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THE JAZZ REVIEW is a monthly edited by Nat Hentoff and Martin Williams.

THE JAZZ REVIEW covers all schools and styles of jazz. It is written for listeners and
musicians (professional and amateur) who have felt a need for a publication that deals
with jazz on a level other than that of a "fan' or news magazine.

THE JAZZ REVIEW is a forum for musicians, musicologists, critics, historians and
specialists in fields like psychology and sociology who have contributions toward the fur-
ther and deeper appreciation of jazz by listeners and jazzmen.

THE JAZZ REVIEW has the largest staff of contributing reviewers and critics of any
jazz publication. The editors do not - and in fact, could not - impose their views on any
contributor. This magazine is not a single channel for any one person or school. A wide
range of opinions is represented - opinions of qualified writers.

THE JAZZ REVIEW's contributors include Gunther Schuller, Frank Driggs, Mimi Clar,
William Russo, Dick Katz, Glenn Coulter, Bob Brookmeyer, George Russell, Bill Crow,
Larry Gushee, Art Farmer, Guy Waterman, Hsio Wen Shih, Orrin Keepnews, Benny
Green, Andre Hodeir, Bob Wilber, Dick Wellstood, Stanley Dance, Julian Adderley,
Ralph Berton, Joachim Berendt, Horst Lippmann, Arrigo Polillo, Tupper Saussy, and
others.

THE JAZZ REVIEW's coverage of books and records includes both new releases and
those previously issued but worth re-examination. The same recording, for example,
may be reviewed by more than one reviewer in more than one issue.

THE JAZZ REVIEW's regular features include Reconsiderations of celebrated record-
ings; selections of blues lyrics; and Jazz in Print (a critical report on the press) by Nat
Hentoff.

THE JAZZ REVIEW's initial issues have included analyses of Sonny Rollins and Theolo-
nious Monk by Gunther Schuller; the stories of Walter Page and Buddy Tate as told by
them to Frank Driggs; a continuing series by Mimi Clar on The Negro Church: Its Influ-
ence on Modern Jazz; an appraisal of the Count Basie band by André Hodeir; the first
analytical study of the music of Erroll Garner - by Mimi Clar - to have appeared in
print; reviews in depth and at length of the work of Miles Davis, Billie Holiday, John
Lewis, Horace Silver, Jimmy Giuffre, King Oliver, Blind Lemon Jefferson, Jimmy
Rushing, Muddy Waters, Muggsy Spanier, Louis Armstrong, Duke Ellington, Jelly Roll
Morton, Willie "The Lion" Smith, and many others. There have also been interviews
with Miles Davis, Garvin Bushell, and John Coltrane.

THE JAZZ REVIEW will print the work of internationally known musicians and writers,
but will also introduce - as it already has - several new names in jazz criticism and
historiography who have new insights.
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Du Coté de Chez Basie

An Appraisal of the Count Basi

By Andre Hodeir

It has taken more than twenty
years for Count Basie’s orchestra to
develop its style. That isn’t so long.
Many others, no lesser musicians,
never got that far.

If we compare Basie’s pre-war rec-
ords to his recent ones, a shift in
the center of interest is obvious.
Lester Young, Buck Clayton, Dickie
Wells, Harry Edison, and Hershel
Evans held our interest then; now
we listen to the orchestra as a whole.
Works like Doggin’ Around and
Swinging the Blues, dazzling strings
of solos with the ensemble appearing
only in introduction and support, not
for its own sake, have been replaced
by a more purely orchestral concep-
tion which is most highly developed
in the fine Frank Foster arrange-
ment Shiny Stockings. Now the solo
has become an inlay firmly set in the
arrangement; it seems called up by
the arrangement rather than creating
it, though it is actually not so well
integrated as the best solos by
Cootie, Hodges, or Bigard with
Ellington.

