Mayakovsky, Cloud in Trousers:

p. 107: 1e..even frowning Apostle Peter/will want to step out in the ki-ka-pou.H

endnote explains: uKi-ka-pou: an exotic dance that was currently popular in Russian
night clubs. It was apparently inspired by the American Kickapoo Indian medicine
shows which traveled about in Europe in the 1890*s. *



he met the one named Berneta. Genetic bingo took some years yet, but
my existence was promised from the first time Charlie Doig and Berneta
Ringer put a hand in the small of each other !s back and danced together

in the hall at Ringling*



Or am | granted the most characteristic possible glimpse of my mother and my
early self (of her sitting and reading to me by the hour, both of us kept

guiet by the infinite song of pagewords)e..



What was taking place in (my mother? me?) was something like an inward tuning,
the wind-struck music of the bone harp that Robinson Jeffers has said we all

ultimately are



for Barbwire Jazz:

Brubeck*s Paul Desmond story: a woman had jilted D for someone high in NI financial
circles, and when B asked him, ""Paul, how are you doing?" D responded: "This is the
way the world ends, not with a whim but a banker."

—I*m about as square as a guy can be and still have feet under him rather than a
loading pallet, but...



possible talk abt western lingo

—Dbarbs on barbwire as musical notes; Jeffers' wind-struck music#ee
(baxbs themselves are riffed into lingo: »bobwire™; »nothing between here and the
N Pole but a bobwire fence.”

__jazz references: even the lofty Sontag quotes Ellington (clip in this file)
—my use of Armstrong’'s »We all go do-re-mi...”
v A __Brubeck reference | read or heard somewhere: growing up on ranch in n. Calif.,
~NowK the sound of tractor (maybe a John Deere “poppin’ John"?), put a rhythm in him.
Does he have an autobiog to check for this? Can he be contacted?

—DARE, inc. my own citations, some of which I made up (»fireshine™)

—Ilingo file

—examples from my correspondence w/ westerners: homesteader letters

—power of the Chardon (?) diary Richard White uses in lecture, juxtaposing killing
rats and epidemic among Indians.

—the necessary humor in bunkhouse (and barracks) talk

— example of trying to get a voice right: Monty-Susan-Wes
—Jick: »We've pretty close to got it.»



NPR, All Things Considered, March 8 ’03s

in a "sound portraitll interview, Joseph Shabalala, leader of Ladysmith Black Mambazo,
told of putting the throat-clearing/humming used on a farm to urge on an ox in plowing
into the group’s music; his city-born members asked where did he get that? 1It’s a
deeper trill, but of the same ilk as the prrr we used to call sheep when feeding

cottoncake. (Does ours go back to Scotland?)
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A WildCriminiina Wilder Australia

By JANET

In a spectacular feat of literary
ventriloquism, the Australian-born
novelist Peter Carey invites the out-
law Ned Kelly to tell his story. He
summons the rollicking, unschooled,
hugely colorful voice of Australia’s
best-known underdog for a bravura
book-length performance.

Writing so convincingly in Ned’s
argot that his own elegantly phrased
acknowledgments at the end of
“True History of the Kelly Gang”
seem starkly incongruous, the Book-
er Prize-winning author of “Oscar
and Lucinda” invests Ned’s account
with all the makings of a swaggering
adventure tale as well as a classic
Western tragedy. The effect is trium-
phantly eclectic, as if Huck Finn and
Shakespeare had joined forces to
prettify the legend of Jesse James.

Ned Kelly, a figure of such rebel
cachet that he was once played (ex-
cruciatingly) .by Mick Jagger on
screen, is riskily imagined by Mr.
Carey as a misunderstood hero. No
doubt “True Adventures of the Kelly
Gang” would be a richer work if Ned
were not forever finding himself in-
nocently in possession of other peo-
ple’s horses, or seeing his actions
woefully misinterpreted by Austral-
ian authorities.

That said, Mr. Carey has still
turned a hagiographer’s admiration
for his outlaw subject into a vastly
entertaining story in which the volu-
ble, candid Ned has no trouble hold-
ing center stage, thanks to a great
gift for gab and an unforgettably
vivid manner of expressing himself.

On the eve of one of his many ill-
fated encounters with Australian au-
thorities, Ned invokes local fauna
with typical panache; “l were a
plump witchetty grub beneath the
bark not knowing that the kookabur-
ra exists unable to imagine that
fierce beak or the punishment in that
wild and angry eye.”

