. They try so hard to
be different, that they run a full cycle
and fall victim to the most senseless con-
formity of all: that of sounding alike.

Which brings me to the most nauseating
track I have ever heard on any disc, bar
none: Holy Ghost.

I don’t know what methods my col-
leagues employ in reviewing records. 1
only know that I listen over and over
again, until every sound becomes mean-
ingful. The 7% minutes of unadulterated
trash on Ghost proved to be as rewarding
as Chinese water torture. From beginning
to end, there is nothing but a succession
of pig squeals and mouselike chatter that
are about as musical as bridge-club gossip
recorded at 33% and played at 78.

There is no attempt at melodic state-
ments by either Ayler brother. The jet-
propelled tempo makes any semblance of
a bass line by Worrell unfeasible. Murray’s
drumming resembles a neighbor next door
intermittently banging on the wall to hang
a picture. Freedman’s work on cello is
virtuosic but completely wasted in this
unfortunate context. For that matter,
both Aylers show prodigious technique,
but speed for speed’s sake leaves me cold.

This is pure anarchy: formless, undis-
ciplined, and an insult to sensitive ears.
There is a phrase in the boring, pretentious
liner notes—the only phrase that reveals
any insight into the motivation—that sums
up Ghost with unerring accuracy: “fren-
zied witch chasing.”

Almost as wearying is the album’s
longest cut: Hambone. Its only saving
grace is the writing. Once the solos begin,
we're confronted by another onslaught of
bleating and honking. At times Shepp
seems to worship at the shrine of ugliness;
other times his playing suddenly assumes
a sardonic bent. When the other horns
join in, what could be interesting counter-
point degenerates into chaos. Blank de-
serves credit for supplying firm and often
imaginative support on drums.

Working our way up the improvement
scale, Coltrane’s contribution—Nature Boy
—reveals his lyrical mastery, as well as
Tyner's rarefied, reharmonized comping.
The track also reveals Jones' usual obtru-

siveness on drums. He is simply too inces-
sant and, in the process, obliterates Gar-
rison’s efforts.

Moncur displays his cool side on Blue
Free. His tone is sensitive, and his ideas
are melodically intelligent. He gets fine
support from Hutcherson’s broad chordal
cushion on vibes and McBee’s interesting
bass patterns.

Finally, Corners contains the outstand-
ing solo work of the album, as well as
the most inventive arrangement. Beginning
with a unison statement, hewn out of gran-
ite and taken at a funereal tempo, the
second chorus is doubled in tempo. This
slow-fast alternation is followed through
for each soloist, and if the tempo varia-
tions tend to lift the proceedings, the solos
are even more rewarding.

Refreshing is the work of altoist
Spaulding and trumpeter Tolliver (who
did the arrangement). Their improvised
thoughts seem to speak of disciplined
minds. And discipline is the one element
in this motley collection that seems to
separate the agony from the ecstasy.

Don DeMicheal

Rating: % % % %

It may all be a matter of musical com-
munication. Does the listener understand
the “language”? Have the musicians mas-
tered it to a degree that they can formulate
clear ideas in it?

I don’t think all the musicians using the
new language—or dialect might be a bet-
ter term—are masters of it. I suspect
some are still struggling to learn the basics.
And therein lies part of the communica-
tion problem: the listener must become
familiar with the new language through
the music; it can be no other way.

For example:

The language of Moncur, Hutcherson,
Tolliver, and Spaulding is, for the most
part, comprehensible to almost any jazz
listener, provided he has learned his
Charlie Parker. Coltrane, I believe, speaks
his own dialect, but enough of it is famil-
iar that we get most of it (partly because
of our exposure to it by Coltrane, partly
because of its derivation from Parker out
of Sonny Rollins, but primarily because
Coltrane is such a forceful musician that
he makes us feel even when we don't fully
comprehend).

But the new expression being grappled
with by Shepp, Avyler, and their confreres
is not as well developed, familiar, or
polished. The messages they want to im-
part sometimes come out blurred or clums-
ily assembled so that communication with
the listeners—and I suspect with the
other musicians—is often hard to come
by. (Perhaps the best way to approach a
new mode of expression is with open feel-
ings, to let the music reach the heart.)

Then there is the problem of a musician
trying to speak two languages, sometimes
with such confusion that a sentence in
one is followed by a clause from the other.

An obvious case of this is Hutcherson
in his two appearances here. The first,
with Moncur, is in the manner, more or
less, of the new language. His handling of
it is interesting, though not too convincing
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when compared with his adroitness in the
older language, as evidenced on Corners,
a less “ambitious” performance, in the
sense of being “in” rather than “out.”
Still, both solos are well done from a
“musicianship” point of view: Hutcherson
knows his instrument well, and everything
fits in place in both solos. The difference
between the solos is that on Free he breaks
his rhythmic flow into various lengths and
metric patterns, using arpeggiated chord
extensions and chromatic sequences fre-
quently, and on Corners he swings away
in the basically diatonic, constant-rhythm
style of the day. Of the two, Free caught
my interest more, primarily because
Hutcherson, McBee (a superb bassist),
and Harris brought off a fine piece of
collective improvisation.

A less obvious example of a bilinqual
musician is Shepp.. In his rambling but
warmly emotional solo on Hambone, he
mixes quite a few swing licks with the
new language he champions. This is one
of the things I find so attractive about his
playing: by catching onto the old stuff I
am drawn into—and, I think, understand
—more of what he’s trying to say that’s
new. I also like the tenderness of his play-
ing, and I like its fire. Another quality of
Shepp’s playing that attracts me is his
lyricism. He has humor too: out of the
blue he interpolates “Oh, they wear no
pants in the southern part of France”; in
another part of his solo, during a bluesish
ensemble, he struts, Big Jay McNeely-like,
in front of the others. Now, when he can
keep all this from sprawling, he should
really have something going.

Albert Ayler, too, has humor, but it is
drier than Shepp’s. He also gets a unique
sound from his tenor; the tone is remark-
ably like that of a violin or cello. But I
get the feeling that in this album Ayler’s
playing—and that of his brother—is more
fingers-and-lip than heart-and-mind. Nev-
ertheless, I liked the sound of the track
very much. All those high frequencies set
against a drone is stimulating, though al-
most in a hysterical way; even Albert’s
honks sound an octave higher than normal
to my ears.

Other comments:

Coltrane’s Nature Boy is not as inter-
esting as his excellent version in The John
Coltrane Quartet Plays LP. There are
arresting moments, however, particularly
when he gets off the race track and in-
serts some of those breathtakingly poignant
lyric passages. There also is a sweetness
to Coltrane’s playing here that is fasci-
nating.

Freedman’s cello solo on Ghost shows
that he can get over his instrument; I'm
not sure what he proved aside from that,
however. Bassist Worrell creates some
thick and dark textures on Ghost, but his
playing is not clearly articulated.

Shepp’s Hambone is a fine composition,
going as it does from a Salvation Army
type of theme to one reminiscent of the
writing (in composition and voicing) for
Miles Davis’ 1949 nonet. The short en-
semble passages studding the piece are
nicely heavy and adroitly placed.

Spaulding is a fine altoist in the Parker
tradition (and with more than a trace of

Cannonball Adderley). Tolliver plays well
in the hard-bop style but doesn’t seem too
emotionally involved in his Corners solo.
Good chops, though.

Final words:

Albert Ayler says in the liner notes:
“It’s not about notes anymore. It's about
feelings.” It’s always been about feelings,
Mr. Ayler. And like it or not, it’s always
going to be about notes too.

The myth that this new musical lan-
guage is ugly and violent should be put
to rest. There is beauty here, and I heard
little anger but much that seemed based,
consciously or not, in love.

Kenny Dorham
Rating: % %

Nature Boy—an intro to the melody?
Or the melody of Nature Boy? Quite a
contrast from the first two or three chor-
uses sung by Nat (King) Cole, I must
say. The first two or three minutes were
relatively calm; after that the tension
starts to mount both in accompaniment
and in Coltrane’s solo as he pours struc-
ture on top of structure. However well
articulated, it still has that drone thing.
Electronic music.

Coltrane elaborates on each statement
of the melody, which he also states while
the rhythm holds by, repeating each phrase,
until John plays the next statement. A
type of man-to-man communication—
radar.

On Ghost the rhythm is more or less
used as a backdrop, not appearing to have
any significant meaning to the soloists in
terms of meter but in terms of effect.
It sounds as though this would be excel-
lent for a horror movie. Makes me think
of those old Scotland Yard flicks.

The cello makes it sound as if a strong
high-pitched wind is howling from a dis-
tance. I can find nothing more to write
about except that this is one continuous
blanket of sound. In traditional music
there are time signatures (rhythm), melody,
and chords, but I find none of that readily
recognizable here. In this music I find dis-
torted sound. There’s chaos in them notes.

Free is a better-structured composition,
better than usual for this type of date.
Drummer Harris and bassist McBee con-
tribute their share of the accompaniment,
and Hutcherson finds some kind of groove.

Hambone begins with the bass and then
drums playing together with a little hand-
clapping in the vacant spots. Then it
merges muted trumpet and open trombone
in unison (the trumpet is a little sharp on
the first note) while bass and drums con-
tinue playing pedal point. An organ chord
by full ensemble follows—short chordal
interlude, bass again (approximately four
bars) before the full ensemble comes in
again for a few bars. They're out, then in
again with some more bars, and then out.

These are slick and also vague inter-
ludes, but they were very well written—
two-bar break for soloist Shepp, then band,
break, band again. A break usually serves
as a diving board and a spot for launch-
ing—take-off—but they don't seem to help
the soloist here.

I'm not particularly fond of this old-

time type of solo; also there is very little
organization with same. Shepp seems to
want to play in the same meter as the
bashing rhythm section but doesn’t con-
nect smoothly or convincingly enough for
me, though Shepp has mucho gusto.

There is a baritone solo that didn’t get
off the ground so well.

I would call this performance a satire
or mockery. I find no originality here, but
1 think I'd know who was playing if I only
heard it and didn’t see who it was. They
go out swinging with Shepp up front.

Corners begins with a melody statement
by Tolliver and Spaulding with chords
supplied by vibist Hutcherson. Tolliver
sounds good—applying a Freddie Hub-
bard vibrato. Spaulding was all right, and
Hutcherson played well. Most of all, it’s
a Monk composition.

The second side (Hambone and Cor-
ners), as a whole, was a traumatic ex-
perience for me.

1 imagine that most of these players
have 9-to-5 jobs or other means of sup-
porting themselves, since I don’t think the
paying customers, for the most part, are
ready for this. I think this is a very per-
sonal endeavor and was done without
having the paying public’s enthusiasm or
interest in mind rebellion against
anything traditional. Whoever said this
music was an extension of Charlie Parker
should see a psychiatrist.

One thing is for sure—if this music
turns out to be invalid, unsuccessful, then
there will be a lot of stranded cats who
don’t know their instruments by current
standards. Everyone, in general, wants to
identify with that which is new—and suc-
cessful. If this music is successful, then
there’ll be a lot of other cats left in the
dust.

Coltrane is the most prominent innova-
tor on this disc—according to jazz news
media, the polls, etc., and me. He didn’t
achieve his fame on this type of music.
He made his name under Miles Davis’
leadership, playing what I imagine the
public liked to hear. Something fresh but
not too fresh—new. But robbing Peter to
pay Paul, who has a hole in his pocket,
is something different—really. John has
made money and has played well, excel-
lently, so obviously he can toy around and
spearhead other movements. I think a new
movement, new wave is needed in music.
That would thin out the congested areas
in music—too many players playing the
same style. I'm for that. I am for seeing
musicians—at least myself—make money,
which is hardly the motive here, as I see
it.

For Big John's cover photo alone, Ill
give it two stars.

Don Nelsen
Rating: % % % %

This tasty platter of hors d’oeuvres is a
good introduction to some of the work
being done on the avant-garde scene. Its
sampler format affords the listener a
chance to compare avant-garde musicians
and to find out what it is—and isn’t.

For one thing, avant-garde jazz isn’t a
music but several musics created by many
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diverse talents and temperaments. Musi-
cians other than those who appear here
have also experimented with “abstract”
musical forms: Don Friedman, Attila
Zoller, Booker Ervin, Jimmy Giuffre, to
name a few.

On this album, avant-garde ranges from
the more traditionally oriented offerings
of Moncur and Tolliver through Coltrane
and Shepp to the inchoate frenzies of the
brothers Ayler.

The Moncur and Tolliver tracks (Free
and Corners) will likely surprise those
who think of avant-garde strictly in terms
of Ornette Coleman, Shepp, and Ayler.

Though there is a good deal of what
might be called abstract sound here, the
two groups—especially Tolliver's—develop
their ideas more in keeping with tradition-
al modes of expression. The presence of
Hutcherson on both tracks is a delight.
Both his complementary action and his
soloing are first rate.

His outing on Thelonious Monk’s
Corners, one of the finer pieces here, is
“conventional” in structure and ideas but
in no way dry or uninteresting. His warm,
resonant sound recalls Milt Jackson’s. Tol-
liver and Spaulding, not as adventurous,
say, as Shepp and Ayler, nevertheless are
vigorous and imaginative. McBee is beau-
tiful, especially in his dialog with Hutcher-
son.

Coltrane’s Nature Boy is a mite dis-
appointing. He is, in my view, the great-
est musician on the date. He’s got every-
thing covered: mastery of instrument, a
depth of idea and expression matched by
few, a consumate compositional gift, and
a thorough knowledge of musical forms
and techniques; yet there are moments—
minutes—when, knowing what he can do,
the listener finds him merely meandering
in a forest of notes.

Feeling? Of course. But feeling alone
cannot be the final measure of an artist’s
art. Technical command of expression
counts for a great deal, and because
Coltrane is continually experimenting, he
cannot exercise that command all the time.
No experimenter can; that's why experi-
ments often fail. However, some, like
Coltrane, are capable of more success
than others.

Shepp’s Hambone seems more coherent.
Despite the fact that the tenorist is con-
tinually exploring the unusual in sound,
he never loses his thematic thread. He
doesn’t seem to use the sound solely for
its own sake. Basically, his voice is as
warm as it is piquant. He is a very inven-
tive guy, though his arrival as any sort of
major voice seems some time off. Blank
does a very good job here.

Listening to the brothers Ayler on Ghost
brings to mind a Picasso anecdote. A
middle-aged American couple wangles,
through a friend, an invitation to Picasso’s
home. The artist meets them at the door
and offers to show them some of his work.
They walk into a room full of abstracts.
“Ah,” says the woman, “I see your little
boy paints too.”

I am afraid that the Aylers will be sub-
ject to this type of criticism (you know:
“My 10-year-old kid could do better”) for
their work is more like clusters of con-
trasting colors that employ little recogniz-

18 [J DOWN BEAT

able structure or form.

I realize that the word “form” is tricky,
depending on how one wishes to apply it.
It is a fact that, especially in the last cen-
tury or so, one of the most damning
criticisms thrown at any artistic departure
has been that it is “formless.”

Example: a 19th-century art critic
(Ruskin, perhaps?) complained, upon view-
ing the Impressionists, that he was
astounded that one should be expected to
pay for having a paint pot flung in his
face. Some may view the Aylers in a
similar light. Their music will take a bit
of getting used to, and it may not go any-
where; but to close the ears to it is
ridiculous. Worrell, incidentally, contrib-
utes a splendid solo to this track.

The primary liner notist here is LeRoi
Jones, who writes with his customary
hauteur. At one point he remarks: “New
Black Music is this: Find the self, then
kill it.” If there is no individual self, can
there be any individual music—or any-
thing? Perhaps he is thinking of some
great black oversoul. No matter. The
music is here.

Dan Morgenstern

Rating: % % %

This album comes equipped with mani-
festos by LeRoi Jones, the Black Arts
director, and Steve Young, its co-ordinator
for music and arts. Their utterances are in
the by-now familiar style of the prophets
of the “new black music,” a curious com-
bination of belligerence and hortatory
romanticism. The tone of this prose has
set more people against the new music
than one would care to tabulate; with the
aid of such friends, the music needs no
enemies.

Let us, then, take heed of Jones’ words—
“But the music itself is not about any of
those things”—even though he himself
does not, and attempt to consider these
performances in terms of sounds, without
the attendant furies.

There are many different kinds of music
in this album, ranging from Ayler’s truly
“outside” work, to the much more “tradi-
tional” sounds of Moncur, Hutcherson,
Spaulding, et al.

The presence of Coltrane offers a com-
mon denominator, though, for all the
music here has been touched by him,
whether it veers right or left of his cur-
rent work. His Nature Boy makes an
interesting comparison to the version on
the recently issued The John Coltrane
Quartet Plays; here, the theme is alluded

to only in the sweeping opening phrase.

The track is all Coltrane’s, a performance
of mounting intensity.

The feeling that writer A. B. Spellman
has so aptly described as a “ground-swell
of energy” is certainly generated here.
Even if one finds Coltrane’s music disturb-
ing and unsettling (and the creation of
such feelings is as valid as of their op-
posites), there can be no gainsaying his
musicianship, his complete command of
his horn, and his ability to organize his
materials in a meaningful way.

One is not so certain about Albert Ayler,
not only because he offers no guideposts,
but also because the total impression of the

piece is one of fragmentation. Even if his
intention is to depict chaos, it is the art-
ist’s responsibility to shape his vision into
a somehow ordered statement. Ayler ap-
pears to have been closer to this goal in
other recorded performances; Ghost has
energy, even frenzy, but it is effective only
as a musical picture of willful demention.

According to one’s inclination or mood,
Ghost can be considered either frighten-
ing or ridiculous. The theme, if it can be
so described, is played by the Ayler
brothers in a way that sounds like a crude
parody of Ornette Coleman and Don
Cherry. The tempo is so fast that no sem-
blance of a steady pulse can be main-
tained, so drummer Murray delivers him-
self of occasional hammering patterns that
sound like a desperate neighbor banging
on the wall.

Albert Ayler’s solo, almost entirely con-
structed of upper-register (or rather, over-
blown) squeals, is so radical in its ap-
proach to the instrument that it would be
useless to debate whether he knows his
horn. He obviously does not choose to
play with reference to such values as in-
tonation, control, the production of a
sound that could be described as pleasing
to the ear, or any other traditional stand-
ards.

Anyone, however, who has on occasion
picked up a saxophone and attempted to
make sounds through it will find it dis-
turbing that Ayler’s playing often brings
to mind such noises. Perhaps he feels that
this is the “natural” way of making music;
I don’t know. I do know that he has said
his music isn’t jazz, but in spite of this, it
seems more like jazz than like any other
music, if only in its distortions, willful or
otherwise, of the elements of jazz.