The quality of the solos them-
selves, let’s admit it, doesn’t justify
serious study of the Basie orchestra.
But that in itself suggests a question
that lies on the border of mystery.
The question is this: how can twelve
men (leaving out the rhythm section)
three-quarters of whom cannot play
a swinging solo, combine to become
the most magnificent wind section,
and the most swinging one, in the

history of jazz? How can X the saxo-
phonist or Y the trombonist prove
in one solo that he is incapable of
projecting the rhythmic excitement
that all great jazzmen breathe (and
which Hampton and Jacquet, despite
their limited invention, have forged
into a tool for creation) and five
minutes later, in the company of other
Xs and Ys, suddenly come to life in
an extraordinarily swinging ensem-

ble?

THE MASSIVE PHRASE

Basie and his arrangers seem rec-
onciled to a schism in form, if not
actually in style; their conception is
based on a perennial contrast be-
tween two worlds. Phrases scored for
big band ensembles have always been
tailored differently from those that
soloists play; and arrangers have al-
ways had to try to bridge the gap—
sometimes going as far as to score
harmonized versions of famous solos
(though this only worked for the
section of the original solo instru-
ment and never helped the writing of
tutti). The present Basie band shows
its originality by going in exactly the
opposite direction, which appears in
their best arrangements—I might al-
most say the only good arrangements
in their book. Shiny Stockings, after
a labored opening, exploits to the
ultimate the static quality of the

orchestra—using the seven brass and
five saxophones, throughout the clos-
ing ensemble, as one single wind
section.

Two factors work together to re-
inforce the impression of lack of
motion—I might almost say of im-
mobility; the choice of tempo and
the density of the writing. The tempo
is hard to pin down: it lies between
medium slow and slow. But the tempo
(#=68) permits a perfect balance of
the triplets and ternary figures, some-
times syncopated, which Basie never
gave up, and which his influence has
done much to restore to a place of
honour in modern jazz. The strong
two-beat pulse also helps to reinforce
the static quality. Over this founda-
tion the phrasing could not avoid be-
ing open and airy in its horizontal
unfolding nor tight and dense in its
vertical voicing. And the soloist must
free himself of this straight-jacket
and make a try for greater mobility
by jumping into double time, in a
seeming denial of the infra-structure.
The result is an absolute contrast.

Still, let’s try to imagine a swap.
Would the phrase that Foster gave
to all the wind instruments, which
they carve out so neatly, sound like
good jazz if it were played by a
soloist? Absolutely not! Without its
specific gravity it loses its full mean-
ing, and that weight can’t be pro-
duced by less than ten or twelve
horns. It would seem feather-weight
with even three brass and three saxes.
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It deserves to be called the massive
phrase.

Here we have esthetic evidence that
forces us to re-examine the merits of
the big-band conceptions of Kenton’s
band (Bill Holman’s) and the cur-
rent Ellington band (Billy Stray-
horn’s) which are still in the experi-
mental stage, and which have never
managed, to my knowledge, a com-
plete technical and esthetic success.
Contrapuntal writing for big bands,
especially when such writing reduces
the specific gravity of the wind in-
struments, and therefore dilutes the
A phrase instead of densifying it. can
already be considered a dead-end
condemned by history, as much as the
old fashioned scoring “by sections”.
That kind of counterpoint has no
place, it seems, except in middle-
sized (six to ten horns) groups; the
big band should concentrate on the
massive phrase, though an intermedi-
ate solution is possible for bands that
can be broken down into several
smaller groups of musicians in con-
trast to the ensemble. That was the
solution of the seventeenth century
. Italian composers in their “Concerti

Grossi”, adopted by Ellington, how-
' ever timidly, in Jam-a-Ditty.

CIVIL SERVICE SWING

The idea of the massive phrase
suggests the answer to our original
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question. The musicians in Basie’s
orchestra, unquestionably victims of
deficiency in rhythmic imagination
(that’s true of most of them anyway),
who swing only moderately in solo,
are perfectly capable of performing
accurately a different kind of phrase
when they have been conditioned by
many repetitions and they manage to
produce a nearly mechanical surface.
Who has not been struck by the
smooth operation of the Basie or-
chestra, that jazz machine — the
phrase is not new, but have we ab-
sorbed its human meaning?—which
can produce intense swing, night after
night, but always the same amount
without ever exceeding itself? All
signs of originality, of freshness, of
discovery must take a back seat in
the life of these musicians when they
play nearly the same things every
time. To place the same accent in the
same passage with the same force in
the same context is a job for super-
civil-servants with a patience and a
passivity that rivals that of symphony
orchestra musicians. (But really they
go further: whoever heard a sym-
phony orchestra that didn’t have a
more varied repertory than Count
Basie?) In spite of the generally
accepted idea that a jazzman must
be somehow a creator jazz now has
musicians who are purely performers
who are nevertheless genuine jazz-
men.