In a rough, unpunctuated and dev-
ilishly artful narrative, one that lib-
erates Mr. Carey from the stylistic
convolutions of earlier work like
“Jack Maggs,” Ned provides the
makings of a sentimental tale. At
heart, he is simply a boy who loves
his mother, even if that mother hap-
pens to be a corker. Boyish Ned

Ms™:

Marion Ett| inger/Knop'
TRUE HISTORY

OF THE KELLY GANG

By Peter Carey
Alfred A. Knopf. 352 pages. $25.

describes, to great comic effect, the
remarkable effect that Ellen Kelly
had on numerous gentleman friends
(“I didnt understand how she could
prdfit so well from laundry burknew
better than to question her directly”)
and how chagrined he felt when one
of Ellen’s suitors managed to move
in or father a child. “Angry bunions
swollen veins it were a queer thing to
see a stranger’s big flat feet sticking
out the bottom of my mother’s blan-
ket next morning,” he explains, “and
to be honest | will confess | would
much prefer that she invited no new
husbands to her bed but seeing as |
couldn’t have this wish | preferred
old Harry Power.”

The fact that Ellen sells Ned to
Harry as an apprentice, that Harry
becomes the boy’s first partner in
accidental crime and that Ellen then
angrily demands a piece of the prof-
its does nothing to dim his filial devo-
tion. “Harry robbed them both,” Ned
recounts of one criminal episode,
“apologizing gs he done so with his
little speech about how he were
forced to crime 1 will not trouble you
with it here.”

Al this is being written by Ned for
the benefit of a daughter he has
never known but whose life he hopes
to influence with tales of the injus-
tices that her father suffered. Ned’s
fierce Irish pride and his treatment
at the hands of Australian Protes-
tants give the book an angry back-

bone, a sense of his ultimate folk-
hero stature and an idea of how he.
will eventually grow up to declare*
am a widow’s son outlawed and must**
be obeyed.”

In providing Ned’s side of the vari- ?
ous skirmishes that form the basis of
his notoriety, and in drawing upon a
post-bank-robbery 8,300-word public”
statement of Kelly’s for some of the'
book’s lively syntax, Mr. Carey
delves into the relative minutiae oi ¢
police and journalistic accounts of
Ned’s life. These particulars might
threaten to eclipse the bigger pictured
if they were not rendered so atmosill.
pherically, complete with wombats
and banshees, cockatoo pie and
roasting kangaroo. He describes twq,s,
strangers as “hard looking fellows
all dried out and salted down for
keeping.” Someone else is “as lazy
as the dog that rests its head againsty
the wall to bark.” When his mother
is arrested, Ned claims that “the
police took her and the baby as easy
as plucking mushrooms in a cow
paddock.”

And when he falls in love with™
Mary Hearn, a sweetheart of Mr.
Carey’s invention in an otherwise
mostly fact-based account, he does itr
with breathless, Joycean gusto. “She
were a gazelle although I never saw
a gazelle she were a foal | carried
her around the kitchen y2 drunk in
happiness she had that dear Irish.
smell of homemade soap & ashes in
her hair I loved her so I told her.”

“True History of the Kelly Gang,”
in which Ned uses the word “adjecti-
val” to replace his ruder thoughts
(“0 you adjectival worm™) and de-
scribes such engaging oddities as
outlaws in blackface and dresses, is
already controversial for its whole-
hearted, evert maudlin embrace of
the Kelly legend. (Peter Ryan, the
English-born police commissioner of
New South Wales, has described Aus-
tralia’s enduring Kellymania as “the
black heart of nothingness that sits
at the heart of the Australian charac-
ter.”

Bu)t this rip-snorting Western nov-
el rises far above such considera-
tions and works on its own great
merits as a seamlessly imagined
coming-of-age story set in wild coun-
try and wilder times. Though Ned
Kelly died in 1880 just before his 26th
birthday, he could not be more furi-
ously alive.



CONCERTS

Concert series subscriptions are available.