Donald Ayler’s trumpet playing makes
one wonder if he could play a tune, or in
tune; but since he obviously doesn’t wish
to, why wonder? Cellist Freedman, though
joining in the general feeling of the piece,
can’t help revealing that he knows his in-
strument, and Worrell, not as bothered by
the tempo as the drummer, seems to be
keeping time after a fashion. This is
agonizing music, and its maniacal quality
has a certain fascination, but if this is
where jazz is going, it will take a great
deal of strength and patience to follow it
there.

Behind this, Moncur’s quartet, playing
the blues, sounds like a cocktail group.
The trombonist has played much more in-
terestingly with Jackie McLean; here, his
work is rather static, clipped in the J. J.
Johnson fashion, and easily eclipsed by
Hutcherson’s somewhat tentative but at-
tractive statements. The vibraharpist also
accompanies Moncur sensitively (Hutcher-
son demonstrates this ability even better
with Tolliver and Spaulding), a task which
the nature of his instrument makes diffi-
cult, since the notes tend to linger.

Shepp’s Hambone is a surprise. A well-
conceived and executed arrangement makes
good use of the five-horn front line.
Muted trumpet and open trombone state a
quiet theme out-of-tempo, then the full
ensemble joins in, producing an aura of
sound not unlike the small-group work of

(Continued on page 109)




POINT OF GONTAGE: A

Though not by design, the following
panel discussion focuses on the jazz avant-
garde, a term apparently resented by
some of the movement’s chief representa-
tives. And since jazz musicians do not
create in a vacuum, the discussion almost
instantly centered itself on the social
and economic problems confronting young
Negro jazzmen in the United States today.

From the start, the tenor of the debate
was intense and emotional. A transcript
such as this cannot convey the full impact
of the spoken word, nor the near-pande-
monium that climaxed some of the most
heated exchanges. At the end of nearly
three hours of talk, the participants were
exhausted, though some felt that im-
portant things still had not been discussed.

All panelists were told that the dis-
cussion was being held for the purpose
of publication in the Down Beat yearbook
and, because of space limitations, would
be edited. They were also told that the
proposed subject matter was “The Jazz
Scene Today” and that the discussion
should focus on musical matters.

One participant criticized the way I ac-
quitted myself as moderator. To this I
can reply only that a stricter discipline
could perhaps have been imposed only
by a person unaffected by what was being
said. Since I was not in that position, I
attempted to assure that each speaker
would be permitted to finish what he had
to say, a task that, however seemingly
limited, was not always easy.

The discussion’s end result, one hopes,
may yet serve a constructive purpose, if
only to clear the air for more effective
collaboration among the various elements
in the jazz community—or at least, among
those who continue to believe that such a
community can and must exist.

—Dan Morgenstern

ABOUT THE PARTICIPANTS:

Julian (Cannonball) Adderley, alto
saxophonist and bandleader, has had
broad and varied experience in music.
Prior to attracting national attention in
1955, when he went to New York and
began to record, Adderley had been a
high school band director and music in-
structor in his native Florida and had led
bands in the Army as well as in civilian
life. He formed his first nationally known
combo in 1956 and joined the Miles Davis
group from 1957 to 1959. Since then, he
has toured successfully throughout the
world with his own group.

Art D’Lugoff is the owner-operator of
New York City’s Village Gate, one of
the city’s largest night clubs. The club’s

entertainment policy encompasses jazz,
folk music, comedy, discotheque dancing,
and, most recently, chamber music. Out-
spoken and active, D’Lugoff was a leader
in the Greenwich Village clubowners’
fight against unfair city restrictions and
takes a consistent interest in civil rights
and progressive city politics.

Roland Kirk, jazz’ leading multi-instru-
mentalist, encountered much
and neglect before his amazing ability to
play several instruments simultaneously
was recognized as musically valid. Since
then, his proficiency on individual horns,
notably tenor saxophone and flute, also
has been acknowledged. Aside from early
experiences in his native Columbus, Ohio,
and a brief tenure with Charlie Mingus
in 1961, Kirk always has led his own group.
Sonny Murray is a drummer who first
made a name for himself through his work
with Cecil Taylor. Since then, he has
worked with a number of the leading
avant-garde players, including tenor saxo-
phonist Albert Ayler and trumpeter Don
Cherry, and has spent considerable time
working in Europe, notably at Copen-
hagen’s Montmartre club.

Archie Shepp, like Adderley, was born in
Florida. He attended high school in Phil-
adelphia with trumpeter Lee Morgan,
with whom he often played. In New
York, he met and worked with Cecil
Taylor and soon earned a reputation as
one of the outstanding tenor saxophonists
in the new jazz. In 1964 he co-led a sextet
with trumpeter Bill Dixon and has been
leading his own groups on records and at
concerts. During the last year, he made
several appearances with John Coltrane’s
group.

Cecil Taylor, alongside Ornette Coleman,
is considered a founding father of the
new jazz. A strikingly original pianist and
composer, Taylor first came to attention
with a quartet that appeared at the 1957
Newport Jazz Festival and at New York
City’s Five Spot, as well as on records.
Since then, despite his growing reputation,
Taylor has worked only sporadically,
though he has been warmly received in
Europe. In 1965 he appeared at the New-
port and Down Beat jazz festivals, at the
Village Vanguard, and at a concert at
Town Hall in New York City. He studied
music first privately and then at New
York College of Music and New England
Conservatory.

Dan Morgenstern is Down Beat’s associ-
ate editor in New York City. He was
born in Vienna, reared in Denmark, and
came to the United States in 1947. He is
a former editor of Metronome and Jazz.

resistance*

Morgenstern: The topic is the jazz scene
today, which leaves us a wide scope. I
would like to begin with a quote from the
English critic Max Harrison in Jazz
Monthly. In a discussion of avant-garde
music, he said, “whatever happens, jazz
can have no further pretenses to wide
appeal or a popular audience.” He bases
that prediction on jazz’ becoming more
complicated, more abstract, more demand-
ing on the listener. ’
Adderley: To start with, Max Harrison is
British, and I don’t blame him for saying
that in England, with the phenomenal
success of so-called popular groups there.
But I don’t think he’s within his realm
when he talks about what we’re going to
do with jazz, because, after all, it’s been
nurtured, founded, developed here. He's
got no basis for that sort of prediction,
since he knows nothing of what we're
doing here.

Taylor: In relation to the kind of think-
ing that would allow for making an as-
sumption like this, which is not accurate
at all, I propose . . . I propose there should
be a boycott by Negro musicians of all
jazz clubs in the United States. I also
propose that there should be a boycott by
Negro jazz musicians of all the record
companies. I also propose that all Negro
jazz musicians boycott all trade papers
and journals dealing with music. And I
also propose that all Negro musicians re-
sign from every federated union in this
country that has anything to do with
music. That's my answer to that man’s
statement.

Shepp: I agree with Cecil’s statement. I
agree with the idea of it, the implicit logic
of it, the spirit of it. I believe in it. I
will fight for it, and I have fought for it.
I think that in line with a statement like
that, we can be more comprehensive. We
can talk about a magazine like Down Beat,
which writes about jazz and which I think
for years has subtlely boycotted the de-
velopment of younger, potentially brilliant
men like Cecil, myself, Sonny Murray.
I don’t mention older men like Cannon-
ball because you haven’t boycotted him.
Certain people have had far more access
to your pages than we have had.

So we sit here now, and we’re expected
to be rational; we are expected not to ‘be
racists. But what else can we be under

the circumstances but irrational and thor- -

oughly black? I think that is precisely the
point. When these people say that jazz is
a dying medium, they don’t mean that.
It is, rather, a coverup for the fact that
clubs are a dying medium.

I was at the Village Gate not so long
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ago; it was a bonanza. They had Carmen
McRae, Dick Gregory, and John Coltrane.
Jiffy all-purpose remover, you know—a
catch-all—John being given the short end
of the stick—35 minutes—and that’s pre-
cisely how it was every night. Well, I've
heard John himself play for over an hour
and a half. At the Gate, John was using
four horn men, including himself; one
evening he used five. And he was given
only 35 minutes to do his work. Disco-
theque was given more freedom and privi-
lege than John.

I think that’s indicative of something; I
think it’s indicative of the level of men-
tality of most clubowners. I don’t say that
personally toward Art D’Lugoff; I don’t
mean to make it a personal dialog. I do
say that those impresarios who control
jazz are, on the whole, the dregs of im-
presarios. Jazz is singularly unique in that
the people who control it are thoroughly
ignorant of it, know nothing about it. I
know something about clubowners. I don’t
claim to know more than anyone else, but
I know about them from the worm’s eye
view.

I was talking to Joe Termini at the Five
Spot not so long ago. One of his mousta-
chioed niggers had just asked me to leave
because I couldn’t afford to pay the charge
at the table. I know a number of musi-
cians who’ve been asked to leave the Five
Spot. So when I sit down in a club when
it'’s relatively empty, and I'm not disturb-
ing anyone, not making a nuisance of
myself—which everyone expects when
you’re black, that you’re going to do some-
thing absurd—I expect to sit there. At the
Five Spot the waiter asks me to get up.
I got into a fierce argument with him,
and I called him a nigger lackey because
he was—an Uncle Tom. I told him, “I’m
not going to get up until you get this white
man you work for to tell me to leave; I
won'’t leave if you tell me.” So he got Joe.
Joe and I got into a thing, and I asked
Joe, “How do you feel about jazz?’ He
said, “I'm a businessman.” I said, “I’m an
artist; I have a right to sit in your club.
It’s artists who have made your club. Do
you think that jazz musicians are artists?”
He said, “No, quite frankly.”

What do we base jazz on? It is not that
we see jazz as an art, or even as an arti-
fact, but we see jazz as one of the most
meaningful social, esthetic contributions
to America. It is that certain people ac-
cept it for what it is, that it is a meaning-
ful, profound contribution to America—
it is antiwar; it is opposed to Viet Nam;
it is for Cuba; it is for the liberation of
all people. That is the nature of jazz.
That’s not far-fetched. Why is that so?
Because jazz is a music itself born out of
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oppression, born out of the enslavement
of my people. It is precisely that.

A man, Robert Wesley Wells, I read
about in the National Guardian, has spent
more than half his adult life in jail. And
he was sentenced to death and spent seven
years in death row for having thrown a
spittoon at a guard. If I could sum up
the essence of jazz, I would say that this
is precisely it. It is the spirit of Robert
Wesley Wells on death row.

D’Lugoff: First of all, I dont repre-
sent all clubowners—mine’s not strictly a
jazz club. I understand what Archie is
saying, but I think he make no differenti-
ation between artists. There are artists and
artists. He makes no differentiation be-
tween clubs. There are clubs and clubs. I
believe he likes to put everything in one
pot. Sometimes it serves a purpose, some-
times it distorts the nature of scientific
inquiry.

I think there’s a problem not only in
jazz clubs but in all clubs. I think that
artists who work in clubs, historically,
under most systems, have been exploited,
are being exploited. However, I would
also say that it’s getting harder and harder
to make a living with a club. Part of this
is due to automation—TV, records. . . .
There also is the question of audience—
how the audience reacts, whether it comes,
whether it pays. Remember the audience
not only pays my salary and those of the
waiters, but also the artists’ salaries. If
we do not get enough money to cover
that, we have to close.

There has been a crisis in New York,
as far as clubs. The Blue Angel closed,
Birdland, International, E! Chico, the Jazz
Gallery a few years ago—all have closed.
If they were making a big, decent living,
and were so powerful, how come they
closed? When Archie talks about a
bonanza, I think he’s mistaken and in-
accurate. . . . I would say it is not as
rosy, not as beautiful, not as great [as his
statement implies]. . . . I don’t claim to
be an artist—I am a businessman. And I
would like to remind all artists—whether
they be jazz or ballet or classical—that
they’re also business people. They’'ve got
to make a living and take care of their
families, etc.

Murray: I think first of all we’re over-
looking the point that people such as Cecil
Taylor and Ornette have created a monop-
oly. First we have to realize the quality
—the good, the bad—of this monop-
oly. Considering the young musicians,
considering the new musicians. For my-
self, through Cecil, I create a monopoly.
What do I get? I get welfare.

Adderley: What is a monopoly?
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Murray: Monopoly in that Cecil has cre-
ated a system of music that organized
another system, through younger musi-
cians, through musicians who have no
understanding or beliefs, who didn’t know
which way to go. The writers gave them
an opportunity to come out of their holes
and crevices without any knowledge be-
forehand. This is the first thing. If we
can find the truth between what’s real and
what’s not real, and if Art can find who to
hire and not to hire, then we’ll have. . . .
Cannonball, you created a monopoly, your-
self, is what I’'m trying to say.

Adderley: It’s relative.

Murray: That monopoly you’ve created
will not survive until you survive. The
musicians that followed Cecil and love
him and understand him, they won’t sur-
vive until he is accepted and survives.

Adderley: I'll tell you why I don’t agree
with that. Because Charlie Parker was a
pioneer in the field. But for you to say
that Ornette Coleman or Cecil Taylor have
created a music they control. . . .

Murray: Not control. But if a clubown-
er can’t hire Cecil at what Cecil wants—
at the price no matter how wild he thinks
it is—how can he hire a band he con-
siders new?

Adderley: Intrinsic prices and so forth
are all beautiful, and I agree. I've always
admired Ornette Coleman for his stand
regarding his price.

Murray: He must have that price. When
you create a monopoly, you have a lot of
alto players digging you—but when you
ask for a price, you need that price be-
cause of the monopoly. What’s the sense
of paying a fellow from Cincinnati who
has bought all your records and hire him
for $3,000 when you can’t hire the fellow
that made the records for $4,000?

Adderley: There are obviously piano
players who have involved themselves
with the music. of Cecil Taylor, who must
certainly be doing better than Cecil finan-
cially.

Murray: Then where do we solve this
problem? Take Roland. I saw a young cat
at the Five Spot, young white fellow, had
a few horns around his neck. Now, he
could have a colossal effect, in terms of
the Beatles, but Roland is the leading
exponent of this. This young fellow can-
not re-create without Roland’s image sur-
viving. If the young musicians can’t hear
Roland or you or Archie, then the club-
owners can’t hire them because their music
has not been perfected—they have not
passed the point of being apprentices;
they’re not seasoned musicians. . . .

Adderley: I was about to say the same
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thing you’re saying—since our society is
based on economy, the origin, quality, or
the place where it started does not have
as much to do with it as where people
will buy it.

Murray: The public can hear the truth
more than you imagine; the public can
listen to five so-called new musicians play-
ing in a circle of sound and not under-
stand it, but when the public hears the
man who created it play something con-
structive and yet still free, then they can
appreciate that more. It takes 25 to 30
years to become an established musician;
you can’t rush that. Why we’re not making
any money today is that the clubowners
are confused. They don’t know that from
this, or this from that. They don’t know
who the people like, and they don’t take
any chances. They hire Stan Getz and
Woody Herman to be secure.

D’Lugoff: That's not true. Stan Getz is
working very little in clubs because his
price is too high.

Murray: He works a lot in Las Vegas.
.. . Why isn’t Cecil working out there?

D’Lugoff: In Las Vegas the artist is
working to promote gambling. On TV the
artist is working to promote soap or soup.
However, when an artist is working a
club like the Village Gate, he has to
bring in enough bread to pay not only his
own salary, but my salary, the waiters’
salary and. . . .

Murray: I feel something must be cleared
up first. If we can accept Bird, then we
can accept Cecil, Roland, Archie. We have
a whole era of young musicians to con-
sider. Your problem—you’re 55 years old
—if you want to be a businessman, then
you'd better consider the young musicians
now. And if this man doesn’t survive, and
this one doesn’t survive, then you won't
have any music decent enough to listen to.

Kirk: All day I've been sitting, letting all
the giants talk on different subjects. My
words will be very simple, because I don’t
have the background or anything. We all
talk about prejudice and black and white,
but when I was back home in the Middle
West, I never knew anything about the
avant-garde or swing or . . . only thing
1 knew about there was Dixieland and
modern jazz. It sort of disgusts me that
so many people are making it off the
name “avant-garde musician.” Because
the thing is when I was in school, I wasn’t
taught by the white man that avant-garde
was classical; I heard that avant-garde was
classical when I heard Varese, Stockhausen,
and people like this. I can accept it that
it would be a new kind of music to jazz,
but to put the title “avant-garde” on it

SHEPP: ‘Those impresarios
who control jazz are, on the

impresarios. Jazz is singularly
unique in that the people
who control it are thoroughly

whole, the dregs of

ignorant of it,
know nothing about it.’

takes us into another area.

We shouldn’t separate ourselves. For
me to say Archie is better than me because
he’s “avant-garde” is wrong. Cecil cut a
record around '59 with Coltrane and
Kenny Dorham and a rhythm section that
was playing 4/4. I don’t know why he cut
it, but he cut it. He played his same
style, but I didn’t look on him as an avant-
garde musician; I looked on him as an-
other piano player who was contributing.
For us to hang ourselves up on this kind
of thing, I think we’re killing what we're
trying to present. We're separating our-
selves. We're doing what the white man
wants us to do—separating ourselves from
the music. Instead of all of us getting
together and playing and accepting each
other, we’re getting farther away. I would
like to play with Cannonball, and I'd like
to play with Cecil. But if I come to Cecil,
he would say, “You don’t know my ar-
rangements.”

Everybody says, “It’s freedom.” If it’s
freedom, then I should be able to get up
and play what I feel. So we're defeating
our cause when we take this music we
call jazz and say you have to be a certain
kind of musician to play with each other.
Like I'm conducting sessions down at the
Village Vanguard on Mondays, and every-
body comes with a group; nobody wants
to play with each other. Like I say, “Man,
let's play some things in B natural.” And
it’s, “No, baby, I've got my group I want
to play with.”

What I'm saying is that we should all
get together. And the critics writing about
this music...Hardly any critic can get
on a bandstand and play....Like this
fellow in Detroit, John Sinclair, he’s
writing that bebop is dead. Everytime a
group comes in town, he says bebop is
no good. How would Bird feel if he
were still here?

Taylor: Roland, I agree with you that
words, when they are applied to music,
are external to the essence of the music.
One issue you raised is a very interesting
one—the role of the critic. One of the
reasons I felt impelled to suggest that
Negro musicians—when I say Negro
musicians, I don’'t mean to exclude those
white musicians with social consciousness
—boycott the journals is because of the
journals’ irresponsibility, ignorance, and
malicious intent....

Kirk: Let’s talk about the music first.
That’s what I'm here to talk about....

Taylor: I'm not here to give discourses
on music. I'll tell you why not: because
my musical education was paid for by my
family, and if I'm going to give that infor-
mation away. Down Beat—and I have had

no offer from them—is going to pay me
for that information, and in that Down
Beat does not pay me, they are exploiting
me and everyone here, because informa-
tion is valuable. Down Beat exists because
there are musicians to write about. And
those writers who are irresponsible, ig-
norant, and malicious are living out in
California with swimming pools and I'm
living on the East Side—they’re making
their living writing about what I do and
don’t even have the good manners to
accurately portray in words what I am
about.