If they can swing then they must
be jazzmen, no one can deny that.
But if they have no creative powers
then, however much they swing, the
whole question is open again. I think
that’s the wrong approach. To say
creation is to say change, experience,
sorties into the unknown. None of
that among the Basie musicians: they
live in frozen perfection, always the
same. But did they create that per-
fection? No more than the mason
creates the building. They didn’t
think it up themselves: somebody, the
arranger, did that; and Basie’s care-
ful supervision played a perhaps
equal part. Probably all the work was
done in advance, and the first public
performance was as finished as the
latest.

From there on the musicians just
perform, like their symphonic col-
leagues. There’s only one difference
between the work of a Basie reedman
and a cornetist in the orchestre de la
Suisse Romande: the latter “recre-
ates” Debussy according to the men-
tal picture of Ernest Ansermet while
the former recreates works of Frank
Foster or Ernie Wilkins under the
guidance of Basie and his arrangers.

That guidance undoubtedly must be
strict and definite; our man is left
with no room for initiative. He has

to make swing through someone else’s
ideas and sensibility, like wearing a
uniform—not just a tunic but a coat
of armour or a diving suit: he can’t
be recognized as an individual
through it. He is consecrated to the
anonymous and endless repetition of
the same pieces with the same effects
every night, and every night he puts
on the same uniform like an actor
making up for the thousandth per-
formance of the same part. Of course
spontaneity has no place in this life:
the job comes first. The job of swing-
ing! There are paradoxes in jazz, too.

FORCES HELD IN RESERVE

Of course this is not an attempt
to make light of instrumentalists who
work at such a high level of jazz and
of music. Only performers, but what
performers! The extraordinary pre-
cision of Shiny Stockings can only
be the work of master craftsmen. But
the even more extraordinary idea be-
hind them, the astonishingly modern
work, so restrained in expression,
must be credited to Frank Foster
(and perhaps also to Basie). Here
Basie’s band breaks through from
neo-classicism to hammer on the door
of modern jazz. This force held in
reserve was born in 1950 in “cool”
jazz: without this the first tremolo
of the winds would have been played
forte, as in “hot” expressionism, and
we would have lost the final impres-
sion of a gradual but effective loosen-
ing of the accumulated energy.

Though he is genuinely creative
with pen and manuscript, Frank
Foster showed little daring when he
soloed with Basie’s orchestra during
a recent stay at Birdland. The civil
service job-holding attitude in the
band has infected all the soloists ex-
cept Joe Newman and Thad Jones.
Not only do the soloists rarely try
to do something new, but even worse
they are so careful to avoid risks they
are satisfied with the mediocre. To
hear solos repeated note for note
over and over seems an insult from
such a fine band. Then too Joe Wil-
liams seems to have perfected the art
of routine interpretation. There is
nothing more like his performance of
Every Day tonight than last night’s
performance, unless it’s the one he is
going to do tomorrow night. The
most obviously spontaneous touches
in Every Day, like a touch of hoarse-
ness on the word “me” in his fourth
chorus, reappear every day with
deadly sameness. Joe Williams, a
model Basie associate, seems to sing
only to reproduce his records. Close
your eyes—quick, is it Williams in
person or is it the record spinning?

But he’ll get along; he has a great
deal of talent, and you don’t get bored
with that.

Apparently Basie’s orchestra has
trouble finding new works to add to
the book. Perfection of style is a
hard thing to maintain; it depends
on many circumstances, and besides
the works are not the work of a
single person. But perfection of style
is the most important thing. The cur-
rent book is not all on the same level.
Some pieces are really bad, like April
in Paris, which is Basie’s biggest
commercial success since Every Day,
but which has no musical merit. It
is sad that the usually dignified Basie,
one must admire his smiling com-
posure, allows himself, while playing
a “ballad” on which the arrangement
does not fit the theme, nor the theme
his orchestra, to flatter the public: it’s
hard to see the point of, like Louis
Armstrong, re-doing “one more once”
the last bars of an arrangement, an
unworthy trick. Let us hope that the
Count will give up such easy empty
successes—and that he will again pro-
gram his performances as seriously
as he did during his last Parisian
visit in October 1956.