January 6-8
Lyrics & Lyricists: Over the Rainbow
Lerner & Loewe & Lane & Strouse, $40

January 11
Ned Rorem Hosts
John Harbison & Michael Hersch, $25

January 13

Chamber Music in America: 2001
Mendelssohn Quartet,

The Fry Street Quartet, $25

January 16
Chamber Music at the Y
Juilliard Quartet, $30

January 20

The Music & Letters of Liszt

Alan "Walker, Vanessa Dylyn,
Graham Roebuck, Valerie Tryon, $25

January 21
The Singers Art
Stephanie Blythe,-Warren Jones, $25

January 25

Jazz Piano at the Y

Barbara Carroll, Sir Roland Hanna, Dick
Hyman, Renee Rosnes, Peter Washington,
Billy Drummond, $30

January 27
Ned Rorem Hosts

Ned Rorem 6¢c Augusta Read Thomas, $25

THE NEW YORK TIMES, T

January 31
Distinguished Artists
Zoltan Kocsis, $25/$18

February 3

International Quartets.

Prazak String Quartet

Harold and Maedell Dixon, $25

February 4

Liszt: Impressionistic & Literary Poetic
Alan Walker, Janina Fialkowska,
Janice Weber, $25

February 7
Chamber Music at the Y
Guarneri Quartet, $30

February 10 WUA

Cabaret UPtown
David Friedman & Alix Korey, $35

February 10-12
Lyrics & Lyricists: Over the Rainbow
Jule Styne, $40

February 11
Music for the Whole Family: Musical Bugs
Jeffrey Siegel, $10

February 14
Keyboard Conversations®with Jeffrey Siegel
Romance—Italian Style, $25

February 17
Project America: All% Fair in Love & War
Oscar Brand, Christine Lavin, $25

March 8
Distinguished Artists
Lynn Harrell, Victor Ascend'

March 13
The Singers Art
Nathan Gunn, Julie Gunn, $



The Country and the City, Raymond Williams

pp. 225-7> on orthographic simulation in dialogue; 226, Hardy decided against much
of it because it reduces persons to types.



The Country and the City, Raymond Williams
pp* 2¥B8-2U6, James Joyce's changing the shape of language
p. 2h$i “eeethe most deeply known human community is language itself«”

s "The greatness of Ulysses is this community of speech*”

my note: Joyce’s slanginess in quoted passages on these pages could be used in
“Barbwire Jazz” talk*



The Country and the City, Raymond Williams: "A Problem of Perspective,” pp. 9-12,
has his sequence of ifewhen rural England supposedly changed, back and back to Eden,



lingo small filebox, used during Prairies
—Montana Lingo

—-cussing

—jokes

—drinking



possible talk about western lingo/2

__trying to get voice rights nAy" parenthesis for Ninian and Lucas
--"Fit of Pa’rick® ih RFair

—file folder(s) w/ my notes for talking to classes about writing

—Sea Runners examples, inc# Jrnl of Verbal Abuse



Dir
By SUSAN SONTAG

Reading novels seems to me such a nor-
mal activity, while writing them is such an
odd thing to do.... At least so I think until |
remind myself how firmly the two are relat-
ed. (No armored generalities here. Just a
few remarks.)

First, because to write is to practice, with
particular intensity and attentiveness, the
art of reading. You write in order to read
what you've written and see if it’s O.K. and,
since of course it never is, to rewrite it —
once, twice, as many times as it takes to get
it to be something you can bear to reread.
You are your own first, maybe severest,

POP REVIEW
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rite, Read, Rewrite. Repeat Steps 2and 3 as Needed.

reader. “To write is to sit in judgment on
oneself,” Ibsen inscribed on the flyleaf of
one of his books. Hard to imagine writing
without-rereading.

But is what you've written straight off
never all right? Yes, sometimes even better
than all right. And that only suggests, to this
novelist at any rate, that with a closer look,
or voicing aloud —that is, another reading
—it might be better still. I’'m not saying that
the writer has to fret and sweat to produce
something good.

“What is written without effort is in gen-
eral read without pleasure,” said Dr. John-
son, and the maxim seems as remote from
contemporary taste as its author. Surely,
much that is written without effort gives a

Letthe Good Tidings Roll
With Rockin'and Stompin

By ANN POWERS

"Midway through the first performance of
Handel’s “Messiah” on Friday at the Bot-
tom Line, Jane Siberry laughed. This singer
Had paused to catch her breath during one of
the oratorio’s many grace-note-laden pas-
sages, but instead of hiding her vocal imper-
fection, she chuckled and rolled her eyes at
tHe challenging phrase. The crowd applaud-
ed. all smiles.

-This warm moment typified “The Down-

ft Mm w m

town Messiah,” the easygoing pageant that
is becoming a holiday staple at this popular
club. Richard Barone, the event’s director,
has stated the desire to keep Handel’s sa-
cred cow alive through respectful modern-
ization. He has done so less by forcing in
cutting-edge sounds than by letting his vi-
brant cast show off its humanity through
this treasured work.