Kirk: Here’s what I want to talk about.
Why can’t the different musics play to-
gether? When I was out in the Midwest,
I dreamt of playing with you. I get here,
and it’s an arrangemcnt bag.

Taylor: That’s what you say. I didn’t say
that.

Kirk: I'm saying that’s the way it is.
Taylor: You said that’s what I would
do. You haven’t asked me what I'd actu-
ally do.

Kirk: I've asked you to play a couple
of times.

Taylor: No, you haven't.

Kirk: Yes, I have.

Taylor: This is the first time I've met you.
Kirk: Met me? You don’t remember.. ..
meeting me one night in front of the
Five Spot when we talked about sending
a petition to Washington?

Taylor: Yes, but this is the first time
we've actually sat down....

Kirk: I saw you at the Vanguard, and
1 asked you to play with me when you
were down there with Sonny Rollins.

Taylor: No, I don’t remember that.. ..

Kirk: That’s the kind of thing I've been
going through since I've been in New
York. Either you don’t remember it or
you have arrangements. I'm saying that
music is not like that. I feel that I can
play in any type of music, and that’s
what I've always dreamt of doing when
I was in the Midwest trying to get my-
self together to come here and play. I
feel that I can play Dixieland or so-called
freedom music or with Cannonball—enough
so that I won’t be a drag to them. I
can't play his music because his group
has been together; I can’t play your music
because your group has been together. But
1 can play enough to spark whatever
you're doing. I'm here to talk strictly
about the way the musicians are against
each other in New York at this time.
How everybody is talking about they
play something different, and no one
wants to get together. Me and Archie
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didn’t play together until we were over in
Denmark; that’s the only time we played
together.

Shepp: That’s not true, Roland.

Kirk: Well, we played once in a loft,
but that wasn’t a club. What I'm saying
is, back in the '40s, the reason Bird and
everyone was so successful was that every-
one was together. They got together and
played, and people came out to see them
because they know it wasn’t no dissension
on the bandstand. People knew when they
came to hear some music that Dizzy or
Bird or somebody would show up—to
make the music interesting. And when
you were in a jam session, that’s what it
would be—it wouldnt be no “Well, I'll
play in my group.” That’s no jam session.
Adderley: A lot of musicians have dis-
cussed that there’s no more interplay
among musicians such as in the old days.

Taylor: But these are not the old days.
There’s a different kind of interplay that’s
happening now between musicians.
Adderley: Sure, you have educated musi-
cians. ...

Taylor: You've always had educated mu-
sicians; man, you can't tell me Charlie
Parker was not educated.

Adderley: Well, now, Mr. Taylor, that’s a
matter of interpretation.

Kirk: Bird played with anybody....
Taylor: That’s irrelevant. That only
shows the nature of his education. What
it proves is that his musical education
allowed him to play with all different
people.

Adderley: I agree with that...but I'm
talking about a university education as
opposed to the jazz community’s feeling
for one another. ... The only question
now is whether or net jazz musicians—
meaning Muggsy Spanier and Louis Arm-
strong and Dizzy Gillespie and Miles
Davis and Donald Byrd and Don Cherry
—can play with each other.

Kirk: That’s right. I dig politics, but I'm
here to put where the music thing’s going
out. It’s not all about politics—it’s that
we’re not together.

Taylor: I don’t think that is quite true.
When Mr. D’Lugoff tells Archie Shepp,
“Man, I have got to employ waiters and
this and that,” and Archie says, “Like, I
have a family,” and Mr. D’Lugoff says,
“Yes, I have a family too,” what Mr.
D’Lugoff doesn’t want to talk about is
the fact that free enterprise has allowed
him to operate in the area which permits
him to employ people. That is not true of
Archie, and that’s not true of me. So to
bring that operation in as a liability to us
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KIRK: ‘Back in the '40s,
the reason Bird and every-
one was so successful
was that everyone was
together. . . . People came
out . . . because they knew
it wasn’t no dissension

on the bhandstand.’

and say that we should do something is,
to me, like a refusal by him to admit his
responsibility to that energy which has
allowed him to get that establishment.

D’Lugoff: Clarify, please.

Taylor: The club is your responsibility.
You handle it.

D’Lugoff: The upkeep of the club is my
responsibility, right.

Taylor: If you're not making money, sell
the club. You said you didn’t want to
sell the club because it had possibilities.
That’s all I'm saying.

Shepp: Two points I'd like to make as
regards the topic that jazz is a dying
medium . . . roughly that’s what was sug-
gested. The few nights I worked Art’s
club, Dick Gregory was there, and I
know that Dick Gregory is a draw, and
I know somebody made some money on
Friday and Saturday nights because the
audience turned over three different times.

D’Lugoff: Do you know how much was
paid to the artists performing? Do you
know the costs of operating? Are you
familiar. . ..

Shepp: I don’t want to get engaged in a
personal basis. . . .

D’Lugoff: Obviously you never were, you
never cared to be. . . . I'll tell you about
other clubs in this country. There are
such fantastic crowds, they’re closed. This
is an asinine argument.

Shepp: But I would say this: that you
don’t hire certain people, neither does
Joe Termini, nor Sonny down at the Half
Note nor Max Gordon at the Vanguard.
May I suggest there has been a systematic
boycott of a certain kind of music.

I think this discussion itself has been
very carefully arranged, because certain
things that I expected to happen are hap-
pening: certain musicians are saying it’s
about the music, it’s about the avant-
garde vs. so-and-so or so-and-so vs. the
avant-garde—when avant-garde is not a
label any of us have put on it. . . .

Adderley: A white man's label.

Shepp: Precisely. It is the label that has
been ascribed to us.

D’Lugoff: Is John Coltrane avant-garde?
Is Charlie Mingus avant-garde?

Shepp: Implicit in that argument is the
notion that the people who have been
given this arbitrary label somehow believe
it. And that is an absurd, absolute lie.
I mean if anyone has heard Cecil play
All Too Soon, then they would know the
label is nonsense. It is not fundamental
to this argument that we’re working with
different forms, nor that some of us might
have even done things that are destructive

DAVE LARSEN

to one another, because we know why
we did those things—we can all under-
stand that. The thing is we are talking
about power—the people who control us,
the fact that black music in this country
is not accorded a status commensurate
with its esthetic and artistic. . . .

D’Lugoff: What’s black music? Your
music?

Shepp: You don’t know my music.
D’Lugoff: I've heard you on a number
of occasions. When you say black music,
you’d better define it, man.

Shepp: 1 would like to define it. When
I say black music, I'm talking about the
music of Lightnin’ Hopkins. .
D’Lugoff: He’s played at the Village
Gate. . . .

Shepp: I'm talking about the music of
Archie Shepp. . . .

D’Lugoff: He’s been there too. . . .

Shepp: For pay? I'm talking about the
music of Cecil Taylor. . . .

D’Lugoff: He’s been there. . . .
Shepp: I'm sure we’re beginning to un-
derstand each other.

D’Lugoff: Are you limiting your artists
to Negro artists, or are you expanding it?
You have to answer that. When you say
Negro music, I want to know what you
mean by it.

Shepp: When I talk about black music,
I'm talking about that music which was
created, inspired—still inspired—by black
culture. . . . Duke Ellington is not an
historical freak. Nor was the fact that he
was refused a Pulitzer Prize and that later
the City of New York got out the gar-
bage men, the sanitation men, and gave
him an award. . . . Let’s get back to
black music. It seems obvious to me when
a clubowner can tell me that 'm not an
artist, in fact when he doesn’t like jazz,
in fact when he’s white, in fact when
every major club in this country is owned
by white men, and I defy you to tell me
where there’s a major black club. . . .
D’Lugoff: Let’s face it. White people
own most of this country, and you're so
right. We’re not arguing about that. That’s
a fact. That does not make it right.
Shepp: Are you planning to give your
club to a black man?

D’Lugoff: Why should I?

Shepp: What are you talking about?

D’Lugoff: What are you talking about?
What you’re saying is a very obvious
thing. . . .

Taylor: The point is that there is no

longer any discussion that can be had.
That’s why I've made the proposals. That




ADDERLEY: ‘A lot of
musicians have
discussed that there’s
no more interplay
among musicians such
as in the old days.’

we boycott these clubs.

D’Lugoff: Who boycott the club?
Taylor: Negro musicians boycott the club.
Negro musicians boycott the record com-
panies. Negro musicians boycott all jour-
nals dealing with music. Negro musicians
resign from 802. Because-I'm not inter-
ested in having social discussion with you
about the rights and wrongs of something
your power will never allow me—as long
as the status quo remains—to right that
wrong, because you have the power to
decide what is right and wrong. And I'm
saying to Negro musicians—yes, you, Ro-
land Kirk—let’s get together. Let’s really
get together. Let you play your music
and me play mine. And Cannonball his,
And Archie play his . . . let’s talk and
let’s play together.

Kirk: Why do you wait till today for
this?

Taylor: Better late than never . . . my
proposal is: let’s take the music away
from the people who control it.

Kirk: Why are you saying that now?

Taylor: There is not going to be any
discussion, because they’re not going to
listen. He’s going to tell us about finances,
and I'm going to talk about music and
what it means. I'm saying the failure of
even the so-called avant-garde critics has
been that even with their hipped-up knowl-
edge of social dynamics in this structure,
they have not been able to force the
power structure to alter its policies.

So I'm saying now that it has always
been about us. Don’t worry what they
say about us. We’re no longer reflecting
or vibrating to the white-energy principle.
The point is: we know who we are. We
have a whole history of music in this
country. We don’t have to talk to Art
D’Lugoff about what is black music. That’s
irrelevant. We know what black music is.
The point is: let us black musicians get
together and talk about social change.
The first thing the power understands is
a boycott, because their basis is economic.
Can you imagine what would happen to
those clubs left in this country if Miles
Davis refused to work there? If John
Coltrane refused to work there? Cannon-
ball? Roland Kirk? What do you think
would happen to Blue Note records if
Horace Silver said, “I will not record”?
What do you think would happen to all
those things? There would be some change.

D’Lugoff: The great illusion. .

Taylor: I'm willing to take the gamble.
I don’t have much to lose.

D’Lugoff: That’s true.
Taylor: But you do.

TAYLOR: ‘But these are not the old
There’s a different kind of
interplay that’s happenmg

now between musicians.’

days.

Adderley: In
agreement on
cumstances in
world. . . .
Taylor: It's a little different throughout
the world. You know that. I worked in
Europe. I worked in conditions that I
can’t work in here. Every major city I
went to in Europe, I had a radio show, a
television show, and lectures, as well as
working in clubs. And they paid me even
for the lectures.

Adderley: What I'm saying is that part
of that problem is due to the fact that
we’'ve never really been able to present
ourselves properly in this country, even
to our own people, meaning black people.
We've never really been in a position
here to do it in the same way.

Why is that?
Adderley: I'm not going to try to. . . .

Taylor: Could I give you what I feel
about it? In relation to what you said
before . . . you wanted to know why it
is that black people found it in their
hearts and their bowels to go and hear
James Brown. . . .

Adderley: Me, I'm black too. I went up
there to hear him too.

Taylor: I love James Brown . .. but I'll
tell you why those people’s initial response
is to James Brown; because, first of all,
people relate to what their lives prepare
them for. Negroes exist in a ghetto in
Harlem. Negroes exist in ghettos through-
out this country. This means inferior
schools, higher comparative rents for less
value, higher prices for food. This means
a higher incidence of death among chil-
dren under 10. This means lower wages.
It also means there are more Negroes
in jail, and they stay longer. That the
execution rate of them is greater. . . .
What I'm saying is that James Brown
gets to them on the level in terms of their
living experience—it’s more accessible to
them.

light of our 100 percent
the social, economic cir-
this country and in the

Taylor:

Adderley: The point I'm trying to make
is that when Archie Shepp says “please,
please, please,” the same way James
Brown says it, it should be as readily
recognizable to the same people. I agree
with you.

Taylor: Get rid of the ghettos, and let
those people know of the lies that al-
lowed Archie to say “please, please,
please” the way he says it. It comes down
to this: what is this thing Negro?

Adderley: I do understand. The point
I'm trying to make is this: I went to an
inferior Negro college. I don’t know
where Archie went to school or you, but

you gentlemen speak with a continuity
and with reference to having been edu-
cated academically on another level. . . .
Kirk: You're speaking like white men.
Adderley: Oh, brother, how can you talk
like that? There you go . . . but I'm sure
you both can understand what Mr. Kirk
refers to when he says this. . . .
D’Lugoff: Cecil Taylor’s audience and
Archie Shepp’s audience is white, not
black. . . .

[Indecipherable argument]

Taylor: Raland, I notice you use the
English language to speak. If you want
to be the black man, whatever that is,
then speak to me in an African dia-
lect. .

Kirk: But don’t drag a man through the
mud and still use his language. . . .

Taylor: What language would you sug-
gest? This language is my language.

Kirk: That ain’t got anything to do with
jazz.

Taylor: My roots go back as far as any
white man’s in this country.

Kirk: Mine go back further than any
white man.

Taylor: Solid; then you know what I'm
talking about.

Adderley: Here’s the thing I've been try-
ing to make clear: I really do feel that
[we must] establish a relationship and an
emotional connection with our people for
what we say musically. . . . I don’t think
it has anything to do with education be-
cause what they go for with James Brown
or Jackie Wilson or with Dionne War-
wick, or whoever they want to go for,
there’s an emotional identification, and it
happens with words. Erroll Garner has a
way of ¢ommunicating without words.
He’s just one guy I've happened to think
of. It’s not the definitive person necessari-
ly. The music of Cecil Taylor, Roland,
Archie, Cannonball, or whoever, whom-
ever, whitever—I think if we’re going
to resort to our black references, it would
be nice, it would be ideal, if we could
also have this mass following. If we could
just get our people to listen to what we're
doing.

You know, Mr. Taylor, before I leave,
as an educated person, the basis of this
society is the economy; that it is difficult
to abandon the economy because political
power and every other kind of power is
based on fresh money.

Taylor: I refer you to the southern stu-
dents’ boycott—that’s all.

Adderley: Well, I was a part of the
southern students’ boycott because I was a
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southern student.

Taylor: They did it. The risk to their
lives was great, but they did it.
Adderley: With the southern students’
boycott, they simply channeled their eco-
nomic directions to Negro sources.
Taylor: That’s what I'm asking for.
Adderley: Being realistic, so far as I,
with my limited exposure and concern ...
there are only a couple of clubs that I
can think of that are owned and not
fronted by Negroes in New York City.
Taylor: It doesn’t have to be in a club. . ..
Adderley: In New York City I know of
only one Negro-owned record company—
Juggy Murray’s company. There are a
couple of other major ones—the Motown
Co. in Detroit, Vee-Jay in Chicago.
When it becomes apparent to the so-
called white power structure in the record
industry that we’re not going to record
because there’s a white man behind it, I
wonder whether or not the boycott’s ef-
fectiveness will be affected by such an
obvious move.

Taylor: We're not going to make a social
stand merely because there’s a white man
behind it, because there are some white
men who will support us. What we're
talking about is the inequities that white
men have historically practiced against
minority groups—particularly, in this in-
stance, Negro musicians. . . . I'm not try-
ing to tell Art D’Lugoff how to run his
club—or any clubowners how to run
their clubs. I'm trying to make them
aware of the new consciousness that is
implicit if they’re going to hire Negro
musicians in the future. Like, let’s get
down to the club situation.

D’Lugoff: Are you talking about Negro
musicians or musicians in general?
Taylor: You know, Cannonball, better
than anyone else, what the condition is
like in clubs. Once you get down from
the bandstand, where can you go to rest?
Are the bathrooms even clean?

Adderley: I've only worked in Art’s club
four times in three years. .. .

Taylor: I'm not talking about him!

Adderley: I'm trying to tell you there’s
damn near a boycott now. Or else he’s
boycotting me. You know what I mean?
Art D’Lugoff has never lost money be-
cause of me.

Taylor: What I'm saying is that the way
clubs are set up now the music has out-
grown the structure of the clubs. And
that what must be done is that musicians
recognize this. . . .

Adderley: And the freedom-lover has out-
grown the system.
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ADDERLEY: ‘I would like to say that the state
of jazz does not disturb me musically as
much as it does socially and economically.
... | think that jazz is in a fairly decent state.
| just think that probably we need to do
more to make all of jazz available to all

the people to hear and to make it possible for
all of the jazz musicians to survive. . ..

Taylor: The machine has outgrown the
system.

Adderley: I'm talking about the people.

Taylor: The machine has affected the
people to the point that the people have
become automatons. What you can do is
bring a consciousness to the people of
their stake in the music. ...

Adderlev: As a closing statement, I
would like to say that the state of jazz
does not disturb me musically as much as
it does socially and economically. I don’t
have a solution to the problems any more
than the people who protest and burn
draft cards. . . . But the state of jazz is
simple to me. I think that jazz is in a
fairly decent state. I just think that prob-
ably we need to do more to make all of
jazz available to all the people to hear
and to make it possible for all of the jazz
musicians to survive without working at
Abraham & Strauss, without being dish-
washers, or without necessarily having a
sponsor. . . . In regards to sponsors, I
mean I am far from rich, far from sol-
vent, but I work relatively frequently all
over the world. And I’'m very happy that
I'm able to do that. I would like to see all
of jazz presented the same way—simply
through being able to work, having the
privilege to work and to play your music
before the peopie of the worid. I wouild
like to see that happen. I only made a
reference to sponsorship because it ap-
pears to me that a friend of Mr. Taylor’s
and a friend of mine, Nat Hentoff, who
seems to have taken it upon himself to
singularly make the music of Cecil Taylor
sacrosanct in the press. . . .

Taylor: Does that bother you? Or does
the idea that, whatever his attempts, they
have failed to nudge the power structure?

Adderley: The only thing that bothers
me . . . is that nothing is happening as
a result. You suggested we boycott the
press. If there had not been a press—
if there had not been a person so interested
in you as Mr. Hentoff—maybe your name
would never have been known.

Taylor: No, that’s not true.

Adderley: We don’t know whether it’s
true or false.

Taylor: 1 know it's true. I know my ac-
tions . . . I know of my experiences; I
know what I did to make certain things
happen.

Adderley: I would one day like to be
permitted to play with you, as Mr. Kirk
does; simply to be permitted by you to
play with you, and we’ll make our own
evaluations. . . .

Taylor: We could have a whole discussion

about what the musical structure is. . . .
1 don’t have to play with people to evalu-
ate what they're doing.