At the risk of monotony, let me
repeat that Basie’s orchestra should
only play blues or arrangements
strongly saturated in blues feeling.
Francy Boland has written some for
Basie, and there must be many other
arrangers who don’t feel that the
blues are a dead letter. Perhaps we
should also hope for the elimination
of fast tempos which the orchestra
has trouble in sustaining: doesn’t it
swing most on medium slow pieces
like Shiny Stockings and Every Day?
The best hope of the Basie orchestra
should not be to extend its range;
it should be to take the greatest pos-
sible advantage of the possibilities
available within its limited range,
within which it has no peer.

To expect Basie to produce the
modern big band we have all been
awaiting, and which neither Stan
Kenton nor Dizzy Gillespie have given
us, would be a mistake. The Count
and his orchestra are giving us a
magnificent lesson in classicism; even
more, they are still evolving and even,
on a purely instrumental level, im-
proving. That is a unique situation.
The revitalization of big band jazz
will take place elsewhere: we'd like
to bet that the spirit of Duke Elling-
ton, in hibernation now for fifteen
years, will play a major role.

(This article is reprinted from
Jazz-Hot, November, 1957 by per-
mission of the author and of
Charles Delaunay, directeur. It is

translated by Hsio Wen Shih.)
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An Afternoon with Miles Davis

by Nat Hentoff

Don Hunstein, courtesy of Columbia Records
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Miles lives in a relatively new
building on Tenth Avenue near 57th
Street. The largest area in his apart-
ment is the living room. Like the
other rooms, it is uncluttered. The
furnishings have been carefully se-
lected and are spare. Miles has a
particular liking for “good wood”
and explains thereby why his Down
Beat plaques--and even his Four
Roses Award from the Randall’s
Island “festival”—are all displayed.
He has a good piano and an ade-
quate non-stereo record player.

The idea of the afternoon—the first
of a series of observations by Miles
to be printed at regular intervals in
this monthly—was to play a variety
of recordings for him and transcribe
his reactions. This was not a blind-
fold test, for while I find those
adventures in skeet shooting enter-
taining, [ doubt if they serve much
purpose except transitory titillation.

First was Billie Holiday’s 1937 /
Must Have That Man with Wilson,
Clayton, Goodman, Young, Green,
Page and Jo Jones. “I love the way
Billie sings,” Miles began. “She sings
like Lester Young and Louis Arm-
strong play, but I don’t like all that’s
going on behind her. All she needed
was Lester and the rhythm. The piano
was ad libbing while she was sing-
ing, which leads to conflict, and the
guitar was too loud and had too much
accent on every beat.”

Miles was asked whether he agreed
with most of the writers on jazz that
the Billie of 20 years ago was the
“best” Billie and that she is now in
decline. “I’d rather hear her now.
She’s become much more mature.
Sometimes you can sing words every
night for five years, and all of a
sudden it dawns on you what the
song means. | played My Funny
Valentine for a long time—and didn’t
like it—and all of a sudden it meant
something. So with Billie, you know
she’s not thinking now what she was
in 1937, and she’s probably learned
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more about different things. And she
still has control, probably more con-
trol now than then, No, I don’t think
she’s in a decline.

“What T like about Billie is that
she sings it just the way she hears it
and that’s usually the way best suited
for her. She has more feeling than
Ella and more experience in living
a certain way than Ella. Billie’s pretty
wild, you know.

“She sings way behind the beat
and then she brings it up—hitting
right on the beat. You can play he-
hind the beat, but every once in a
while you have to cut into the rhythm
section on the beat and that keeps
everybody together. Sinatra does it
by accenting a word. A lot of singers
try to sing like Billie, but just the
act of playing behind the beat doesn’t
make it sound soulful.