The arrangements by Peter Kiesewalter,
who also played piano and clarinet, cleverly
balanced traditionalism with pop renewal.
The 20-voice chorus, directed by Margaret
Dorn, followed an orthodox path through
Handel’s ornate harmonies. But the “or-
chestra,” which included a four-piece string
section, a trumpeter, an electric bassist and
a drummer, expanded the dynamics to en-
compass jazz, gospel, rock and even a dash
of country. And when each soloist stepped
forward, this “Messiah” bent to his or her
vision, not just of the Bible story but of the
art of singing itself.

After a lovely a cappella turn by the
Accidentals, Vernon Reid and Gordon
Chambers took the “Messiah” somewhere
Handel had never imagined. Churning out a
funky riff, Mr. Reid used his guitar to con-
nect the Baroque to the blues. Mr. Cham-
bers had sopie fun leading the audience
members in a gospel-style sing-along. He

inabU

WRITERS ON WRITING

The DifficultJourney
From Thought to Page

great deal of pleasure.

No, the question is not the judgment of
readers —who may well prefer a writer’s
more spontaneous, less elaborated work —
but a sentiment of writers, those profession-
als of dissatisfaction. You think, “If | can
get it to this point the first go around,
without too much struggle, couldnt it be
better still?”

And though the rewriting — and the re-

If#

msmam

reading —sound like effort, they are actual-
ly the most pleasurable parts of writing.
Sometimes the only pleasurable parts. Set-
ting out to write, if you have the idea of
“literature” in your head, is formidable,
intimidating. A plunge in an icy lake. Then
comes the warm part: when you already
have something to work with, upgrade, edit

Let’s say it’s a mess. But you have a
chance to fix it. You try to be clearer. Or
deeper. Or more eloquent. Or more eccen-
tric. You try to be true to a world. You want
the book to be more spacious, more authori-
tative. You want to winch yourself up from
yourself. You want to winch the book out of
your balky mind. As the statue is entombed
in the block of marble, the novel is inside

| ]

your head. You try to liberate it. You try to
get this wretched stuff on the page closer td
what you think your book should be —what
you know, in your spasms of elation, it cart
be. You read the sentences over and over. Is
this the book 1’m writing? Is this all?

Or let’s say it’s going well; for it does go
well, sometimes. (If it didn’t, some of the
time, you’d go crazy.) There you are, and
even if you are the slowest of scribes and the
worst of touch typists, a trail of words is
getting laid down, and you want to keep
going; and then you reread it. Perhaps you
don’t dare to be satisfied, but at the same
time you like what you’ve written. You find
yourself taking pleasure —a reader’s pleas-

Continued on Page B2
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www.WhatWamenWantMovie.com
Internet Keyword: What Women Want

ISEXUAL CONTENT & LANGUAGE!
For rating reasons, go to www.liirmatings.com

NOW PLAYING AT THEATRES EVERYWHERE
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Continued From Page Bl

ure —inwhat’s there on the page. 1
Writing is finally a series of permissions you
give yourself to be expressive in certain ways. To

invent. To leap. Tofly. Tofall. To find your own
characteristic way of.narrating and insisting;
that is, to find your own inner freedom. To be
strict without being too self-excoriating. Not stop-
ping too often to reread. Allowing yourself, when
you dare to think it’s going well (or not too badly),
simply to keep rowing along. No waiting for inspi-
ration’s shove.

Blind writers can never reread what they dic-
tate. Perhaps this matters less for poets, who
often do most of their writing in their head before
setting anything down on paper. (Poets live by the
ear much more than prose writers do.) And not
being able to see doesn’t mean that one doesn’t
make revisions. Don't we imagine that Milton’s .
daughters, at the end of each day of the dictation
of “Paradise Lost,” read it all back to their father
aloud and then took down his corrections?

But prose writers, who work in a lumberyard of
words, can’t hold it all in their heads. They need to
see what they’ve written. Even those writers who
seem most forthcoming, prolific, must feel this.
(Thus Sartre announced, when he went blind, that
his writing days were over.) Think of portly, ven-
erable Henry James pacing up and down in a
room in Lamb House 'composing “The Golden
Bowl” aloud to a secretary. Leaving aside the dif-
ficulty of imagining how James’s late prose could
have been dictated at all, much less to the racket
made by a Remington typewriter circa 1900, dont
we assume that James reread what had been
typed and was lavish with his corrections?