Adderley: Mr. Shepp came from a town
I went to in 1948—he’d been gone since
1945—but in 1948 1 went there to or-
ganize a high school band, and there were,
literally, children who didn’t know which
end of an instrument to blow in.

Shepp: And didn’t know what end of the
word to talk.

Adderley: The thing I'm trying to make
clear by referring to this is that there is
a whole element in this country—10,000,-
000 people, maybe 20,000,000—who don’t
know anything about our music, who have
never been exposed to it. . . . I think
you’re very fortunate, Mr. Taylor, in hav-
ing had someone so literate as Mr. Hent-
off to praise your virtues, to the detriment
of those who might have gone before or
people who are your contemporaries. . . .

Taylor: You have fallen into a very un-
fortunate trap. . . . You mean you don’t
understand my relation to you because
of what Nat Hentoff says? What? Then
you’re blinded by the white man. That’s
all I can say to you.

Adderley: I'm trying to make an example
to show that I don’t think that we should
necessarily boycott the press.

Taylor: Why not?

Adderley: Because if there were not a
press, I might not have even known about
you. And if I don’t hear you play, so
much as I do hear your records, and if
1 don’t play with you, then I don’t know
how well you play. . . . So quiet as it's
kept, and so much as we'd like to look
over the shoulder. . . . Miles Davis, Dizzy
Gillespie, the Modern Jazz Quartet, Dave
Brubeck, these people are employers, they
are part of the capitalist system. This is
the way it is. Cannonball Adderley is.

Maybe if I like the way Cecil Taylor
plays, I could convince Mr. Taylor to
play in my group. But how the hell will
I know if I'm not on the scene where
you’re playing all the time? A man who
is not exposed and not written about,
there’s no way of knowing that you have
a name, Cecil Taylor, or that you are a
piano player.

I resent the inference you make that
I have been brainwashed by the white
man—I couldn’t care less about white,
black, what have you. I have a black/
white piano player playing for me now.
He happens to be white, but if it weren’t
for my music, he couldn’t be making a
living. And that’s the way it is. I have to
know there is a Cecil Taylor. I have to
be able to hear Cecil Taylor play in order
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SHEPP: ‘Some of us are more than bitter about
the way things are going. We are only an
extension of that entire civil-rights,
black-muslim, black-nationalist movement

that is taking place in America.

That is fundamental to music. . . .’

to make an honest evaluation.

Taylor: Why hadn’t you heard me? I
heard you when you first hit the Bohemia.

Adderley: You were lucky because you
were up north. I was a southern boy scuffi-
ing, trying to get by the real white man.

Taylor: The real white man is in New
York City. The money is in New York
City and Texas oil. . . .

Adderley: I'm not talking about money;
I'm talking about the white man. You
haven’t faced a white man until you've
faced one in Fort Lauderdale in 1945
where Archie Shepp faced him, where
the tracks were it. Or in Tallahassee from
the time I came up, or Tampa or what-
ever. You talk about having read about
the white man; I'm talking about having
lived with that kind of brutality. Personal
brutality. This is no damn fantasy on my
part. This is having faced the police who
kick you in the behind, and there’s noth-
ing you can do about it. There is no fan-
tasy, no story line, there’s nothing. I
would like to hear you play.

Taylor: Did a white man kill a 15-year-
old boy in the streets of New York City
last year and was exonerated? What is
the essence of brutality? What is the
totality of the brutality that you want me
to recognize that is different in New York
than down there?

Adderley: Last year when a white man
killed a Negro? I want to tell you I saw
a Negro hanging on the courthouse lawn
in 1934, . . . What I'm trying to tell you,
Cecil Taylor, is that you’re a Johnny-
come-lately to this. I've known this all my

life. You're just becoming acquainted
with this because you've been getting
educated.

[Indecipherable argument]
Shepp: In relation to what went down
between Cecil and Ball, I think that it
has been too long the nature of such
conversations that questions of class—
economic, social classes, educational dif-
ferences—have divided black men. Black
men have been divided along class lines,
and that's precisely what happened here—
the question that Roland raised when he
said you cats talked like the white man.
But we don’t mean to talk like the white
man. Cecil’s point was quite cogent when
he said we were all fundamentally a
product of white culture. Perhaps some
of us talk more like the white man than
others. . . . I want to answer a few things
about what my neo-black bourgeois, mid-
dle-class thing may be—which is certainly
not much, which is something I don’t
believe in, which I don’t try to propagate,
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but which is rather something that’s been
handed to me. It certainly shouldn’t be
something to separate us now. I think the
suggestions that Cecil raised are excellent
ones, and I think the things he has sug-
gested as the reasons for our oppression
are precisely the point. That is—and .I
think Ball mentioned the same things—
that it is not musical differences but so-
cial and economic differences that sepa-
rate us. This has been done, I think, by
a class of people very much like Art. . . .
I don’t think that should be misconstrued.
When I say this I don’t mean that all
white men are—as Cecil pointed out very
clearly—a drag, or that all white men are
my oppressors or that they mean to be
my oppressors. I don’t mean to say, Art,
that you’re the same man Max Gordon is
or that Joe Termini is or that they are
the same as you. Rather we are forced
by dint of circumstance—you are a club-
owner, I am a musician. Somehow there
is this terrifying fact: you don’t hire me
—as much as you talk. And I'm going to
ask you point blank, and I don’t want an
answer right now, I want a gig; my price
is $850 a week, and I'm asking you for
a job right now; I want to know when
you are available, when you can hire me,
and so on. Because I think any argument
you make must be commensurate with
that, that you hire people who are not
known, and that if you believe so pro-
foundly in jazz, that you work to see
that other artists are heard from.

To Cannonball, let me say this: you're
a man whose work I've followed, before
I considered myself knowing how to play
the saxophone. I remember when you
played The Song Is You and Willow,
Weep for Me. 1 own some of your
records; I'm not just talking in a vacuum.
But I don’t think that you’re being quite
fair to Cecil when you make those sepa-
rations. The outstanding thing that came
out in the discussion between you and
Cecil and Roland were the regional dif-
ferences. They were the differences of
class, of North and South, of differences
in educational standards, of differences in
money, of the black bourgeois vs. the
the country boy. . . .

Kirk: I don’t think it’s no class.

Shepp: When I say class, you must un-
derstand what I mean.

Kirk: Bring it down. Talk simple to me,
because I don’t think of you in no dif-
ferent class than me. . . . I don’t think a
white man’s better than me, because I
haven’t seen a white man. Only way I
know a man is white is when he talks. ...
That’s the beautiful thing about me being

blind, because I don’t have no class thing.
A man establishes himself with me with
his voice.

Shepp: There isn’t much point in my
going on with this. You see, Roland, I
played with you years ago. I played with
you in Europe, when you were making
as much in a night as I was making in a
week. 1 played with you recently at the
Village Vanguard, and you were playing
the blues, and I desperately wanted to
play the blues with you, but you didn’t
ask me to play the blues with you. . . .
So I had the last 20 minutes to play by
myself. I knew that Max Gordon was
disturbed by that; I saw the constipated
look in his eyes when I came in the club.
Because Max Gordon never dreamed that
I would come in his club to sit in. not to
play for money, but to sit in. And he
had told me, “I never heard you; I can’t
bring you into my club. You don’t play
at Slug’s, at those places.” So I came into
his club with my horn to play for him
for free. And that night you were playing.
You had asked me to come to the club
before, but you didn’t ask me to sit in
to play with you that time. But we all
remember things. I hope you understand
that it’s not between me and you or
Ball or Sonny or Cecil or whoever. But,
rather, between those who have and those
who don’t have. That’s the problem we’re
faced with.

Kirk: You said I didn’t ask you te play
with me? I was playing Here Comes That
Rainy Day when you asked me to play.
How can I ask you to play when I don’t
know if yow’re in the house?

Shepp: It’s unimportant. You raised that,
the subject of playing together, and I
felt I had to answer it. You said to Cecil
that he’s never asked you to play with
him. Well, you asked me to play with
you, and when I came you didn’t respond.
Kirk: And T've also asked you to play
with me for pay, didn’t I?

Shepp: For which price and for whom?
Kirk: For me.

Shepp: Do you own the Vanguard?
Kirk: The man gave me a budget. I
owned it on that particular night.
Shepp: The man doesn’t hire me for a
week.

Kirk: But I asked you to play for me.
To help me, help jazz. 1 asked you to
play for me to help jazz. . . . Archie,
didn’t I ask you to come on and make
a Monday thing with me?

Shepp: For what price?
Kirk: Regardless of that.




Shepp: I'm not going to work for noth-
ing. . . . Jerry [Schultz] has asked me to
work at Slug’s for nothing, and I don’t
care to do that.

Kirk: Jerry’s a white man.

Shepp: I don't work for a black man for
nothing either. I'm not a racist.

Kirk: I've told you we're trying to present
a thing, and I think it’ll be beneficial. ...
Shepp: It won't be because Max Gordon
is not disposed to.

Kirk: The Monday doesn’t belong to Max
Gordon!

Shepp: The club belongs to Max Gordon!

Kirk: No, it doesn’t. Not on that night,
It belongs to me and another fellow. . . .

[Adderley leaves at this point. Morgen-
stern asks for closing statements. Shepp
offers criticism of Morgenstern’s not hav-
ing controlled the dicussion better so that
what Shepp says are key issues could
have been raised.]

Shepp: Some of us are more than bitter
about the way things are going. We are
only an extension of that entire civil rights,
Black Muslim, black-nationalist movement
that is taking place in America. That is
fundamental to music. . . . I would like
to say a word about clubs and clubowners,
which seems to have been from the be-
ginning of this discussion the crux of the
argument. I don’t mean to divorce that
from housing, jobs, education, and all the
other areas of Negro life that we strug-
gle with daily, that we die for, that we
bleed for. But as musicians, let’s speak
about clubowners. I must say that I've
never been treated very well by club-
owners. I've been in this music for 15
years, and I've never worked for a solid
week in this country. I've never made my
living playing jazz. I work now as a
merchandiser at Abraham & Strauss. I
do that, I think, at the default of the
clubowners. The clubowners are only the
lower echelon of a higher power structure
which has never tolerated from Negroes
that belief we have in ourselves that we
are people, that we are men, that we are
women, that we are human beings. That
power structure would more readily dis-
miss me as an uppity nigger or a fresh
nigger than to give me my rights. I say
this: we will have our rights, Art. I say
this, knowing that you intend never to
hire me.

D’Lugoff: Don’t be so sure. . . .
Shepp: Max Gordon said that to me at
the end of a speakout at the Vanguard
with LeRoi Jones—“Don’t be so sure—
perhaps I will hire you.” And I pleaded
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with Max Gordon on several occasions—
I've pleaded with these people for work.
T've had Joe Termini tell me, “This is
my club, and I’'m not going to give you
any work.”
D’Lugoff: Archie,
about things.
Shepp: I'm doing this on the basis of
empirical evidence. Not opinions. . . .
D’Lugoff: Up to this point. . . .
Shepp: I'm suggesting that the young
men who burn their draft cards today
and even burn themselves—and they’re
white—this is only a suggestion of the
rage that is inside people with black skins.
I say that to people who own clubs—not
only to them, but to people who own
anything—that today the black revolution
may not be ostensibly in full progress,
bat it is in fact in full progress. I say
that. . . . I won’t go on.

D’Lugoff: To Archie Shepp and Cecil
Taylor, I say. . . . I feel that many of
the artists have a right to be heard. I
think, though, that they’re barking up the
wrong tree. I think they are accusing the
wrong people. I think—not that they’re
untalented, because they are talented; not
just because they’re black, because there
are many black people who work, unless
they’re willing to say the black people
who do work have sold out. . . . What
can I say when my club hires 80 percent
colored? . . . I don’t hire them because
they’re colored. I hire them because they
have something to say, and they reach an
audience. I don’t say the audience is
right. I don’t say my taste is impeccable.
Al T say to you is I try to make a living
and do a creative act. I don’t say that I
don’t make mistakes. I don’t say the
people who work sometimes don’t make
mistakes; I'm willing to take them back.
But one thing: am I entitled to make a
living for myself and the people who work
there? Well, people can say, “Of course.”
But I think in view of the fact that many
clubs are failing, am 1 entitled to ask
that? . . . I'm talking not as a nice white
guy but as a nice human being. We’re all
born and we don’t choose our parents.
And white racists and black racists better
learn that.

Shepp: There are no black racists.
D’Lugoff: There are black racists and
there are yellow racists and there are
white racists. And I want to tell you some-
thing. . . .

Taylor: And the white racists have most
of the money.

D’Lugoff: That’s right. But I'm not one
of them, baby. Let me tell you something.
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you’re so positive

D’LUGOFF: ‘I feel that many of
the artists have a right to be
heard. | think, though, that
they're barking up the wrong
tree. | think they are accusing
the wrong people.’

I'm all for people like SNCC and CORE
who want to make changes in this country.

Taylor: What about us? We want to make
changes too.

D’Lugoff: I'm telling you what I believe.
You don’t have to agree with me. You
can be black, and you can be wrong. And
you can be white and be right. Black
people got their problems, and they're
pretty bad because the white structure
owns this country. Remember night clubs
don’t run this country. The way you
speak, night clubs, white night-club owners
run this country. . . . I'd like to say that
it would be my privilege to hire you.
You're talented, Cecil Taylor and Archie
Shepp. Your music is not accepted by the
Negro people. Try to play the Apollo.
You say, “Sure, it’s white owned.” But
Negro people go there. . . . The audience
at the Village Gate, at my club, is 30 to
70 or 80 percent Negro at any one time.
I have the only truly integrated club in
the United States. You believe it—and
you’d better—the people who work with
me, I'd say about 80 percent of the salaries
I pay go to black people. And I'm happy
about that.

Shepp: That’s not even the point.

D’Lugoff: It is the point . . . economics.
Most of the world is different—80 per-
cent goes to the white man and you're
lucky if you get 5 percent.

Taylor: Are you going to change it?
D’Lugoff: I'm not the man to change it,
but if you want to join me in some
change, I'll help you.

Taylor: Let’s do something, not talk.

D’Lugoff: I went against cabaret cards,
and they hurt black people more than
white people, but they also hurt white
people. I say to you if you want to join
me in changing things with the city govern-
ment, the new mayor, John Lindsay, is
going to help us. You might not like him,
but he’s going to help us. And if you
draw up your program, and I give you
my word, there are not going to be cab-
aret cards. . . . I'm very sincere about
this. This has been a burden, a drag. You
know why? Because musicians’ Local 802
has not done anything. You know why?

Taylor: Ah, that’s the jivest in the
world. . . .

D’Lugoff: The people who are members
of 802 better do something if they want
to change things. All I'm trying to say is
do something. I'm not 802, and I'm not
the power. I'm one man, one clubowner.

What is the power and audience and
the involvement of your music—the so-
called avant-garde of Archie, Cecil—with

TAYLOR: ‘My responsibility as an artist
is to absorb and see and feel and
observe and use all that exists that is
beautiful in this society, regardless
of who gave impetus to its

creative form. And to blend this

with what | am.’

the Negro masses? . . . I wish to help
you because if you have talent, and you
do, the point is to try it before peo-
ple. . . .

Shepp: T'll raise the question again. I
propose that Cecil and I play back to
back for a week at your club. . . . Will
you give us a week at your club?
D’Lugoff: I didn’t say I wouldn’t give
you a week.

Shepp: Immediately; I don’t mean in the
future.

D’Lugoff: If we make a profit or break
even or we lose money, are you willing
to look and count the number of people
there?

Shepp: I'm more than perfectly willing.
D’Lugoff: If they do not respond . . .
from a financial viewpoint—and is there
any other viewpoint?—is it tantamount
upon myself—since I'm not the Rocke-
feller Foundation, not one of those rich
cats—what happens then? Let’s say I
don’t cover the salaries of the people
working for me.

Shepp: Win or lose. I'm proposing that
you hire Cecil and me back to back for
a given week in the immediate future.
Are you willing?

D’Lugoff: It’s a possibility.

Shepp: Are you willing?

D’Lugoff: I'm willing to think about it.
Shepp: Would you do it?

D’Lugoff: It’s possible. Cecil, have I
discussed price with you?

Taylor: No.

D’Lugoff: But you got my point. . . . I
wish to God there were more Negro
businessmen who were running clubs, be-
cause what I’'m saying to you is not in-
sincere, is not false, and I would like you
to join in this thing. If you want to run
on your own, you know how difficult it is.
Would you agree with that? It is difficult.
Otherwise, you would do it. Right, Cecil?
I don’t care what your background is,
your education or your social or political
views, it’s difficult to run a club because
people are failing. When people fail—
would you like to be hired for $10,000
a week and get nothing, or would you
like to be hired at any price and get it?
Or would you like to not work? I don’t
know what to tell you. All I can say is
that you have a right to ask for anything
you want. You have a right to open your
own place. But you have no right to tell
me what I should pay you or a right to
tell me, as Archie Shepp did, that I am
making a bonanza.

Shepp: You are.




D’Lugoft: I disagree with you.
Shepp: You could have done the same
thing with Dick Gregory alone that you
did with three other performers. . . .
D’Lugoff: Let me tell you about Dick
Gregory. He's a great human being.
Shepp: You hire Hugh Masakela and
Miriam Makeba; they’re South Africans—
but you don’t hire Cecil Taylor and
Archie Shepp. . . .
D’Lugoff: Dont make it personal. I hire
a lot of people. . . . Roland, am I in-
terested in where people come from?
Kirk: Well, you don’t put it on the
contracts. . . .
D’Lugoff: Do I put on the contract where
you come from? That’s ridiculous. I'm
interested in one thing: my livelihood.
Shepp: I say me and Cecil, back to back
for a week in the immediate future—are
you willing?
D’Lugoff: I'm willing to discuss it.
Shepp: When?
D’Lugoff: Immediately. The point I was
making is I don’t hire people by point
of origin. Is that fair? Now, Archie,
you've got to get human about this
thing. You all are laughing at me, but I
tell you I don’t hate or love Negroes,
I love human beings. A son of a bitch is
somebody I don't get along with, and a
nice person is somebody I do get along
with. But it’s got nothing to do with
color, because color is a terrible thing.
. You don’t understand me, and you
don’t want to understand me. . . .