“1 don’t think that guys like Buck
Clayton are the best possible accom-
panists for her. I’d rather hear her
with Bobby Tucker, the pianist she
used to have. She doesn’t need any
horns. She sounds like one anyway.”

Miles’ reaction to Clifford Brown’s
Joy Spring as played by the Oscar
Peterson Trio on The Modern Jazz
Cuartet and The Oscar Peterson Trio
at the Opera House {Verve MGV
8269) was intensely negative. “Oscar
makes me sick because he copies
everybody. He even had to leern how
to play the blues. Everybody knows
that if you flat a third, you're going
to get a blues sound. He learned that
and runs it into the ground worse
than Billy Taylor. You don't have to
do that.

“Now take the way he plays the
song. That’s not what Clifford meant.
He passes right over what can be done
with the chords,” and here Miles
demonstrated on the piano, as he did
frequently during the afterncon. “It’s
much prettier if you get into it and
hear the chord weaving in and out
like Bill Evans and Red Garland
could do—instead of being so heavy,
Oscar is jazzy; he jazzes up the tune.
And he sure has devices, like certain
scale patterns, that he plays all the
time,

“Does he swing hard like some
people say? 1 dont know what
they mean when they say ‘swing
hard’ anyway. Nearly everything he
plays, he plays with the same degree
of force. He leaves no holes for the
rhythm section, The only thing I ever
heard him play that T liked was his
first record of Tenderly.

“I love Ray Brown. As for Herb
Ellis, I don’t like that kind of thing
with guitar on every beat—unless
you play it Li¥e Freddie Creen does
now. You listen and you’ll hear how
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much Green has lightened his sound
through the years, I vou want to see
how it feels with a heavy guitar. get
up to play sometimes with one of
them behind you. He'll drive you nuts,

“Back to Oscar. He plays preily
goud when he plays in an Art Tatum
form of ballad approach. And 1 heard
him play some blues once at a
medium tempo that sounded pretly
good. But for playing like that with
a guitar, 1 prefer Nat Cole. T feel
though that it's a waste to use a
guitar this way. If you take the guitar
and have him play lines—lines like
George Russell, Gil Evans or John
Lewis could make—then a trio can
sound wonderful.

The next record was a track from
Kenny Clark Plays André Hodeir
(Epic LN3376). It was Miles’ own
Swing Spring and these are Hodeir’s
notes on the arrangement: “Swing
Spring is also treated as a canon,
after an introduction featuring an
elaboration of the main element of
the theme, the scale. Martial Solal’s
brilliant sole is followed by a para-
phrase with integrated drum impro-
visations. Both Armand Migiani
(baritone sax} and Roger Guerin
{trumpet) take a short solo.”

Miles hadn’t looked carefully at
the liner notes and was puzzled for
the first few bars. “That’s my tune,
isn’t it? [ forgot all about that tune.
God damn! Kenny Clarke can swing,
can’t he? That boy Solal can play,
but the pianist I like in Europe is
Bengt Hallberg. Damn! You know,
I forgot | wrote that. That’s the wrong
middle—in the piano solo—why does
he do that? Because it's easier, [
suppose. The arrangement is terrible.
it was never meant to be like that.
It sounds like a tired modern paint-
ing—with skeletons in it. He writes
pretty good in spots, but he over-
crowds it. Kenny and Solal save it
I think Il make ancther record of
this tune. It was meant to be just like
an exercise almost.” Miles went to
the piano and played the theme soft-
ly. *It was hased on that scale there
and when you blow, you play in that
scale and you get an altogether dif.
ferent sound. I got that from Bud
Powell; he used to play it all the
time.”

Miles started to talk about his
strong preference for writing that
isn’t overcrowded, especially over-
crowded with chords, He found some
acetates of his forthcoming Columbia
Porgy and Bess LP which Gil Fvans
had arranged but for the scoring of
which Miles had made a number of
suggestions, He put [/ Love You
Porgy on the machine.

“Hear that passage. We only used
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two chords for all of that. And in
Summertime, there is a long space
where we don’t change the chord at
all. It just doesn’t have to be clut-
lered up.”