When | became, again, a cancer patient two
years ago and had to break off work onthe nearly
finished “In America,” a kind friend in Los Ange-
les, knowing my despair and fear that now 1’d
never finish it, offered to take a leave from his job
and come to New York and stay with me as long
as needed, to take down my dictation of the rest of
the novel. True, the first eight chapters were done
(that is, rewritten and reread many times), and
1’d begun the next-to-last chapter, and | did feel |
had the arc of those lust two chapters entirely in
my head. And yet, and yet, | had to refuse his
touching, generous offer.

Itwasn't just that | was already too befuddled
by a drastic chemo cocktail and lots of painkillers
to remember what | was planning to write. | had
to be able to see what I wrote, not just hear it. |

Writers on Writing

This article is part of a series in which writers
explore literary themes. Previous contribu-
tions, including essays by John Updike, E. L.
Doctorow, Ed McBain, Annie Proulx, Ja-
maica Kincaid, Saul Bellow and others, can
be found with this article at The New York
Times on the Web:
www.nytimes.com/arts

Writers on Writing

Chester Higgins Jr./The New York Times
“The love of reading,” says Susan Sontag, “is
what makes you dream of becoming a writer.”

had to be able to reread.

Reading usually precedes writing. And the im-
pulse to write is almost always fired by reading.
Reading, the love of reading, is what makes you
dream of becoming a writer. And long after
you’ve become a writer, reading books others
write —and rereading the beloved books of the
past —constitutes an irresistible distraction from
writing. Distraction. Consolation. Torment. And,
yes, inspiration.

Of course, not all writers Will admit this. I re-
member once saying something to V. S. Naipaul
about a 19th-century English novel I loved, a very
well-known novel that | assumed he,like every-
one | knew who cared for literature, admired as |
did. But no, he’d not read it, he said, and seeing
the shadow of surprise on my face, added sternly,
“Susan, I’m awriter, nota reader.”

Many writers who are no longer young claim,
for various reasons, to read very little, indeed, to
find reading and writing in some Sense incompati-
ble. Perhaps, for some writers, they are. It’s not
for me to judge. If the reason is anxiety about be-
ing influenced, then this seems to me a vain, shal-
lowworry. Ifthe reason is lack of time —there
are only so many hours in the day, and those
spent reading are evidently subtracted from
those inwhich one could be writing —then this is
an asceticism to which I don't aspire.

Losing yourself in a book, the old phrase, is not
an idle fantasy but an addictive, model reality.
Virginia Woolf famously said in a letter, “ Some-

times I think heaven must be one continuous Un-
exhausted reading.” Surely the heavenly part is -
that —again, Woolf’s words —“the state of read-
ing consists in the complete elimination of the
ego.” Unfortunately, we never do lose the ego, any
more thanwe can step over our own feet. But that
disembodied rapture, reading, is trancelike
enough to make us feel ego-less.

Like reading, rapturous reading, writing fiction
—inhabiting other selves —feels like losing your-
self, too.

Everybody likes to think now that writing is
just a form of self-regard. Also called self-expres-
sion. Aswe’re no longer supposed to be capable of
authentically altruistic feelings, we’re not sup-
posed to be capable of writing about anyone but :
ourselves.

Butthat’s nottrue. William Trevor speaks of
the boldness of the nonautobiographical imagina-
tion. Why wouldn’t you write to escape yourself as
much as you might write to express yourself? It’s
far more interesting to write about others.

Needless to say, | lend bits of myself to all my
characters. When, in “In America,” my immi-
grants from Poland reach Southern California—
they’re just outside the village of Anaheim —in
1876, stroll out into the desert and succumb to a
terrifying, transforming vision of emptiness, |
was surely drawing on my own memory of child-
hood walks into the desert of southern Arizona—
outside what was then a small town, Tucson —in
the 1940's. In the first draft of that chapter, there
were saguaros in the Southern California desert.
By the third draft I had taken the saguaros out,
reluctantly. (Alas, there aren’t any saguaros west
of the Colorado River.)

What | write about is other than me. Aswhat |
write issmarter than | am. Because | can rewrite
it. My books know what I once knew, fitfully, in- ;
termittently. And getting the best words onthe
page does not seem any easier, even after so
many years of writing. Onthe Contrary.

Here isthe great difference between reading ,
and writing. Reading is a vocation, a skill, at
which, with practice, you are bound to become
more expert. What you accumulate as a writer
are mostly uncertainties and anxieties.