Taylor: I think Don DeMicheal in Chi-
cago and his other cohorts are laughing

. at the ugly division that happened
between Cannonball and myself and the
tricks that language can play. He must
laugh when he hears Cannonball deny
my life’s experience in an attempt to say
he suffered more. The quality of the ex-
perlence under those magnolia, cotton,
blood-ridden erop of an agrarian society,
bedeviled in its primitivism that exhibits
the naked bodies of burning black men. ...
What was my life’s experience at 12 years
old in Peekskill? I watched policemen
standing and allowing the enraged popu-
lace of this wealthy white community
spit and beat Negroes—and white people,
but primarilv Negroes—because Paul
Robeson was the cynosure of all eyes.
And then coming home that Sunday night
and getting the largest paper, in circula-
tion, to read how they didn’t see the police
inactivity. The mind of the northern so-
ciety is regulated by machine and the
subtleties are thoroughly 20th century. ...
The psychotic involvement perhaps pre-

MORGENSTERN: ‘1 am
constantly exposed to criticism
from other quarters who

say Down Beat is paying

too much attention

to the avant-garde. . . .

cludes hanging, but it doesn’t preclude
shooting 15-year-old boys. It houses us
comfortably in ghettoes, where, it is said
lightly, that Negro people can achieve
dignity. Dignity, hell—they can’'t achieve
themselves. The reach to the stars is lim-
ited by the dirty ceiling. The road to
rat-infested apartments is surrounded by
shrubbery imbedded in garbage. The greed
of white . . . who would rather count their
money than fix broken hot water pipes so
black babies may reach adulthood or even
have heat while they die.

To you, Roland, my responsibility as
an artist is to absorb and see and feel
and observe and use all that exists that
is beautiful in this society, regardless of
who gave impetus to its creative form.
And to blend with this what I am. Which
is—I am black. And I know that the
Scotch in me was brought gratuitously.
I know the “massas” raped the black wom-
en and decimated our families and now
say, “Help yourself.” Shall we proceed
from that historical precedent? No. We
must, as Negroes, standing erect with the
beauty of our kinky hair and our thick
lips and our many various complexions
and our many various experiences, stand
together, together on the basis that wher-
ever we have lived, we have been under
the heel of the white oppression. Whether
it is in Florida or whether it is in New
York.

Now, to the organizers of this panel.
I have no reason to believe that anything
I have said will be included in its con-
text in a printed copy of Down Beat
magazine. For I refer historically to Down
Beat’s position of evaluation of the Negro
great musicians of the past. I mean Lee
Konitz, Lennie Tristano, Chet Baker,
Stan Getz—then and now. . . .

Shepp: Stanley, Woody, and Gary.

Taylor: . . . got . . . Gary, yes Gary

. got more coverage, more, photo
spread higher ratings than the people
they imitated, people like Charlie Parker,
Bud Powell, Monk, Rollins—these people
all got the short shnift from Down Beat
until the inevitability of the power of their
art was manifested by people going to
see them. Since we’re going to make,
perhaps, a pleasantry of what the press
can do for you, I'm going to talk about
what the press has not done—Down Beat
particularly. I refer to the Chicago review
of the Chicago festival [Editor's note:
Taylor refers to the Down Beat Jazz
Festival] in which the music of John Col-
trane was desecrated by someone who was
not even literally able to write interesting
sentences, and who by what he said in

regard to my music showed that he
wasn’'t able to review music.

I refer to you, Dan Morgenstern, in
your selection of artists representing the
new music in the Museum of Modern
Art garden series of just last summer
when you knew very well the creators
were ready, at whatever terms you sug-
gested, to play. And what did you do?
You ignored us and hired a former side-
man of mine and a man named Roswell
Rudd, who was never heard of in the
modern musical context until the record
I made for Impulse in 1961.

Mr. D’Lugoff talks about Rockefeller
grants, saying he’s not Rockefeller. Well,
I say, I'm willing to work with you, Art,
but I'm also saying that we must, as Negro
musicians, get back to the original prem-
ise, which I proposed. . . . I think it’s
very interesting that my original propo-
sitions were ignored. Because this is the
action that cannot logically be avoided.
It asks the most from those Negro mu-
sicians who have, like Cannonball, as well
as any white businessmen, like Mr.
D’Lugoff, who want to participate. So I
give it back to you. But my position is
that I am, in spite of the white oppres-
sion . . . and I see it in Down Beat and
all those other magazines in the photo-
graphs of the new Negro musicians they
choose to print as opposed to the white
photographs they choose to print. I want
to say also that I am aware that in the
selection of photographs it has a lot to do
with images. I want to say that as a
result of the failure to solve the nature
of the white man’s guilt—which he knows
about and no amount of my asking him
what it is is going to let his fear allow me
to appear on television on a sustained
basis or for me to have a radio show on
a sustained basis or for me to go to
Hollywood and make motion picture mu-
sic. . . . You gave us the word Negro
because you didn't want to see that you
were our illegitimate brothers. It’s your
problem, and you got it.

Morgenstern: If I may, I would like to
step out of the role of moderator to
make a statement, because much of what
Cecil said touches me personally and
the publication for which I am at present
working. I would like first of all to refer
to something that was said earlier, that
Down Beat exploits musicians and that
its whole existence is based on this ex-
ploitation. I don’t think that’s true. The
existence of Down Beat depends on its
readers, who are people interested in jazz.

Taylor: What are they reading about if
(Continued on page 110)
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Ralph Shapey envrently is musie di-
rector of the Contemporary Chamber
Players at the University of Chicago.
e has composed abnost 50 concert
works, several of which have won

and 14 of which were com-
niissioned, e has served as a con-
ductor of varions groups in concerts
of musie by such composers as Mil-
ton Babbitt, Anton Webern, Edgard
Varese, and Siefan Wolpe., Shapey
also is a member of the board of
divectors of the International Society
for Contemporary Music. He was
born in Philadelphia, Pa,, March 12,
1921.

Bill Mathicu, a
Down Beat for six years, hegan his
career as an arranges-composer for
Stan Kenton and Duke Ellington. In
19539 he helped found Second City,

irieal theater, for which he con-
's o serve as mnsie director. In

the last few years Mahien’s writing
activities have led him closer to con-

temporary classical musie. Shapey
and Mathiecu met, in fact, on the oe-
casion of the first major publie per-
formance of a Mathica composition,
which Shapey eonducted. That meet-
ing bronght others, which in turn
slimulated the following taped  dis-
cussion,

Before this discussion was held,
Shapey had heard little avant-garde
Jazz, though caclier jazz sivles have
influenced  him  sinee  his  vouth.
Mathicun chose representative  per-
fornunees for Shapey 1o Jlisten to.

The selections:

Stan Kenton-Bobh Gracttinger, Ciry
of Glass (from City of Glass, Capito))

Ovnette Coleman, Peace (from
The Shape of Jazs to Cowe. Atlan-
tic) and The Ark (from Town Hall,
1962, ESP®)

Don FEllis, Despair to Hope and
Tragedy (from New Ideas, Prestige/
New Jazz)

Archie Shepp-Bill Dixon, Trio aund
Peace (from Shepp-Divou Quartet,
Savoy)

Gil Evans-Cecil Taylor, Pots. Bulbs,
Mixed (from luto the Hot, Impulse)

Albert  Avler, wuusperified track
(Urom Spiritual Unity, ESP)

Bob James, Peasant Boy (from
Explosious. ESI”)

New York Art Quartet, Rosmosis
No. 6 (from New York drt Quartet,
ESP’)
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contributor to

Shapey: I must admit that I despise re-
cordings. An awful lot that I heard has
a lot to do with human contact. Let me
talk about it in terms of the old jam ses-
sion idea. You really never hear a jam
session just through hearing; it’s through
being there, it’s through an environmental
thing generated by the musicians them-
selves, their playing, the people around.
Recordings do not communicate a certain
aspect that is involved.

I must admit I have questions rather
than answers. In the past, I have met
with, have talked with, some of the big
names in the jazz world. We have had
many discussions and many talks and,
need I say, many arguments. Every time
these people were in a dead-end street
they came to people like myself. I don’t
mean to pat myself on the back; they just
came to a serious composer for new
ideas. I was flattered; I found it interest-
ing. But it raised questions; we have to
go back to—what is jazz?

Mathieu: Do you feel that because a
certain brand of serious jazz composer
or jazz arranger winds up going to more
classically versed musicians for ideas that
jazz can be seen as a nonregenerative art
—that somehow jazz has to go outside of
its own confines in order to find direction?
Shapey: No, I think that jazz, by defini-
tion, is a form of popular music, a certain
dance form of popular music, a certain
kind of popular expression, and I think
it has a marvelous, a wonderful place in
our total cultural scene. I feel that when
they get into the other aspects—pull into
jazz the more sophisticated (if I may
use such a nasty word) ideas of the
serious composer, they are not involved
in jazz any longer. Then the music be-
comes a hybrid, something altogether dif-
ferent and must not be called jazz.
Mathieu: There have been several at-
tempts at finding other names for it, but
all these attempts have failed in some
degree or other because they have been
inaccurate or insufficient. Nobody is quite
sure what the nomenclature should be be-
cause nobody is quite sure what the
music is. It's very young and experi-
mental, and the ratio of success to failure
has been somewhat disheartening. How-
ever, the nature of the hybrid itself is
changing, and people are beginning to
see the music not so much as a literal
fusion of both ends toward the middle—
it’s a much more general and much less
specific process. It's an admixture of
processes which go on in the individual
composers’ upbringing and training. A
young composer today is exposed to so
many diverse influences, from AM radio
to the concert hall, that it's impossible to
draw this distinction any longer.

Shapey: Yes, I am in complete agree-
ment. I despise categories anyhow. As a
composer, I have been placed in a hundred
different categories. None of them is right,
and none of them is wrong. I think the
most important thing here is that they
must drop the word jazz, because it de-
notes a particular thing. Why don’t they
just simply say they are making music?
Mathicu: Most of them do.

Shapey: The one thing that I was struck
with listening to these recordings is that,
basically, the musicians are making music
—whether or not I like that kind of music
is totally unimportant. In their own way,
as they see it, as they feel it, they are
making music, using the instruments in-
digenous to jazz. But it has nothing at all
to do with jazz under any conditions.

Mathieu: That’s not true.

Shapey: Most of it. There was some of
it that did have. ...

Mathicu: The thing that has to do with
jazz Is the spirit that created it.

Shapey: No, what you are saying is the
spirit which the musicians grew up in and
then left. They might have come out of
the jazz world, if you want to put it that
way.

Mathieu: I think you make too heter-
ogeneous a category, because there are
some who fall into the category that you
are speaking of, like Bob Graettinger, but
others, like Albert Ayler, would be ab-
solutely horrified at this conversation.
What did you think of Ayler?

Shapey: I was very impressed with the
statements on the album jacket; I can’t
say that the music came across quite like
that to me. . . .

Mathicu: I have never heard Ayler in
person, but I must say that his is the
most distinctive sound that I have heard
come from any instrument. I don’t know
what I think of that music either, al-
though it has influenced me.

Shapey: I think the most important thing
about the record is that it showed jazz
musicians are reaching for a new status
as instrumentalists. They have reached a
level of virtuosity that is incredible.
Mathieu: It’s a virtuosity not comparable
to classical virtuosity.

Shapey: Not comparable? I don’t under-
stand that.

Mathieu: It is not comparable because
if a classically trained woodwind player
picked up a tenor saxophone, he certainly
could not do the things that Ayler does.
The opposite is also true.

Shapey: I agree.

Mathicu: I'm not speaking only in terms
of playing scales or arpeggios; I mean
even in terms of playing individual notes,
the sense of note connection, the sense of
pitch centering is entirely different. All
you can say is that what Ayler does on
his instrument, he does splendidly, and
what the French-trained saxophonist does
on his instrument, he does splendidly. But
that’s been the case for a long time.
Shapey: You misunderstand me; I am well
aware that the top-level jazz musician has
always been a master instrumentalist. But
I'm trying to get across something a little
bit different here: their reaching into
other areas of instrumental playing. . . .
In the past there was always the feeling
that no matter how good the instrument-
alist was, he was still bound by his in-
strument. But the people on these records
no longer are bound by their instruments;
the instrument is bound to them. It's a
different kind of playing. This is very good.




Ralph Shapey

Mathieu: How does this level of jazz vir-
tuosity relate to the virtuosity contempo-
rary classical composers require from their
performers?

Shapey: There is a tremendous correla-
tion. 1 feel that the two outer elements
are moving, shall we say, to the center of
a definite meeting place, that the demands
the modern serious composer makes upon
his instrumentalist and what these jazzmen
are doing are the exact same things.
Mathieu: This desire to get past the in-
strument, as it were, into something else,
where does it come from? It’s in the air.
Shapey: Yes, it’s in the air. This is a very
basic question. It’s all part of Toynbee’s
idea of history, in which mankind moves
to a plateau, consolidates that plateau,
and lives there for a certain length of
time. Then the need to move onward to
the next plateau comes about, followed by
the revolution, the fight, or whatever you
want to call it, that pushes mankind up
to the next plateau.

Mathicu: Are we in such a period?

Shapey: Yes, we are definitely in the pe-
riod of transition.

Mathicu: You said that the outer elements
are moving to the center of a meeting
place. Can you speak about this meeting
place?

Shapey: One of the things within it that I
do not like is the idea that it gives the
musician a so-called freedom. We can go
through hours of discussion ‘about free-
dom, what it really means in a musical
sense.

First, in listening to these records, one
of the things that struck me about Ornette
Coleman, if I may jump around, is that
he is an excellent example of a master of
his instrument. He incorporates a kind of
a traditional jazz improvisation. He ex-
tends the range and the possibilities of
his instrument. The sound. the motion, the
ideas are very closely aligned to modern
serious music, and he uses them to explore
his own technique of the instrument. He
goes step by step; he carries through on an
idea; he carries you to a logical conclu-
sion. He might go a thousand miles away
from the initial germ idea, but when you
have arrived at that final conclusion, you
will know where you came from. I espe-
cially liked Peace. 1 had the feeling of
inevitability, that everything that he did
had to happen the way he did it. Mind
you, I can accept that someone else would

say, “No, something else can happen.”
But that’s not the point. The point is: each
time he established something different as
a logical sequence and consequence of
what he did before, it was inevitable for
him to arrive where he did.

Mathieu: Is the relationship between in-
evitability and spontaneity correlative to
the relationship between today’s written
music and today’s improvised music? There
seem to be two ways of going about
things—figure them out or merely do
them. And there is evidently a way in
which these two poles become not poles.

Shapey: To go into that we must talk
about the psychological and philosophical
concepts of the creative act itself. If we
agree that the creative act occurs in the
creator’s unconscious, and if we say that
a top-level improviser is working from the
same creative basis as a composer is—the
creative force of the unconscious mind—
then they are working exactly the same;
the only difference is that one writes it
down and the other doesn’t

Mathieu: Yet there are some things pos-
sible in written solo music that are abso-
lutely impossible to improvise, and con-
versely, there are some things possible in
spontaneous improvisation that are im-
possible to write down.

Shapey: Let us be careful that we do not
here get into interpretation.

Mathieu: No, it's not an interpretative
problem. There are some things that you
can improvise that you cannot write down.

Shapey: 1 don’t believe that there is any-
thing that anybody can improvise that
cannot be written down. Other than the
style.

Mathicu: I'm talking more about archi-
tecture than style. I'm talking also about
the generative process, the thing which
gets the music out. Is it possible for im-
provisers to become so good at it that they
will be improvising music of the same
architectural species that the composers
are composing?

Shapey: Absolutely. Why not?
Mathieu: Wherefore, then, the composers?

Shapey: There always will be need for
composers. It’s not a question of whether
they will be good enough. That has noth-
ing to do with it. You see, you are using
the qualitative term. I am not speaking in
a qualitative sense; it doesn’t matter
whether or not you finally arrive at such
magnificent improvisations that you no
longer need the composer.

Mathieu: Yes, there’s a difference, and I
want you to speak of the difference.

Shapey: Okay. Philosophically speaking,
in an existentialist manner, if we believe
that only the moment exists and nothing
beyond this moment, then we do not need
the composer, nor do we need anyone or
anything to record music for any kind of
posterity—even if it’s just tomorrow. If
it’s beyond the moment, then it has to be
set down in some way, frozen by writing
it down.

Now there is a philosophy held by cer-
tain of my-—I will tongue-in-cheek call
them colleagues—who believe that we no

longer write masterpieces. Nonsense.

Matheiu: So, there is something specifi-
cally beyond the moment? There is some-
thing that the Improviser cannot get?
Shapey: Yes.

Mathieu: What is it?

Shapey: The improviser is, in a sense,
drunk from the moment. Drunk in the best
of the word. He is deeply involved with
the thing he is doing at that moment—it’s
like a sexual experience of the highest
level. But the composer who is writing it
down is also in the act of that moment
and at the same time is conscious that that
moment wants to be recaptured again and
again.

Mathieu: Why recapture that particular
moment? What is revealed in ourselves
through writtep music that is not revealed
through impravised music?

Shapey: Organization. Once it is organ-
ized on paper, it can never become dis-
organized. This is one of the things that I
like about Coleman, and one of the things
I did not like about some of the other
people I listened to, whom I found had
much less organization. The going away
from the material disturbed me.
Mathieu: The structural organization of
the improvisers, then, seemed to have
something to do with the nature of the
way they can reveal things in ourselves.
Shapey: It has something more to do, I
think, with their temporary moods.
Mathieu: You’re back to the other side
again.

Shapey: Right. You know, as I said from
the beginning, I do not claim to know
anything about jazz per se, but let me
mention something that most people don’t
know about me. In my young days in
Philadelphia I used to go to a little club
in a back alley called the Down Beat,
where all the finest jazzmen used to gather
about one o’clock in the morning. They
would drift in one by one and have a
drink, a little talk, somebody would be
strumming on something perfectly, in a
sense, mearingless because there was no
meaning attached to it, and one by one
they would get the mood. Each one would
take out an instrument and sort of blow a
little, warm up a little. It was the most,
in a sense, chaotic thing possible because
nothing meant anything. There was no
organization, no anything, but somehow
or other, they began to fuse together.

Mathieu: Everybody was there together

Bill Mathieu




in one place, at one moment, each mo-
ment was the same moment to everyone.
Shapey: And they began to play then,
and I heard what exists in my memory as
some of the greatest jazz sessions and some
of the finest jazzmen in those days. It was
great because they came there from their
jobs to be themselves only. They were not
playing for an audience.

Mathieu: Do you think it would be pos-
sible for a very enlightened composer to
sit down in his study and, assuming he
had the necessary prerequisite, compose a
piece substantially synonymous with, say,
15 minutes of this great music that you
heard as a kid in Philadelphia?

Shapey: I think it’s being done all the time
by top-level composers. Only it doesn’t
have the beat, necessarily, behind it of
jazz.

Mathieu: But it does have the same com-
mitment to the moment?

Shapey: Oh, yes, the same commitment
to the moment with the agreed desire for
that moment to live on.

Mathieu: I wish you’d name some names
here.

Shapey: I think Schoenberg did it. Alban
Berg did it in Wozzeck. 1 think Beethoven
did it in the Grosse Fugue. I think Mozart
did it. The spontaneity of a Mozart opera
is something unbelievably magnificient.
Mathieu: Does the Grosse Fugue sound
improvised?