From the same Verve Opera House
LP. 1 played the Modern Jazz Quar-
tet’s version of Now’s The Time. “If
I were John,” Miles began, “I'd let
Milt play more—things he’'d like to
gel loose on—and then play these
things, It would be all the more effec-
tive by contrast. You can do a lot by
setting up for contrast. Sometimes
[’ll start a set with a ballad. You'll he
surprised at what an effcet that is,”

The conversation turned on pian-
ists. “Boy, I’ve sure learned a lot
from Bill Evans. He plays the piano
the way it should be played. He plays
all kinds of scales; can play in 5/4;
and all kinds of fantastic things.
There’s such a difference hetween him

.and Red Garland whom I also like a

lot. Red carries the rhythm, hut Bill
underplays, and I like that better.”

Miles was at the piano again, in-
dulging one of his primary pleasures
—hearing what can be done with
voicings, by changing a note, spread-
ing out the chord, reshaping it. “You
know, you can play chords on every
note in the scale. Some people don’t
seem to realize that. People like Bill,
Gil Evans and George Russell know
what can he done, what the possi-
hilities are.”

Miles returned to the MJ(Q) record-
ing, “John taught all of them, Milt
couldn’t read at all, and Percy hardly.
All John has to do is let Milt play
with just a sketch of an arrangement.
That’s what we do all the time. 1
never have anybody write up any-
thing too difficult for us, because then
musicians tighten up.

“I love the way John plays. I've
got to get that record where he plays
by himself. | usually don’ buy jazz
records. They make me tired and de-
pressed. I'll buy Ahmad Jamal, john
Lewis, Sonny Rollins. Coltrane I hear
every night. And [ like to hear the
things that Max Roach writes him-
self. A drummer makes a very good
writer. He has a sense of space and
knows what it feels like 10 be playing
around an arrangement. Philly Joe
plays tenor and piano, and he’s start-
ing to write.”

The talk came to Coltrane. “He’s

been working on those arpeggios and

playing chords that lead into chords,
playing them fifty different ways and
playing them all at once. He’s begin-
ning to leave more space except when
he gets nervous. There’s one frantic
tenor in Philadelphia, by the way,
Jimmy Oliver.”

Then came Louis Armstrong’s Po-

tato Head Blues of 1027 with Lil
Armstrong, Kid Ory, Johnny Dodds,
Johnny St. Cyr, Baby Daodds, and
Pete Briggs on tuba. “Louis has been
through all kinds of styles,” Miles
began, “That’s goud tuba, by the way
. .. You know you can’lL play any-
thing on a horn that Louis hasn’t
played—1 mean even modern, | love
his approach 10 the trumpet; he never
sounds bad. He plays on the beat and
you can’t miss when you play on the
beat—with feeling. That’s another
phrase for swing. | also love the way
he sings. He and Billie never made a
record, did they?” Miles was in-
formed they had, but the material was
poor (cd. Billie’s The Blues Are
Brewin’, Decea DL 8707).

“There’s form there, and you take
some of those early forms, play it
today, and they’d sound good. 1 also
like all those litile stops in his solo.
We stop, but we often let the drums
lay out altegether. 1f T had this rec-
ord, I'd play it.”

Before four bars of Ahmad Jamal’s
But Not for Me on Argo LP 628,
Miles said happily, “That’s the way
to play the piano. If | could play like
Ahmad and Bill Evans combined with
one hand, they could lake the other
off. Jamal once told me he's been
playing in night clubs since he was
eleven. Listen to how he slips into
the other key. You can hardly tell it’s
happening. He doesn’t throw his 1ech-
nique around like Oscar Peterson.
Things flow into and out of each
other. Another reason 1 like Red
Garland and Bill FEvans is that when
they play a chord, they play a sound
more than a chord.

“Listen to the way Jamal uses
space. He lets it go so that you can
feel the rhythm section and the
rhythm section can feel you. It’s not
crowded. Paul Chambers, inciden-
tally, has started to play a new way
whereby he can solo and accompany
himself at the same time—by using
space well.

“Ahmad is one of my favorites,
1 live until he makes another record.
1 gave Gil Evans a couple of his
albums, and he didn’t give them hack,
Red Garland knew 1 liked Ahmad and
at times 1 used to ask him to play
like that. Red was at his best when
he did. Bill plays a little like that but
he sounds wild when he does—all
those little scales.”