All these feelings of inadequacy on the part of
the writer —this writer, anyway —are predicat-1
ed on the conviction that literature matters. Mat-
ters is surely too pale a word. That there are
books that are “necessary,” that is, books that, '
while reading them, you knowyou’ll reread. May-
be more than once. Is there a greater privilege
than to have a consciousness expanded by, filled
with, pointed to literature?

Book of wisdom, exemplar of mental playful-
ness, dilator of sympathies, faithful recorder of a
real world (not just the commotion inside one
head), servant of history, advocate of contrary
and defiant emotions... a novel that feels neces-
sary can be, should be, most of thése things.

As for whetherthere will continue to be readers
who share this high notion of fiction, well, “there’s
no future to that question,” as Duke Ellington re-
plied when asked why he was to be found playing
morning programs at the Apollo. Best just to keep
rowing along.


http://www.WhatWamenWantMovie.com
http://www.lilrmatings.com
http://www.nytimes.com/arts

By TERRY TEACHOUT
Mt

iiEMp[*"OMPUTERS speak in many dif-
ferent voices, but the one coming
out of the PC on Bret Primack’s
desk is likely to startle even the
most jaded of Web surfers. Low,
jsSSsed and overcareful, it sounds suspi-
clO|sly like a man who has just taken a
good-size shot of heroin, and not without
reason: the speaker is Charlie Parker,
jilt's best-known junkie. “I had the pleas-
ure*to meet Miles for the first time in St
‘£ouis when he was a youngster,” says the
$ig$ized Parker, referring to Miles Davis,
"«the»subject of www.milesdavis.com, an in-
teractive Web site designed by Mr. Primack
Jhat opened for public viewing two weeks
« .
€ Milesdavis.com is not the first site de-
moted to the legendary trumpeter —there
mare at least 20 others — but it is the only
~officially sanctioned” one, meaning that it
$as been authorized by Davis’s estate. In
addition to the voice of Parker, it contains
»numerous audio and video clips of Davis,
¢Interviews with musicians who knew him,
*and an elaborate multimedia biography
cwritten by Mr. Primack that will be rolled
¢put in 12 monthly installments. Visitors can
»also purchase CD’s by Davis and books
¢about him, which is the whole point of the
Exercise, since milesdavis.com is produced
«by Jazz Central Station (www.jazzcentral-
(tation.com), by far the largest and most
Ambitious of the many jazz-related sites
ecurrently accessible on the World Wide

* Jazz is big —very big —on the Web. Jazz
Central Station and similar enterprises like
riaz* on Line (www.jazzonline.com) and All
¢i\bout Jazz  (www.allaboutjazz.com) are
famong the 300-odd Web sites devoted to
jazz, the number of which is growing daily.
$lany of these sites are difficult to locate on
search engines, but if you know where to
look, you can find everything from serious
Scholarship to heartfelt tributes posted by
«avid fans. Want to know who played bass on
kill Evans’s 1962 recording of “Funkal-
jjero”? A quick visit to the Bill Evans Jazz
.*Resource (www.34skid.com) reveals that it
was Ron Carter. Looking for nightspots in
Azerbaijan? According to Jazz Clubs World-
wide (www.jazz-clubs-worldwide.com),
«here are two in Baku.

£ Some jazz sites are commercial in na-
ture: Jazz Central Station, for Example, is
part of the Music Boulevard Network, a
group of genre-specific music channels
tanked to an on-line retail “store” (www.mu-
sichlvd.com) that offers more than 200,000
gD’s for sale at the click of a mouse. Most
jazz record labels now have their own pro-
moHonal sites (too many, alas, top-heavy
g/itii graphics and thus time-consuming to
access with a normally equipped comput-

There are 300-odd
j/Veb sites devoted to
jazz, and the number
|s growing daily. So
niuch for the music’s
fnjiage of being
tradition-bound.

er), which usually include artist biogra-
phies, tour itineraries and updates on new
{Feleases.

* But jazz on the Web is just as often the
work of individuals willing to pay the mod-
gst| price of maintaining a site (a couple of
hundred dollars a year is all it takes) in
ireCumn for the privilege of paying public
$o(nage to their favorite artists. To be sure,
the* coverage is spotty and arbitrary: a
recent search turned up no full-scale site
devoted to Count Basie and no Dizzy Gilles-
jtae/Site of any kind. Moreover, the typical
jadz Web site is amateurish-looking —
Hoihfemade graphics and painful misspell-
ings abound —and enthusiastic to the point
efnysteria.