Shapey: In a crazy way, yes.

Mathieu: What way?

Shapey: To me, it is one of the most
magnificient works ever written, and every
time I hear it, it is the most spontaneous
piece of orchestral warmth that I have
ever encountered, and it always sounds
as though it were being improvised right
then and there at that moment. I know
1 have analyzed that thing at least a dozen
times; I have tried to destroy his timing
over and over again, but after the begin-
ning, the introduction sings that whole
marvelous phrase, and he repeats and re-
peats it in a fugal manner and suddenly
he breaks into singing . . . and oh, my
God, I've got to break that, it cannot
happen that way. Why did it happen that
way, why did he do it, over and over,
over? I tried to retime it; no, it is exactly
right; it had to happen there, and it is
improvised.

Mathieu: Now, that Saturday night ses-
sion in Philadelphia. If you could hear
the same Saturday night over and over
again, would that great expression of the
moment, would it pall as quickly as the
Grosse Fugue?

Shapey: That’s a difficult question to an-
swer, because I'm a composer. If I'm in
the process of composing, even the Grosse
Fugue, which I love very deeply, is the
biggest bore around.

Mathieu: Ralph, my question is: in the
jam session is the actual content . . . ?
Shapey: The content is not important to
me. It is the generating forces, the gen-
_erating human contact . . . between these
people. But let’s get something straight.
The same things happen when the Juil-
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liard Quartet sits down and starts playing
the Grosse Fugue, the same human contact
oceurs.

Mathieu: The Juilliard Quartet and the
Grosse Fugue is not the same thing as
the musicians in the Philadelphia basement.
Let’s talk about that difference.

Shapey: They are the same.

Mathieu: But they come
ferent. . . .

Shapey: That’s just the point I'm trying
to get to you. In the end, the totality is
the same. The greatest level of perform-
ance of the Grosse Fugue, as 1 have
heard it done by the Juilliard Quartet,
can be compared to the same thing that
happened in that basement.

Mathieu: I agree with that. Now, let’s
talk about the comparison. Let's talk
about these two experiences which both
lead us to the same sense of human being
and human commitment; let’s talk about
how they are differently derived. That's
why we're here. Let's talk about it through
the music. First, City of Glass by Bob
Graettinger.

Shapey: I found, as a piece of music, it
remjnded me of Honegger. I found that
it is very eclectic of modern music, modern
technique, and modern cliches. It was the
first piece of music I put on the record
player. I said, “My God, this is not jazz.”
Not in any terms that I know jazz, unless
my terms are completely wrong. (And T'll
accept the fact that they might be wrong.)
I think that you have here a very special
thing happening. Graettinger probably
wanted to be a serious composer. I found
it to be the kind of thing that people who
hate modern music as it exists in the con-
cert hall today would turn to and say,
“Ah, this is modern music.”

Mathieu: Do you think there is any con-
nection between the Graettinger and the
work of Charles Ives?

Shapey: No. Not at all. Ives was a unique
character. He put down what he heard in
his day and age. He heard those country
bands playing out of tune.

Mathieu: And not Graettinger?

Shapey: Let me put it this way. He made
a very bad mistake in being pretentious
about it. Ives wasn’t pretentious about it.
He was kind of a recorder; he just put it
down. And maybe this is where the dif-
ference lies. I don’t know, this is an ex-
tremely difficult and delicate subject.
Mathieu: But you don’t feel, in a purely
professional and dry manner of judging
that Graettinger was a particularly good
composer? '

Shapey: No, I think he is a good ar-
ranger.

Mathieu: What was he arranging in this
piece?

Shapey: Arranging in the sense that he
did accomplish a certain amount of what
might be called good orchestral sounds,
colors if you want. I think .the piece is
impressionistic. It obviously is; it is a
tone poem. So he did accomplish a certain
amount of good modern impressionism,
etc. But as a composer, no.

Mathieu: The reason I wanted you to hear

in a dif-

that piece is that, to my way of thinking,
it was the first successful attempt at fusion
of the outer elements you were speaking of.
Shapey: If the others were able to take
off from that, then perhaps historically he
might be compared to Ives.

Mathieu: Let’s talk about the Bob James
music. )
Shapey: He's experimenting in creating
sound; he achieves some new sounds. It’s
interesting that you asked about the James
record now. I regarded it in the same
category as City of Glass.

Mathieu: Why?

Shapey: I didn’t particularly like it.
Mathieu: Well, they're similar in that re-
spect.

Shapey: No, there was something else. It
made me think of an explosion. James
even calls it an explosion in sound. The
image that came to me was that of an
explosion in the horrible sense of the
word—of exploding a bomb or some such
thing—as opposed to an explosion that
is a very positive thing. James’ explosion
didn’t result in something really positive.
Mathieu: What about Graettinger’s ex-
plosion?

Shapey: 1 didn’t think of it as an explo-
sion at all.

Mathieu: Well, let me tell you why I
think the Graettinger and the James are
connected: of all the music you've heard,
perhaps Graettinger’s and James' are the
most comprehensively informed.
Shapey: That might be so. Unfortunately,
a human being can be very knowledgeable
about something and be very gauche at
the same time. )
Mathieu: That may be true, but some-
thing in the music struck you as similar.
Shapey: Unfortunately, the similarity as
far as I was concerned was something not
very good.

Mathieu: What about the Cecil Taylor
record?

Shapey: I found myself writing down de-
scriptions—for instance, I wrote down
“ostinatos do not really go any place.”
His release of the piano after the piano
solo (this is in Bulbs) was a frustrating
release; the ostinato built to a certain
kind of tension, and I felt that the pianist
was so frustrated at that moment, he
didn’t know what the hell to do. He just
wanted to bang the piano; if he could
have broken the piano, that would have
been all right too. He just didn’t know
what he wanted to do.

Mathieu: Do you get the same sense of
continuity in Cecil Taylor’s music as you
do in Ornette Coleman’s music?

Shapey: I found that the sax was better,
and the group itself, when it worked as
a unit, was better. Alone, though, they
were a bit lost. They didn’t quite know
what to do. They might have had ideas,
but they didn’t know what to do with
them.

Mathieu: What about the musicians’

feeling themselves out in relation to each

other? Does this seem new to you?
(Continued on page 37)
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Shapey: Let’s take the Juilliard Quartet
as an example again: although the notes
are written down that the Juilliard Quar-
tet is playing, the individuals feel each
other out, too, in a different sense of the
word.

Mathieu: I'm trying to get you to speak
of the difference.

Shapey: Well, maybe I evade the ques-
tion because I don’t know the difference.
Who can define the difference?

Mathieu: It sounds like substantially the
same thing to you?

Shapey: In a certain sense of the word,
I find that the top level of it is the same
thing.

Mathieu: Human meeting is human meet-
ing.

Shapey: Yes, human meeting on the high-
est level of understanding each other, of
listening to each other even in words, of
communication with complete knowledge
and understanding—it is always the same.
It is the highest thing possible.
Mathieu: The reason I have given all
this music to you is because I think these
musicians, as represented on these 10
records, are accomplishing this highest
level of meeting, using esthetic materials
which are very remarkably similar to those
used by serious composers, but differing
in certain crucial and characteristic ways.
And it is this difference that I find stimu-
lating. It’s not the meeting that’s different
because the meeting is always the same.
Shapey: Although a composer may sit in
his room and put it all down on paper, in
the end he is still putting down notes that
a group of people are going to be in-
volved in together, in a basic set of rela-
tions that he has pre-set on the paper.

Mathieu: So a composer is essentially
pre-setting the relations between musi-
cians?

Shapey: Yes, he’s pre-setting the relation-
ships with his personal content. Whereas
perhaps the difference between that situa-
tion and these records is that the men on
the records have no preconceived idea of
the content. But I don’t believe this.
Mathieu: They do have lots of precon-
ceptions?

Shapey: Right. They have lots of similar
content.

Mathieu: That’'s why Mozart could im-
provise with his friends.

Shapey: Exactly. They had their language,
their basic set of content. And they set up
that basic set of content, and from there
they go ahead. The composer does the
same thing.

Mathieu: Would you make some general
comments about the content of this lan-
guage? Is their any consistency?

Shapey: I think Coleman goes back to a
certain basic kind of motivic idea. He
works from there. I think Ayler and some
of the others go in for more of the ex-
pression of sound itself. There is a certain
amount of what might be called experi-
mentation in just finding new sounds.

Mathieu: Do you think that if the con-
tent is fully expored, that it ideally can

lead to this meeting?

Shapey: In a sense, anything can lead
wherever the people involved want to
carry it. Whether the listener receives the
messsage, that’s something for the listener
to answer. For myself, Coleman kept my
interest from beginning to end; some of
the others didn’t.

Mathieu: Who else kept you interested?
What about the New York Art Quartet?

Shapey: I found it was sporadic, ejacula-
tious, somewhat disconnected. I didn’t
particularly like it. Much seems to steer
away from Western concepts of harmony
and move toward the concept of monody,
that is to ragas and Indian music vs. West-
ern music, such as in the way they use
quarter- and eighth-tones, the line, the
individual line, as in the raga.

Mathieu: This feeling that you have of
them veering away from something, is this
a passive, nonuse of material, or is it an
active steering away, an active avoidance?
Shapey: I think it’s an active avoidance.
Mathieu: Me too.

Shapey: It’s a very interesting one. It’s
an attempt to uncomplicate things. Yet
it becomes more complicated or at least
as complicated. In essence, nothing is in
contrast unless with something else. If
there were contrast through the difference
between the linear expression of a har-
monic situation or if the harmonic situa-
tion expressed that which had occurred
linearly, I would find it a much more
interesting thing.

Mathieu: Do they manage to achieve this
human meeting, this light, despite their
limitations in means?

Shapey: I understand this involvement
you are having with human beings. I
think we are living in a rather strange age
today as human beings. I think the war
babies, the younger generation, have fi-
nally reached the point and are beginning
to say it, once and for all: “My father
and my grandfathers, and my great-grand-
fathers, and on back have failed miser-
ably. They have brought us to the point
where the total destruction of the world
as we know it—the entire face of the
earth and every human being on it—is
possible.” I think you're involved with
something very important. I’'m involved
with it on a different level, or in my own
particular way; that’s why I believe there
are still such things as masterpieces, and
you are trying to place everything that
you’re doing in music into these concepts.
I find nothing wrong with that. I think
you're right. Our fathers and our grand-
fathers have failed; the whole history of
mankind has failed miserably. I think it’s
very important that young people realize
that today. I think it’s very impor-
tant that young people today are finally
standing up on their own two feet and
shouting loud—louder than they've ever
shouted before in the history of mankind
—to the old fuddy-duddies, “God damn it,
stop it, we do not want to die for no rea-
son whatsoever.”

Whether it really, however, expresses
itself in music. . . . In a certain sense, I
feel that everything is an illusion anyhow,

but if this illusion can become a reality
for the future of mankind itself, which
means the ending of all discriminaticns,
which means the bringing about of an
entirely different kind of world where men
no longer walk in fear of each other but
on an entirely different level, a level of
understanding, appreciation....I hate ihe
word tolerance, because tolerance simply
means the reverse side of intolerance—
so in order to be tolerant you have to
be first intolerant. So I don’t even like
the word tolerance but rather the accept-
ance that we are all one and the same,
and we are all here for the same reason
whether we like it or not: to put an end
to what the world has been up to till now.
I think this is all very important. I am
very much interested and very impressed
with it, and I wish I were 10 or 15 years
younger so I ctould scream louder, al-
though I try to scream as loud as I can.
This is really, really very important but
I wonder whether any message of this
kind can ever be put into the abstraction
of musical sound. We should like to think
so.

Mathieu: Well, it’s true that music is
just music. But it’s also true that the music
can be no other way than the way it
comes out because you are no other way.
And the way you are is a combination
of all things, including things philosophi-
cal, including the screaming, including the
knowledge of yourself exactly where you
are.

Shapey: Agreed.

Mathieu: I recognize the persons you de-
scribe. I'm naot one of them exactly; there
are a lot of us who are similar to those
you describe, but not exactly the same.
We don’t feel that our forefathers have
failed miserably; we don’t feel that be-
cause destruction is imminent, we have
to scream for it to stop. It’s saying per-
haps the same thing but from a different
angle, from a different posture. We know
that it’s possible for people to see each
other, to be with each other on a level
which transcends success or failure and
certainly transcends the desire to destroy,
on a level which you might call pure
play. That place I'm speaking of can be
arrived through certain musical experi-
ences, through certain esthetic means. And
the spirit that desires it is in the air. In
the basement in Philadelphia when you
were a youth, it was there too. When the
Juilliard Quartet really brings it off, it
is there. When the Contemporary Chamber
Players bring it off, it’s there too.

The emphasis of many of us is not in
the scream, it’s not in the condemnation
of our forefathers, not in the assessment,
but is rather in the carressing of those who
are about us. We ask them to come into
this other area, to come into this world
where all things that happen to us are
irrevocably connected to our commitment
to one another; where the sounds that we
hear are not mere sounds but sounds the
pass between us. This doesn’t involve
screaming actively. It may involve the
scream because we all scream.

Unfortunately, I used a bad
(Continued on page 106)
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ARCHIE SHERPP

HIS PIECE is a belated Christmas gift to the youngest

sons of James (Sonny) Murray and William R.

Dixon, as much the offspring of the avant-garde as

any who now lay claim to that title, It is offered with
a sense of wretched humility by one who wishes he could
have given infinitely more.

These children were born out of the turbulent *60s, Al-
ready they understand this generation far more than we.
I know my own sons do (and this article is for them t00).
We—the adults—often are unable to assess, to determine
just what we mean, to ourselves, to others. We are insane
hecause we are poor. If any one of us were to say cogito
ergo sum, he would be a liar. Our confidence in ourselves
has been too completely undermined. We have been at
the mercy of The Man too pitifully long. We can only
conceive Christmases through children’s eyes in front of
store windows stuffed with toys. We can no longer believe
in the magic of jack o’ lanterns and the panacea of fat
peach pies on already too-full stomachs.

The lights go out, and I reach for a Rolaid.

A black child is not naive because he believes in America
but because he is never in a position to consider that
belief politically or philosophically, and when he finally
does, it is already too late. When the lantern’s eyes are
extinguished, when the eagerness of his belly is denied, it
is then that he becomes wanton, a murderer in subways.
Because then he will know that poverty is the greatest
single enemy of mankind. It is the blight of children. The
welfare department is its howling medium, where ragged
colored faces watch out of sleepless eyes and pray for three
squares and favors,

This is where the avant-garde, begins. It is not a move-
ment but a state of mind. It is a thorough denial of tech-
nological precision and a reaffirmation of das Volk. And
let us be clear that Ornette Coleman has never been any
farther out than Lightnin’ Hopkins—or even a shepherd.
All three played out of the same human experience: the
love of children, the love of life, the persistence of denial.

“Sammy Dennis killed a guy in Korea, and his brother
shine used to kick my ass.”

You will say my definition of the avant-garde doesn’t
suffice. You will say we do what we do out of an abysmal
ignorance of Western esthetic traditions. You will say jazz
(and throughout this piece I will accept your nomenclature
for this music, much the same as I would accept your
calling me nigger—i.e., it is convenient, for it lets us each
know where he respectively stands) is impossible without
the creation of harmonies. You will gratuitously assume
that no one of us ever practices, and it is thus that we only
produce “bubbles” and “squeaks” and ‘“croaks.” You will
say: I remember Bird when . . . forgetting that you sat
idly by while he was systematically done to death. You

will say, “Kill them!” You will say all these things, not
knowing that I am and will be despite you.

I wish to deal primarily here with the four horns most
commonly used today in small groups, i.e. the trumpet,
trombone, and alto and tenor saxophones.

I wish to make it known that I like a lot of people who
are not specifically in the “new thing” bag. Some of them,
——such as Don Redman, Fletcher Henderson, and Duke
Ellington, carefully kept out of the company of Messrs.
Aaron Copland, Edgard Varese, and John Cage—are
really indispensable to any intelligent discussion of modern
American music. On the other hand there are men such as
Sun Ra, George Russell, Cecil Taylor—not strictly speak-
ing kids—who are the true pioneers of the avant-garde
movement. They are our Vareses and our lveses, in much
the same way that Bird and Monk are our Ravels and
Debussys. So it is that you mustn’t expect from me any
glib endorsement of the present without realizing that
implicit in anything I say is a profound respect for the
past.

The real problem of the late *50s was that Bird left us—
was made to leave us—with certain preplexing questions.

I remember those years as a jazz novitiate who had
just begun to come to grips with C7ths, The overriding
question was then: where do we go from here? Sonny
Rollins provided a partial answer, and for a moment
everyone’s feet rested, even if somewhat uneasily, on the
ground, And when Max Roach brought Sonny and Clifford
Brown together, it was a bit like the spring thaw in a
cold climate. We anticipated something really different.
However, the tragic circumstances that terminated that
group are well known. It was left, in fact, to Miles Davis,
Thelonious Monk, and John Coltrane to put that scrambled
world back on its feet—and here I must make mention,
too, of the so-called soul school of Horace Silver and
Art Blakey. They made a lot of then super-hip youngsters
cognizant of their roots, which in fact reached back not
only to Gospel music and the blues but also to the orches-
tral and soloistic inventions of Fletcher Henderson and
Lester Young.

Nor would it be amiss to include the theory contributed
by George Russell. He was certainly the mentor of the
modal approach to jazz playing. This factor is important,
because there is hardly amyone among the more-or-less
conventional players of today who doesn’t make frequent
use of Russellian techniques, even when he is ignorant of
their source.

But it was Miles and Trane who were responsible for the
popular application of the modes, Miles in an organiza-
tional or group sense (I don’t mean to overlook his genius
as a soloist) and Trane as the colossus of its execution.
It was through these agents that the profundity of Monk,
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Cecil Taylor, and Ornette Coleman would become plausible
to that yet-to-be-born avant-garde.

The technique of writing with four or five chords became
popular only after the Miles Davis Quintet, undoubtedly
one of the most important groups in a decade, was estab-
lished. Because it used chords so sparingly, it was able
to demonstrate the antithesis, something Bird knew but
didn’t live long enough to develop fully—i.e., that all
chords are relative. Whereas the earlier players of the
so-called bop school were accustomed to playing myriad
chord changes (along with the chords’ substitutions), the
“new thing” became much less harmonically and dia-
tonically conscious. The C7th was never resolved. It be-
came infinity.

Though Monk—Herbie® Nichols was never recorded
enough—and, after him, Taylor, had for a time been
considered anomalies and freaks, it became apparent when
Monk and Coltrane worked together at the old Five Spot,
and later when John recorded Hard Drivin’ Jazz with
Cecil, that a whole new area of sound had opened up be-
neath us and new directions were imminent.