Miles by now was back at the
piang, talking with gathering intensity
about the need for meore space and
les chord-cluttering in jazz. “When
Gil wrote the arrangement of | Love
You, Porgy, he only wrote a scale
for me to play. No chords. And that




other passage with just two chords
gives you a lot more freedom and
space to hear things. I've been listen-
ing to Khachaturian carefully for six
months now and the thing that in-
trigues me are all those different scales
he uses. Bill Evans knows too what
can be done with scales. All chords,
after all, are relative to scales and
certain chords make certain scales. |
wrote a tune recently that’s more a
scale than a line. And I was going
to write a ballad for Coltrane with
just two chords.

“When you go this way, you can go
on forever. You don’t have to worry
about changes and you can do more
with the line. It becomes a challenge
to see how melodically inventive you
are. When you're based on chords,
you know at the end of 32 bars that
the chords have run out and there’s
nothing to do but repeat what you've
just done—with variations.

“I think a movement in jazz is
beginning away from the conven-
tional string of chords, and a return
to emphasis on melodic rather than
harmonic variation. There will be
fewer chords but infinite possibilities
as to what to do with them. Classical
composers—some of them—have been
writing this way for years, but jazz
musicians seldom have.

“When I want J. J. Johnson to hear
something or he wants me to, we
phone each other and just play the
music on the phone. I did that the
other day with some of the Khacha-
turian scales; they’re different from
the usual Western scales. Then we got
to talking about letting the melodies
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and scales carry the tune. J. J. told
me, ‘I’'m not going to write any more
chords.” And look at George Russell,
His writing is mostly scales. After all,
you can feel the changes.

“The music has gotten thick. Guys
give me tunes and they're full of
chords. I can’t play them. You know,
we play My Funny Valentine like
with a scale all the way through.”

The next record was Ruby, My
Dear with Thelonious Monk, Coleman
Hawkins, Wilbur Ware and Art Blakey
(from Monk’s Music, Riverside RLP
12-242).

“I learned how to play ballads from
Coleman Hawkins. He plays all the
chords and you can still hear the
ballad. Who’s playing bass? He
doesn’t know that tune. As for the
performance as a whole, the tune
wasn’t meant to be played that way.
I guess Hawkins figured that with
young cats, he should play ‘young.’
It’s a very pretty ballad and should
be played just even. This way you
can’t hear it the way it is; I'd play
it more flowing. Monk writes such
pretty melodies and then screws them
up.
“You have to go down to hear him
to really appreciate what he’s doing.
I'd like to make an album of his tunes
if I can ever get him up here.

“Monk has really helped me. When
I came to New York, he taught me
chords and his tunes. A main in-
fluence he has been through the years
has to do with giving musicians more
freedom. They feel that if Monk can
do what he does, they can. Monk has
been using space for a long time.

“The thing that Monk must realize
is that he can’t get everybody to play
his songs right. Coltrane, Milt Jack-
son and maybe Lucky Thompson are
the only ones I know that can get that
feeling out of his songs that he can.
And he needs drummers like Denzil
Best, Blakey, Shadow, Roy Haynes,
and Philly.

“I love the way Monk plays and
writes, but 1 can’t stand him behind
me. He doesn’t give you any support.”

The final record was Bessie Smith’s
Young Woman’s Blues, 1926, with
Fletcher Henderson, Joe Smith and
Buster Bailey.

“Listen to Joe Smith’s tone. He’s
got some feeling to it.” Miles laughed
while listening to the lyrics (c.f. the
first issue of The Jazz Review).
“They’re pretty hip. This is the first
time I've heard this record. I haven’t
heard much of Bessie, but I like her
everytime [ hear her. She affects me
like Leadbelly did, the way some of
Paul Laurence Dunbar’s poetry did.
I read him once and almost cried.
The Negro southern speech.

“As for those lyrics, I know what
she means about not being a high
yellow and being a 34 brown or some-
thing like that. In those days high
yellow was as close to white as you
could get. It’s getting more and more
mixed though and pretty soon when
you call somebody an m.f., you won’t
know what kind to call them. You
might have to call them a green m.f.