Z Yet the Web can also be used effectively
as p research tool. A few sites, including the

Terry Teachout, the music critic of Com-
mentary, writes the “Front Row Center”
column for Civilization, the magazine of the
Library of Congress.
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the'Web

JAZZ fsbig on the Internet: some 300
Websites are devoted to the music, and
the number is growing. Here are 10sites
worth visiting TERRY TEACHOUT

JAZZ CENTRAL STATION

(www fmzcentrcistation.com)
Aone-stop “virtual community” for jazz
fans: bulletin boards, news and reviews,
profiles and discographies, instant polls,
a retail CDstore, and much more.
design: Cluttered, but makes sense once
yengetusedtoit . ,
speed: Sometimes. sluggish

highlight: milesdavis com, among the
best interactive jazz sites on the Web

FANTASY RECORDS
(www.fantasyjazz,com)

Information on new Fantasy jazz
releases (including biographies and
itineraries for selected artists).

plus a CD catalogue.

design: Clear and to the point

speed: Fast, especially for a record-label

highlight: Quick access to complete track
listings for all Fantasy CD’s

BLUE NOTE NOVE PAGE
(whw.bluenote.net)
AHabout New York’s fanciest jazz club

speed: SIOW_g o
highlight: Live closed-circuit telecasts of
selected performances

KANSASCITYJAZZAIVBASSADO?S
AN

XWWW kansascuy com/kciazzx"
comprehensive guide to the jazz scenein
Kansas City, including feature stories, club

schedules, atul linksto 638 Websites byor,,*

about local musicians, past and present E
design: Attractive and easy

speed; Fairly fast

highlight: “AVirtual Visitto Charlie
Parker’s Grave in Kansas City”

JAZZ CLUBS WORLDWDE

Information about clubs m more than 40
countries, from Azerbaijan to the Unites

speed: Very last

Benny Carter Web Site (www.lpb.com-
/benny), haye been designed by noted schol-
ars, who view them as an adjunct to their
conventionally published work. Several
scholarly discographies are now available
on the Web, and some are equipped with
their own search engines: Miles Ahead, the
best of the unofficial Miles Davis sites
(www.wam.umd.edu/-losinp/music/a-
head.html), can tell you in a matter of
seconds when, where, what and how many
times Davis recorded with a particular side-
man.

The ubiquity of jazz-related Web sites
may come as a surprise to those who see

!

POP/JAZZ

the

[01 e

Welcome in miles davis com. M
composer, innovalor, left us a

Forarotin dup of the all-star
launch partyic oneert for

Mil os davia.corn at Nev Vark's
Birdland, chock Jazz Track on

Jazz Central Station. The. evening

broadcast live on WBGO FMvas

hosted by Dr. Billy Taylorand

feature d suchn oted Miles Davis 1
alumni sa George Coleman, Jimmy

Cobb, Al Foafer, MinuCmelu, Bob
Berg, Dave Liebman, Don Alias,

Haro!d Mab ern, Robert In-ing

musicians, including Ben Allison, Joanne
Brackeen, Robin Eubanks, Dave Holland,
Jonny King, and Renee Rosnes All pages
are designed m-house and contain
biographies, itineraries, sound bites,
discographies, and E-mail addresses.
design: Garish but effective

speed: Fast

highlight: Ideal for computer-illiterate
musicians interested musing the Web as
a promotional tool «Fuk

BEI\INYODRTERV\EB SITE
(VWWIpb.com/benny)

The story of the master alto saxophonist-
trumpeter-composer, as told by the Carter
scholars Ed and Laurence Berger.

design: Amodel of clarity

speed: Average '

highlight: Great art, including period

PURE DESMOND

(www.mterlog com/- mirus/desmond/des
mondl.html)

Evervthmg you always wanted to know
about Paul Desmond, the wryly lyrical alto
saxophonist of the Dave Brubeck Quartet,
courtesy of the Canadian filmmaker Paul
Caulfield. Definitely a tan's site, but useful
nonetheless.

deskin: Somewhat haphazard

speed: Slow

jazz as a tradition-oriented music chiefly
appealing to middle-aged fans. In fact the
jazz audience, whose members tend to be
better educated than the average CD buyer,
has turned out to be full of what the industry
refers to as “early adopters” — including
countless younger musicians who have been
surfing the Web for much of their lives,
many of whom are now starting their own
sites as a means of inexpensive self-promo-
tion.