This was indeed where Bird had left off and the “new
thing” began. In fact, it was not so much a question of
something “new” as it was the logical extension of things
that had been intuitively at work in the minds of Parker
and Monk for a long time, though they took distinctly
different paths to arrive at them. This was, in short, the
demise of strict diatonality. The stage was set for the
arrival of Ornette.

A Saxophone Speaks in Rivers

When I was a boy, Philadelphia had long since been an
American antique. Grumblethrope (the place where
George Washington slept) lay crouched on a cobblestone
hill like a fragile doll’s house—behind a shimmering
gray-black brick facade—just beyond the Friend’s Free
Library and the wretched squalor of the three streets I
called home.

Only a few blocks away was the place where Steam
Mincer, a distant cousin, had been stabbed to death at the
lonely age of 15. We lived then in awe of north and south
Philadelphians because their ghettos were even more fierce
than ours. The tales of Lil Babs, Ograms, and Black Bart
ran closer to legend than reality.

It was then that I dreamt of music over geometry les-
sons, and the two greatest men in the world were Wardell
Gray and Gene Ammons. When we stumble into the dark-
ness of what we were as children, we derive inadvertently
the essence of what we are as men. Perhaps we mean to do
that. Perhaps it is our intention. Certainly the thrill of
fluttering through those brief, illusive pages can thrill us
even at moments hundreds of years later when we have
dismissed eagerness and desire as sentiments fit only for
old women and children.

Call Ornette the shepherd and Cecil the seer. Though
they are contemporaries, their music always has been quite
different. They are in fact the giants of contemporary jazz.
Note I use the term “jazz” here, but I think the implica-
tions of the music of these men are far more than that
puny term implies to prejudiced ears. I mean they are true
innovators. People like Karlheinz Stockhausen and Lukas
Foss would do well to listen to them (if they haven’t
already). Of course, I would include myself in that, too,
because I am also an innovator.

The essence of Ornette’s early playing—I heard him
many times at the original Five Spot when I wasn’t one
of his most ardent admirers—is its utter simplicity. He is
the master of haiku—i.e., the short form. He has never

been afraid of his own romanticism. His music retained the
elementary profundity of the “home boy.” His tunes have
about them the aura of a square dance telescoped through
the barrel of a machinegun.

Cecil, on the other hand, has dealt primarily with ex-
tended work. His music is complicated and its emotional
levels varied (Ornette relies more on solos to get those
things). The respective difference in each man’s sense of
compositional order is, on the one hand, Ornette’s use of
the extrinsic aspects of swing and, on the other, Cecil’s
insistence on its intrinsic aspects. Beneath the surface lies
the difference between black men from cities and those
from towns. They have their literary counterparts in the
potentially violent sophistication of I.eRoi Jones’ Clay (in
his Dutchman) and the tortured inwardness of Richard
Wright’s Mississippi transplant, Black Boy. ...

Taylor, by the way, has made it possible for the accept-
ance of a host of other brilliant young artists: Andrew
Hill—a potentially great performer in his own right—Don
Pullen, Paul Bley, and Burton Greene. I do find it lament-
able that Cecil is never given enough credit for the things
he has made acceptable to once-conventional jazz tastes
and that more than 20 years of dues paying have brought
him relatively little that is commensurate with the astound-
ing contributions he has made to jazz mwusic. (I must say
in this context that it galls me to see an untried performer
like Bob James receive five stars for a first album—not that
it is impossible for a first album to merit such, but I heard
James’ album, and I am familiar with Taylor’s work in its
entirety. I can clearly tell you without malice and with
forethought: if James rated five, then the body of Taylor’s
work should receive an unqualified 10 stars, or 15, or 20.)

The Alto Unleashed

1 was about a tenuous dream, a notion that if one be-
lieved hard enough in anything, everything was possible.
I tried to sing like Nat—then “King”—Cole, and I Realize

" Now melted my adolescent heart as much then as it does

now. I passed through the insipid panorama of Americana
with an enormous romanticism. It has never left me. The
Girl from Ipanema was to me an extension of my first
love coffee ground at a three-watt lightbulb party.

The ways of playing the alto saxophone are numerous
and varied. I can’t honestly say that I could like any one
person better than another because he did or did not fit
into my own prescribed notion of esthetics. For instance,
C Sharpe, Ernie Henry, and Cannonball Adderley are
among my favorite performers, and I can still listen to
Benny Carter and Earl Bostic with that sense of elation one
gets at witnessing a thing impeccably done.

There also are among the younger players, those who
don’t specifically fit into the avant-garde category but who
are exciting and promising performers. They might be
categorized as somewhere between post-Bird and Eric
Dolphy. I cite Jimmy Spaulding and Gary Bartz, Robin
Kenyatta and Winston (Lex) Alexsis (Alexsis dances to
his own solos—indeed exciting). Kenyatta is more remini-
scent of Dolphy than the others. He has a marvelous sense
of line and excellent command of the instrument. While
the average jazz reader will be familiar with Jimmy and
Gary (two of my favorites), Robin and Lex are unfortu-
nately unknown to the general jazz public. That is a tragedy
and one I hope will be rectified in the near future.

A note about Dolphy:

We are always a little late when we praise good men.
Some of Dolphy’s work has no parallel for its technical
brilliance and clarity of ideas (we need not mention his
work on flute, which sometimes even surpassed that on
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alto). He died in the tradition of the black artist—i.e., rel-
atively unknown, certainly having been forced all too often
to accept work far beneath his enormous capabilities. And
may I suggest that the traditional benefit concerts “for the
deceased’s wife” or “aging mother” (e.g., Sonny Clark,
Tadd Dameron, Ernie Henry, et al.) by no means suffice
in this day, in this time, in this the most affluent of so-
cieties. May I also suggest that the U.S. musical audience
must begin to put its money and its efforts where its
frequently big mouth is?

I don’t know the circumstances under which Eric died, but
even the existence of shadowy rumors (and those rumors
do exist) lend credence to the fact conditions for musicians
on the road are far from salutary. For instance, I wonder
about the comparative treatment that would be given a
man like Leopold Stokowski, were he suddenly taken ill
abroad. How much more quickly would medical attention
have been rendered? How many specialists would have
been flown in to minister to him? We will never know.
And, as I say, I don’t want to impugn the integrity of
men who might have acted as best they could in a hopeless
situation (if indeed it was that).

I do, however, speak from experience. I have been on
the road. I know that when one is not Miles Davis or Stan
Getz, things like money, living conditions, etc., vary
accordingly. Finally, I have the highest regard for Euro-
pean esthetic values. After all, I worked there far longer
than I have ever in my own country, and this at a time
when I was hardly known at all.

The real onus is on the unions, who claim to protect us,
and on those super-patrons of the arts, like the Ford
Foundation and the U.S. government—frequently cham-
pions of such worthy causes as Jason Robards and Barbra
Streisand. Allow me to make a modest proposal: that they
immediately contribute $10,000,000 (indeed a modest
proposal) for the establishment and propagation of black
American music (jazz, as you call it). Let me further
propose that this money be offered in the names of FEric
and those who so unjustly died.

Post Mortem

The immediacy of death escaped me totally until I was
shot at in a high school brawl (they got Reggiec Workman
in the hand). And when I slipped quietly from the ghetto
into that finely chiseled white world of James S. Jones,
I went never knowing that implicit in my egregious oppres-
sion was the creation of undying Marxists.

Later, when we trembled on street corners because the
prospect of going home was too terrifying, when we fled
from bullets at block parties, when we sipped sodas and
ate “borrowed” hoagies at Fat’s steak shop, when we
sneaked into Pep’s and Showboat to hear music that was
for adults only, when we left each other in that innocent
world of innocent murder and crept into another world—
that of the guilty—when we thought (some of us) of
“higher education” and “careers,” when we dreamt of one
day coming home with the message, so that we would be
finally loved the way Jimmy McGriff and Bill Cosby are
loved—knowing somehow that that might never be so—
when we sent subtle messages, hot with desire, through
trolley-car windows and they went unanswered, when we
ran screaming out of the brick yard past high street to
the bandmaster with thinning hair, when George Opalev-
sky played Sophisticated Lady with cunning grace, when
a gold harmonica was the prize I wanted most in the
world, it was then that I learned that the American death

syndrome was already in full swing and Korea was its
answer.

The Alto Continued

The predominant styles on altc among the so-called
avant-garde players are those of the post-Ornette players
(these labels aren’t meant to be hard-and-fast subcate-
gories) and those whom I would term “energy-sound”
players. Among the former I would cite Marion Brown,
John Tchicai, and Paul (Byron) Allen. Among the latter
I would cite Giuseppi Logan, Marshall Allen, and Carlos
Ward. (Special mention should be made of Ken Mclntyre,
who is reasonably well known already and will certainly
one day gain stature as an innovator in his own right.)

Those aforementioned are not a coterie of carbon copies
with a dash of ersatz. They are artists who have been
influenced and even gone on to extend the idea of their
mentor—in much the same way that Van Gogh extended
the ideas of Cezanne, or Webern extended the ideas of
Schoenberg. In this context, their music becomes something
profoundly more than merely amplifying someone else’s
work. They become creations unto themselves, entities
equal to their paragon.

Since Ornette’s New York debut in 1959, fantastic
changes have taken shape in the content and direction
of the new music. Imagine a palette as broad as Sidney
Bechet and Albert Ayler, and that will give you a notion
of the possibilities that are open to these young men.
Ornette introduced the beauty of lines and the human
voice. This had its clear precedent in Bird, Johnny Hodges,
and the host of r&b bands with whom Ornette had played
earlier. Marion has utilized these principles very well,
and the same is true of John and Paul. Of the three, I
would mention Brown’s lyricality, John’s strong sense of
line, and Paul’s deft execution. They will all three un-
doubtedly be heard much more in the fyture.

As for the other group (Carlos Ward overlaps), there
is no set musical precedent I can find for their approach to
playing.

The thing that they seem to bring to the music is an
enormous quantity of energy and formidable abilities to
create sound textures. At times I have the feeling that they
haven’t quite solved the problem of channeling all the
energy or of how to turn some of those textures into lines,
but this may be simply a difference in interpretation and,
as is probable, will resolve itself through the synthesis of
the two existing approaches. Giuseppi is outstanding, and I
think he has—until the writing of this article—been dealt
with less than fairly by Down Beat. Marshall and Carlos
are pretty much unknown to the general jazz public. It is
my fervent hope (albeit perhaps visionary) that this year
will bring recognition to many of the names that some of
you now may be hearing for the first time.

A Preface to the Trumpet

I was sheltered from poverty as a boy: I say sheltered
because even though I was in the thick of it, I never
considered the extent of its damage. I never knew that
F. W. Woolworth prosecuted children for stealing nor what
that meant. Its implications were already the wholesale
murder of me. When I was given a college scholarship, I
couldn’t help but think that it was given in some way too
assuage the overwhelming guilt that some once-sensitive
people felt for the annihilation of entire races. That scrap
of diploma, that blood money that paid my way into the
supervisory of Abraham & Strauss was America’s way
of saying: “I’m sorry . . . boy.”

A special note to Miles Davis:

One cannot conceive the avant-garde trumpet style
without some mention of Miles. I recently met him—Miles
—not under the most auspicious of circumstances. Be
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that as it may, I still love and respect him as one of the
profoundest innovators of our time. I might say to you,
sir (Miles), that your own personal misfortunes have not
gone unknown to, or unfelt by, all of us. I accuse America
of that. Not that you would do the same.

All right, it is possible that you don’t even respect me
or my own experiences. I think 1 understand that. You are
a man almost out of his 30s, and I am not yet quite 30.
However, I'm certain we’d both agree that these statistics
are formidable when one is black, regardless of which end
of 30 we stand at. If we allow bitterness and animosity
to separate us—I mean the us that bespeaks movements
and dialectical change—then we fall victims to the age-old
conflicts that have perennially erupted between fathers and
sons. Those are the things that turn mutual respect to
stupidity and absurd vindication.

Had we been born white, it would be as simple a thing
as Cliburn clasping the hand of Horowitz after a great
performance or Gould admiring Serkin from third row
center, but because we are who we are, existing as we
do—even when fortune eventually smiles—on the out-
skirts of America’s limbo (which God knows has few
existing historical parallels), we are all a little insane;
when we meet, when we conceive one another, we are
turned into competitors.

That is all there is to be said. We are frightened to speak
to each other, and that is only natural because we have
been thrown, all 20,000,000 of us, into an abyss of
ignorance and poverty, and those few pitiful survivors will
sometimes look with pitiless contempt at the dispossessed.
But I ask you: how will the dispossessed view the survivors?
Perhaps there are some of us who would sooner murder
than say hello. But what a mute and inglorious ending to
a culture, and a people, that is. So take this, Miles, as a
plea for understanding, not just between me and you but
between you and the future that you have created. I am,
whether you like it or not, a part of that future. I play
not in spite of you but because of you.

Don Cherry is an interesting person. He is in my
opinion the foremost exponent of the “new thing” on his
instrument and interestingly enough, he has always been
that. He is not, technically speaking, a “trumpet” player.
He is a cornetist and the heir apparent to Clark Terry and
Miles Davis (Clark being, in my opinion, one of the most
underrated of the older players). The thing about the
players of this school—I include Bill Dixon in this, too—is
that they have always heard the middle and lower registers
of the instrument, so that when they play in the upper
registers, even though they might not be playing as high
as the “brassier” performers, the contrast gives the ear the
illusion of a lush altissimo. It is rather like an alto player
who has always heard tenor saxophone lines—Jackie Mc-
Lean, if you will.

Cherry, it seems to me, was the first to understand
thoroughly the lyrical implications of a music without
chords. I can refer you to such pieces as Una Muy Bonita
and When Will the Blues Leave?—classics.

The man has served a thorough apprenticeship, and it
has stood him in good stead. He plays the more conven-
tional music with an astounding grace. He knows that
harmony teaches us certain lessons, that it is not so
negligible as some people want to make us believe. (When
Don Ellis said he had exhausted all the harmonic potential
before he turned to Eastern music, I doubted him serious-
ly, because I heard him play during those days down at the
Cafe Wha, when he sounded to me like a hip Harry
James.)

If we discard certain rules consciously, being fully
aware of their implications, even at times using those

rules and implications to augment new ideas, we are not
simply enslaving ourselves to the past: we are utilizing in
the most intelligent way we can all the artistic resources
at our command.

Cherry is in many ways the potential salvation of con-
temporary trumpet playing. And this is not an unlimited
endorsement. Frequently his performances are uneven.
Sometimes—and I understand this feeling very well—he
doesn’t even want to play. But we must understand that
music for black men is not always so much a luxury as
it is a necessity. Still the profundity and depth of his
work is undeniable and thoroughly in step with the future.

It would not be out of order here to mention some of
the more promising conventional players: Jimmie Owens,
Ray Codrington, and Charles Tolliver. Among the avant-
garde there are Dewey Johnson and Eddie Gales. But what
is the future of the trumpet?

About Lee Morgan:

He never ceases to astound me, because his performances
are rarely disappointing. We were boys together, so I won’t
risk even a guarded sense of sentimentality. As teenagers
we played in a band called the Jolly Rompers. I met him
again when he had first joined Dizzy Gillespie’s band and
I was a freshman in college. He was a much older teen-
ager then. He sat quietly in a lonely hotel room across
the street from Birdland, and I remember that look in his
eves because it was much like one that I had seen in a
photograph of Pres.

Morgan is a young man. Younger than Cherry, and his
work has matured into greatness over the years. I know
he doesn’t practice today the way he used to then. But
that’s not so important. We’re men now, and the essence
of one’s art is not always so much practice as it is con-
viction.

Lee and Don have always reminded me a great deal of
one another as personalities. I won’t go further except to
say that they have chosen very different musical paths.
Lee is the product of Fat Girl, Clifford, Dizzy, and K.D.
He is in that sense a “trumpet” player. He has, in my
estimation, the richest brass sound extant. He understands
the timbre of his instrument. I won’t call him an avant-
gardist. That is unnecessary. I will say of him that I am
a perennial fan.

William R. Dixon is an amazing man. He is perhaps one
of the older members of the avant-garde. He is certainly
one of the most underrated. He is a talented composer,
arranger, and a brilliant organizer of men. Both the Jazz
Composers’ Guild and the October Revolution in Jazz
were basically his ideas and creations. It never ceases to
disturb me that the best minds of both my own and
previous black generations are relegated to anonymity.

Special mention is due Freddie Hubbard. He is perhaps
one of the best known of the younger musicians. I think
Freddie should have the opportunity to work out his own
musical direction with his own group. He tried that for
a while—a very fine group indeed featuring Jimmy
Spaulding, John Hicks, Joe Chambers, (later Clifford
Jarvis)—but I felt that in light of his work with Dolphy
he might have made a go of it without the piano (all due
respect to the great capabilities of John Hicks and Freddie’s
brilliant composing). Hubbard, in my opinion, has just
begun to realize his tremendous potential. I think the
matter is solely one of allowing his conception to mold
itself, as I'm certain it will.

The problem of being a “new thing” trumpet player
differs from that of the saxophones in that work opportuni-
ties for good “chops” and “first chair” men are more
prevalent for brass than for reeds. The temptation is all
too often for a man to take commercial work—too feed
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his family perhaps—as opposed to the ignominy of oc-

casional reviews in Down Beat and almost inevitable

poverty. Thus we have lost—for a short time I hope—the

artistry of men like Vincent Pitts, Martin Banks, etc.
The problems are no less for trombonists.

J and Beyond

We are all accustomed to thinking of the modern
trombone as the creation of J. J. Johnson. In some respects,
that is undeniably so. But I am certain that Johnson him-
self would be the first to admit that that kind of thinking
is narrow and fallacious. Juan Tizol, Tricky Sam Nanton,
Dickie Wells, and J. C. Higginbotham are only a few of
the men who have contributed to the creation of that
instrument as a “modern” voice. Further, there are con-
temporaries of Johnson, men such as Benny Powell and
Jimmy Cleveland, who are well worth any serious listener’s
time.

Unfortunately, the space allotted me and my abysmal
ignorance of my own tradition severely limit anything
further I can say about these latter. I will reiterate this
point: no intelligent appraisal of a new thing can be made
without delving into the profound revelations of the old.
Yet, I think it is an inescapable fact that Johnson brought
to the slide trombone an unwonted fluidity, something akin
to that of the trumpet and saxophone.

This was not a mere technical innovation (viz., Scott
LaFaro on bass); it involved a concept that had subtly
grown out of the school of Bird into the later school of
Miles. It was a technical and conceptual invention that
would permit the short, often staccato lines that charac-
terized much of the playing of that period to be implement-
ed by an instrument that had formerly been relegated to
the creation of sound textures and legato playing. This is
not to say that one approach was in any way superior to
another; in fact, the converse would be my argument, but
it is important to single out this “way” as having been
distinctly different from those that preceded it. It is in this
light that we must examine the avant-garde movement.