“I"d love to have a little boy some
day with red hair, green eyes and a
black face—who plays piano like

Ahmad Jamal.”
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Extended Improvisation and Form:

Some Solutions

by
Martin

Williams

I

In 1939 in a discussion of Jimmy
Yancey’s style, William Russell said,
“the usual ending, with an abrupt
modulation and final dissonance, need
not surprise anyone who remembers
that Negro improvised folk music
has no fixed beginning nor definite
end, and its formal length of no more
consequence than the title. Such a
dance as Yancey Stomp [The Fives]
could probably go on all night with-
out decrease in effectiveness.” Form,
in other words, is a question of
length and length is almost entirely
a matter of the emotional climate of
the moment which may even be in-
dicated on a physical level.

However, writing at about the same
time, Russell could praise Meade
“Lux” Lewis’s Bass on Top on the
basis of its “motival development.”
“The germ motive itself is derived
from the bass accompaniment figure.
It is treated by extension (chorus 2)
by diminution and inversion (chorus
4 and 6) twisted about until its pos-
sibilities of elaboration are seemingly
exhausted. Finally, in the eleventh
chorus there begins a liquidation in
which not only the melodic but the
rhythmic motive and accompanying
bass figure, as well, are reduced to
their most essential features.”

Behind Russell’s first statement, of
course, lie the “romantic” standards
of imagination, inventiveness, emo-
tional projection, power, etc.—even,
perhaps, of endurance. Behind his
second, “classical” standards of form,
inner cohesion, development, struc-
ture.

DECEMBER

Jimmy Yancey at Home

These two attitudes are not neces-
sarily opposites. It seems to me that
one of Yancey’s best recordings is the
one called (after the fact by the rec-
ord company) How Long #2; it has
a discipline of form. Each chorus is
based on a separate approach to the
simple eight-bar blues melody, and
the way Yancey handles the improvi-
sation makes it clear that his unit is
a pair of choruses. The first bass
figure is the “four-beat walk” (like
the one “Lux” Lewis used in his
Bear Cat Crawl). At the third chorus,
Yancey begins a more elaborate base
line, obviously improvised, as an in-
tegrated response to what he is build-
ing in his treble. The right hand
continues to build in complexity, then
in tension, and by chorus five this
tension has produced a series of by
now simple trills and the main impro-
visation is in the bass line. By chorus
eight, Yancey abruptly breaks the
mood, descends to the middle of the
keyboard, decreases his dynamic ten-
sion—but he has prepared for this
descent previously by gradually sim-
plifying the base line until he has
reduced it to the figure he began
with, At the end, this pensive mood is
changed: the brilliant flash of the
middle of the piece returns momen-
tarily to the treble, but with the open-
ing bass figure solidly anchoring the
unity, and the piece ends suspended
on an odd-numbered chorus which
echos the tone he had set in the begin-
ning. Thus, by a reiteration and over-
lapping of motifs, Yancey maintained
a continuity.
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My subject is the problem of form
in extended solos. I bring it up be-
cause (aside from a rather classic
bent of mind of my own) certain
horn-men have now directly faced it
and it seems to me that in the work
of both Miles Davis and Sonny Rol-
lins, we hear men attempting unique
solutions to it, with an awareness of
continuity and inner-structure. | think
that an account of their efforts will
have more meaning if they are placed
in the context of the past—if only to
support my contention of their value.
I do not intend what follows to be
exhaustive, but I hope it will include
some exemplary solutions to the prob-
lem. I had best add that I do not
intend to discuss formal conceptions
which seem to me to be imposed from
without. That is, if the problem of
form does not arise after the “roman-
tic” facts of inventiveness and con-
viction, then it does not really arise
at all. Like “style” in prose, it must
ultimately be a consequence of having
something to say. It cannot be a kind
of mold which needs only to be filled
out for a man to have produced some-
thing of value.

The man who has long been faced
with the problem of extended impro-
visation is, of course, the solo pianist,
and he faced the problem of con-
tinuity quite early. One of the reasons
for this is that in his immediate back-
ground lay both a vocal tradition and
the compositional approach of rag-
time, and it will help if we briefly
review ragtime.

13