Among my favorite performers are Curtis Fuller,
Grachan Moncur III, Roswell Rudd, Julian Priester, and
Joe Orange. There are certainly others whose names escape
me, plus some whom I haven’t even heard yet but will.
It should be immediately apparent to those in any way
familiar with the new music that all the aforementioned,
except Rudd, have felt the influence of J. (Rudd is perhaps
closer to the school of Bill Harris, via Wells and Nanton.)

Again, Curtis and Julian aren’t, strictly speaking, avant-
garde performers, but this leads me back to my definition:
the avant-garde is not a movement but a state of mind.
I know and respect the musicianship of all these men, and
I don’t think that, given a prescribed musical idea without
harmony, any one of them would come up lacking. The
future of the jazz trombone lies in them and some others
whom we will inevitably hear more of—Garnett Brown,
for instance. The future lies also in that broad historical
tradition that is replete with possibilities for invention.

Go On, Baby, Shake That Thing

(Of the late Frank Haynes and Mr. Buster Smith.)

The tenor saxophone is about konked heads and FElks
clubs in Blacksville, U.S.A. It is the Freudian symbol, a
killer of women. I suspect its lover’s motives. It is itself
a paramour, a rake, a charlatan, a marvelous, laquered
20th-century invention. Even if its history is thoroughly
European, its sociology is as black as the banjo (and my
father played that instrument). Its lovers will get down
for it like scag, will pawn it like a jaded bitch, will then
repossess it and lament bitterly the excess that ever made

them forget it was the prime love of their lives. Its favors
are scarce and frivolous until it reveals itself and you see
that it is bisexual, even metallic. You turn it into your
machinegun, your mother, your journal of despair. You
fondle it till your fingers bleed. But—it is obstinate. It
calls you Nigger! And you say: Yes! Yes! I am that! And
then it becomes forever yours. It is your voice. It is your
heart beat. It is your most despicable defecation. And when
you get down, where you get down, you will rouse hearts
with it, heal old wounds with it, it will reaffirm itself to
you in every instance as an objet d’amour.

I Like Men Who Can Play the Blues

I had promised to talk about the avant-garde saxophone,
but I have just heard the distressing news that Frank
Haynes has died of cancer. He was a wonderful and
dedicated performer. I never knew the man as well as I
would have liked; still I knew him. He was certainly young
and vital enough to have demanded another two score
years of the United States—and perhaps then some. Well
then, let him stand for the Harlem Six and Robert Wesley
Wells—or let them stand for him; it doesn’t much matter.
Their life’s blood is interchangeable.

It strikes me odd that you, the editors of Down Beat,
have not assigned a permanent obituary writer, there is so
much death among us. Of course, in conjunction with
this, there should be some professional mourners and
$20,000-a-year men to sponsor $250 death benefits. I don’t
accuse you per se. I do accuse the United States. And
when I think of what you have done to me and mine, I
know there are some things for which I can never forgive
you. When I think of the bitterness of a Vietnamese
Christmas and the incredible similarity of that to a New
Year in Harlem or a Thanksgiving in Watts, I can only
wonder what there is left of us—me and you—that we can
call a united people. It rather seems that I am myself and
that you are whatever your money affords you to be at
that time.

Jaccuse America! And you will never reduce my rage
to your pitiless conception of jazz.

I would like to offer biographical information about
Frank. I have none. I only know that we used to live in
the same apartment building. I would sometimes stop my
own practice to hear him play It Might as Well Be Spring.
I know that Joe Termini gave him a Monday night at the
Five Spot and that he last worked with Randy Weston
and Walter Bishop Jr. What else can I say to you? You
won’t find it so easy to identify with him as you do now
so hypocritically with Bird, Lady, and Eric. He started
no movements, he never became, nor did he live long
enough to become, a major innovator.

What shall I say of the man? Simply that he is the
backbone of our art. It was a faceless man like him who
gave Parker some of his first lessons on the saxophone,

and because Bird always referred fondly to Mr. Buster |

Smith, we remember him, not as a man without a face,
but as a maker of men. There are some of us who ply our
trade forever, and in spite of this we die . . . hoping.

And where will your thoughts wander this New Year?
To dead men in lonely graves? To the hollowness of a
shifty world whose affluent promises were never meant to
be taken seriously? What do you say to men whose
thoughts have gone neglected for an eternity? Can you
retrieve your integrity with a liberal cliche? How long
can our African mothers yield up their sons to you?

I leave you with all the unfulfilled dreams of Frank
Haynes. I leave you with the apparent bankruptcy of white
democracy. T leave you with the waning hope that there

are still some honest men. . . . db)
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A Jazzman
Looks At,

A Jazz

Festival

By REX STEWART

URING WORLD WAR II, in the early 1940s,
Randall’s Island in New York City was the
setting of the first jazz festival. As one of the
Ellingtonians, I participated in this beginning
of what has evolved into a contemporary re-

flection of U.S. jazz mores. Since then, the jazz festival
concept has spread over the world.

Being fortunate enough to have made the scene at
Newport, Melbourne, Nice, Monterey, and the Great South
Bay, I felt that I was an old festival hand. This was my
thought last September as I left my home in Los Angeles,
Monterey-bound a second time—but this time in the dual
role of artist and chronicler.

Informality, customary in musicians, took on another

" dimension in Monterey, doubtless because the setting is

‘ s0 picturesque.

There’s a shedlike building on the Monterey fairgrounds,
where the festival is held, that is used to store hay, which
was still there, banked on one side of the rustic, big-
beamed barn as we rehearsed. I guess this place was
chosen for its accessibility and acoustics. In any case, it
was a relaxing, bucolic atmosphere.

Singer Mary Stallings and I arrived at 3 p.m. Friday
afternoon for our rehearsals. Time passed, 4 p.m. came,
and at 4:15 the chartered bus with the Monterey Festival
Orchestra finally disgorged musicians, who unpacked and
tuned up.

Then a wave of panic seemed to spread through the
room. Someone asked, “Where’s Earl Palmer? His drums
are here, but where’s Earl?”

Gil Fuller, the director, who had composed much of
the music for the festival, calmly contemplated the hay
stacks, as relaxed as if he were a spectator, not jumping
up and down as I've seen some leaders do in the same
situation.

From time to time, lusty bursts of laughter came from
outside. There in the dappled sunlight was John Birks
Gillespie, attired in a black Italian sweater, fawn-gray
slacks, and ankle-high black boots. He was in his element,
cracking up the fans and photographers who made up a
personal second line for him as he prepared for his role
of Mr. Monterey of 1965.

When Palmer finally arrived and finished setting up,
Fuller wadded another stick of gum into his mouth and
then nodded to me, saying, “We’ll run you dewn first,
Rex.” Miss Stallings had left. So, at 5 p.m., rehearsal
began for “Tribute to Trumpets.” After finishing my turn,
I suddenly realized the incongruity of having two of the
finest trumpet players in the business (Clark Terry and
Harry Edison) sitting in a section, playing my accompani-
ment. But then I thought that they were just filling in for
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some missing brothers and I would get to hear them in a
solo setting.

Meanwhile, the droves of photographers descended.
They included one little girl who came with two huge
cameras slung around her neck, wearing faded blue short-
shorts with a matching babushka—a harbinger of the
bizarre get-ups for the festival.

Finishing my run-through, I bummed a ride back to the
San Carlos Hotel, where all the musicians were staying.
I had hoped to catch up on some sleep, but that turned
out to be only a hope—I had no sooner settled down
than some idiot started tooting an alto saxophone, practic-
ing scales with a real beginner’s tone. It was so amateurish
that at first I thought it was a gag, but it went on and on.
Although the bellboys ran all over the ancient hostelry
trying to track down the sound, no one ever found out who
was committing the nuisance.

On reflection, I don’t suppose that I really cared, since
I went down to the lobby and had a most enjoyable meet-
ing with old friends Buster Bailey, Tyree Glenn, and Billy
Kyle (my home-town buddy), who arrived in the Louis
Armstrong contingent. We really had a good talk-fest, ate
dinner, and prepared to get back to the festival.

The bus was almost filled when someone with a foreign
accent hailed me, and to my surprise it was a German
fellow whom I'd met years before in Europe.

I remembered the face, but I wasn’t sure of the occasion
until he reminded me of our meeting in East Berlin back

Duke Ellington at the Randall's Island festival

in 1949. My American six-piece band was billed as head-
lining a stage show, but we were only allowed about 15
minutes onstage because there were so many other acts.
Some members of the Hot Club of Germany begged me
to play a concert for them, since they had not heard live
jazz since Adolf Hitler banned it. Although I knew this
was against my orders (groups touring U.S. Army camps
in Germany were not allowed to perform for the civilian
population at that time), I agreed. However, the Russians
got wind of the performance and cut off the electricity.
Nevertheless, the concert was held by candlelight, with a
candle charged for admission! It was the most unusual
concert I've ever played.

While I was chatting and reminiscing with Herr Schmidt
from Berlin, the bus had pulled off without me, so I
frantically hailed taxis, but they were all full, taking music
lovers out to the fairgrounds. The day was saved by Bill
Hood, the baritone sax man in the festival orchestra, who
had driven a Volkswagen bus up to Monterey and gave
me a lift.

Arriving, I discovered that admission to the fairgrounds
was by ticket or badge only, which eliminated the sandal-




wearing, blanket-wrapped bongo players who had camped
on the grounds in previous years. The only access to the
backstage area was through the Hunt Club, and the only
access to the Hunt Club was by badge. The festival author-
ities issued three kinds: press, performer, and staff badges.
Somehow, a slew of people with no apparent function
managed to enter, and the Hunt Club, a big rustic room
with a cheery fire burning in a round fire pit, was jammed
after each concert.

In the backstage area, there was a small shedlike room
available for the musicians to unpack and tune up. The
inevitable photographers arrived and started posing a few
of us individually and in groups. They grouped Diz,
Sweets Edison, Clark Terry, Ray Copeland, and me and
asked us to hold our horns as if we were playing. Suddenly
(and I don’t know who initiated it) we broke into a street
march in harmony. It came off almost as if we had re-
hearsed it, and the fellows drifted onstage, laughing. It
was a great start for the evening, and I enjoyed playing
the concert. And I noted that the festival orchestra was
loaded with stars (including Clark and Sweets) who
played all the orchestra performances.

Louis Armstrong’s group wound up this memorable
evening. The great Satchmo, my idol and great influence
way back when, gave the audience a typical Louis per-
formance, playing all of his big hits including several
versions of Hello, Dolly!

Then, backstage, I was touched at the very warm greet-
ing he gave me. Apparently, we all are mellowing with
age. This thought came into my mind because of out-of-
the-ordinary manifestations of good fellowship by two
great men. Louis’ greeting was a big hug (or did we
simultaneously embrace?). Then, when Duke Ellington
and I met each other backstage the next night, he floored
me with a French-style greeting, planting a buss on each
cheek.

Friday night, after the last note was blown and the
stadium lights went on, the musicians and their friends
gathered in the Hunt Club. It was like old-home week.
Everyone had a drink in one hand and the other one avail-
able to slap a back or shake the hand of an old friend.
The room was packed, and it took a couple of hours to
complete a round of the room and say hello to everyone.

EYOND THE MUSIC itself, I was intrigued by so
many colorful characters assembled at the fair-
grounds. I reflected that the “in” attitude was
to express your personality with far-out clothes.
I saw just about every zany, out-of-this-world
combination that could be dreamt up by the dreamers.
Leather jerkins in all the colors of the rainbow were big,
with capris to match. Boots adorned both men and
women, in ankle- to knee-high styles. The female hairdos
were on the bizarre side, with little blondes sporting
the shoulder-length, dead-straight effect (do they really
straighten it on an ironing board?). The men were in
competition with the girls, with longer-than-Beatle cuts
featured, here and there one earring under the crowning
mat. It made for much confusion, since you had to stare
twice as hard to recognize one sex from the other, unless
the person was bearded. The beards were in great abund-
ance, in all types and colors. Some were quite interesting,
especially when worn with the Prince Valiant or Eton
little-boy hair effects.

Even some of the performers were informally garbed.
Charlie Mingus turned up on stage wearing dungarees and
a yellow sweatshirt.

I was a bit surprised, though, when the dignified John
Hammond spoke from the rostrum Saturday afternoon,

TED WILLIAMS

Denny Zeitlin’s Trio furnished Monterey's highest point

attired in a plaid shirt and a nonmatching plaid jacket,

I must confess that I paid little attention to John’s
remarks or to the material in the press release concerning
the Denny Zeitlin combo, as florid introductions and
blown-up press stories are to be expected in the business.
So I thought to myself, “here we go again with another
discovery.” It grows tiresome to hear the same extrava-
gant accolades and then watch the artist make a brief
splash before disappearing into a sometimes well-earned
oblivion. But I am happy to report that for once, here
was truth, and John’s laudatory introduction was justified.

In my estimation, the highest point of the festival was
reached on Saturday afternoon by this unique trio.

In the past, avant-garde explorations had left me amused
but unmoved. Now I am converted. After eight bars, I
became aware of Jerry Granelli’s drumming, as he laid
back on the group with almost subliminal but firm rap-
port, like no other drummers I have known with the
exception of Big Sid Catlett and little Dave Tough.

Along with the sympathetic compatibility of the group
as a unit, there seemed to be a duality of purpose cooking
between Granelli and Charlie Haden, the bassist. Both of
these artists provided a perfect foundation, scaffolding,
flooring, and ceiling for the gifted doctor. The three men
were evidentally born to be musical soulmates. And if
what was heard at this concert is what one may expect in
the future, the future is bright, and music stands to be
enriched by the talents of Dr. Zeitlin & Co.

I speculated about John Handy, but not for long, as the
curtain swept open to a strange sight. In center stage sat
a chunky, brown-skinned Buddah holding an alto sax
with an air of intense mysticism, which seemed to be
magnified by one of the weirdest headpieces this side of
Tibet. Handy started playing a cappella, creating a mood

John Handy created a prayerful mood

JIM TAYLOR




which felt as though he were intoning prayers to some
ancient deity. Then Mike White interjected his violin
double stops most effectively. Jerry Hahn’s guitar un-
obtrusively entered, making a series of delightfully appro-
priate cohesive fraternal comments. Gradually, Terry
Clarke on drums began exhorting with a wonderfully
complex but mesmerizing rhythm. On and on it went
until it became almost unbearable. The crowd roared its
pleasure.

I’ll never forget the experience, and I'll bet a lot of the
people who heard it won’t forget either.

After two such episodes of music on the same after-
noon, I headed for the Hunt Club. A quick taste was in
order while I waited eagerly to be exposed to what Mingus
would present. What happened next appeared to be a
comedy of errors, from a visual standpoint. Mingus
strode onstage, peered around, and disappeared backstage.
A long wait ensued, which was made more onerous by
the excitement engendered by the two previous groups.

Finally, Charlie led his very excellent musicians on
stage, receiving an ovation, like a conquering hero. But
alas, this was not Mingus’ day. His star faltered a bit
before he concluded, but there were, even so, responses
from the crowd that reaffirmed his stature. Charlie told
me later of his woes—the records of his last year’s
Monterey appearance that didn’t arrive (he wanted to
have them sold at this year’s festival), the sound equip-
ment improperly set up for recording his stint. Neverthe-
less, it seems to me that the day would yet have been his
if he had opened—instead of closing—his set with that
wonderful burlesque of When the Saints Go Marching In.

Saturday night’s presentation featured the roots of jazz.
Ellington’s band was last on the long program and very
warmly received. The ever-present, ebullient Dizzy turned
up on stage toward the end of the program, waving his
horn and making it obvious that he wanted to sit in. At
almost the same moment, Clark Terry entered at one side
of the wings and I at the other. We had not spoken to
each other about it previously, but each of us spontane-
ously felt that it was time for the “alumni” to join in
with “the boss.”

We three may have blown about one chorus when the
tune ended, the stadium lights went on, and the curtains
began to close. Dizzy, terribly disappointed, hung onto
the curtain, trying to keep it from closing, hoping that
there’d be more blowing with the band. No such luck.
The band had already left the stage. Duke bade the still-
applauding crowd good night with his usual “we love
you madly.”

As Dizzy reluctantly went backstage, he muttered, “I
hate jazz festivals.”

Sunday miorning, I was awakened early by the un-
musical sound of seals barking in the bay. It was another
sparkling bright day, and I breakfasted in the hotel with
some of the Ellington band members. Just before Sunday’s
session started I waved them goodbye as their bus left
Monterey.

Because there were no plans for me to play any more
at the festival (and after the abortive attempt to sit in
with the Duke), I left for the fairgrounds without my
horn and without changing.

The first set featured a few trumpet players. Red
Allen, who had flown out from New York for the festival,
was grouped with Dizzy and Clark Terry. I was sitting
out front when Red started motioning to me to come up
on the stand. I shook my head “no” since I had no horn.
Then, Jon Hendricks, who was announcing that segment,
joined in the motioning. I went around backstage and
explained why I couldn’t sit in—and wound up on the
stand with Clark Terry’s trumpet (he was using his
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fluegelhorn). I was surprised to learn later that a few of
the critics thought that this impromptu playing with a
borrowed horn was better than my performance with my
own horn on Friday. In any case, having another oppor-
tunity to blow made Monterey even more enjoyable to me.

ONTEREY ’65 reaffirmed its pre-eminence
among the many festivals now extant. This
is not to say that there were no flaws cropping
up from time to time during the sessions.
To my mind, the most glaring error may be

laid in the lap of whoever was in charge of programing.

This year’s presentation was labeled “Tribute to the
Trumpet,” according to all the early press releases. Per-
haps during the interval in which preparations were being
made, the concept was changed. If so, that change was
never mentioned. Further, there was a sad misuse of the
trumpet players who were there. Red Allen played only
a few minutes; Clark and Sweets were scarcely featured.
What a pity that these great men couldn’t sit in with vari-
ous groups. The Mary Lou Williams and Earl Hines trios
would have been ideal settings for impromptu jamming.

And I must confess that I felt let down by the lack of
explanatory continuity concerning who stemmed from
whom on trumpet, such as from Louis to Red (or myself)
and from Roy Eldridge (who mysteriously did not appear)
to Dizzy, on to Miles Davis (whom we also missed be-
cause of his doctor’s orders). This sort of chronicling,
with all of the innovators present, could very well have
created history, and I cannot understand why someone
did not think of doing it.

Perhaps this is a project that some enterprising phono-
graph company will do in the future. If so, I suggest that
time is of the essence because the line of the original
creators grows thinner. In any case, the lack of follow-
through on the historical idea must be considered un-
fortunate, fo<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>