Kendra Shank, a protégée of Shirley Horn,
markets her own singing and her debut CD,
“Afterglow” (Mapleshade)', through a Web-
based home page (www.speakeasy.org/nw-

Everymonfh;anev
chapterin the contiriuing
story of Miles Dawvis vill be
added to Milesdavis,
com. Installments vill
include historical and
biographical texts,
sound,videoandaudio
clips andan interactive
timeline chronicling the
great trumpeter’s life. On
May 28th, 1998 explore
Inside Bebopand learn
about the young

trum petercorningto Wev
Votk to play vit h hisidol,
Charlie Parker.

Each month,
:au‘bsetjueht chapterywill
beaddedtothesite
chroniclin gthe majoraras
of Miles Davis' life.

[ m m m n

eap to Cyberspace

P lte g

Yesterdayve celebrated what
vo uid have been Miles Davis’
72nd birthdayviththelaunch
of Mil es Davis corn and a maj or
iff usicai tribute at Nev York’s
legendary Birdland. The day
m\es marked by a declaration
from the mayor's office citing
May 26th as Miles Davis Day in
Nev Vorfc City. Tofurther
honor Miles, aMiles
DaMs.com Scholarship Fund
v.-asaiso establishedat the
event.The fund,to be
administered by the

Internati onai Ass ocia.fion of
Jazz Educators, willreceive
ttve-natfitweeds frorfra— >—
recordingto bemade of the
nsght’s performances.

join jazz central station's mailing list

THELONIOUS MONK WEBSITE
(www acfuttes. net/-howardm/tsmonk html)
Atribute to the eccentric gemus of jazz

Websites.
design: Plain
speed: Usually fast

BIRD LIVES

(wwwhbirdlives.com)
Bret Pnmack’s cybernewsletter about

Mi
Cree Jazz; Cmmimkym wkhmore thaa
W&sltes for IffiKiiVsSiaBS aM W8eaw»« CLICK on ths RECORDING
STUD p 1 Sadeoaiftetawefessfesfor moro ta®Io ymmemm At ite NITESPOT team

rneerts M cVb itotes. Feel tree to kxnme ar"mdlhe
OFFICE SUITES to I8 ibotf «tessi thetesate5| m i o
NEWSSTAND to team mare ahote JAZZ CORNE

'moearfexencé; aréa for thoirdamet.

I 'us n:u

c« «8 IaBg pto «"1’Las fresp Seitoly. :

jazz/kendra.html).

“I’'ve only got a very basic page, with
some sound bites from my CD,” Ms. Shank
says, “but I still get between 300 and 400 hits
a month. At my gigs, | always invite people
to sign up for my mailing list —both snail-
mail and E-mail —and | announce all my
gigs by E-mail. | get a lot of E-mail from

[ AR T N
vedrib e st TEID T B b

NSHOP, »«ruse the
and cteek oot tire
S Yisjw Merodiw;

fenr eyt v

R N B N I |
fhe Ten 4

1§ P orhaying

Web sinters, and | hear from DJ’, who
want me to send them the CD for airplay.
Not long ago, | was contacted by a Web jazz
magazine in France, which interviewed me
for one of their issues.”

Self-marketing seems likely to become
one of the Web’s most popular jazz-related

A Continued on Page 41


http://www.milesdavis.com
http://www.jazzonline.com
http://www.allaboutjazz.com
http://www.34skid.com
http://www.jazz-clubs-worldwide.com
http://www.mu-sicblvd.com
http://www.mu-sicblvd.com
http://WWW.lpb.com/benny
http://www.kansasciiy.com/kciazzX%5e
http://www.mterlog
http://www.wam.umd.edu/-losinp/music/
http://www.speakeasy.org/nw-
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As Modern and Swanky as All Those Swells

By ART SPIEGELMAN wmmm$

Washington ipfpl
ARTOONISTS have
ften been, um, carica- « 1]/
tured by the lay public pE m
as semiliterate louts I ttfl
hose art training con- P
sisted of doodling nasty pictures in
notebook margins during high
school. This is indeed how | honed
my own craft as a cartoonist, but
the dismissive attitude toward car- (il m
toons has left me feeling insecure
about where my discipline is per- S'
ceived in the hierarchy of the arts, |
A walk through the National Por-
trait Gallery’s current exhibition in
Washington, “Celebrity Caricature n
in America,” offers overwhelming iM | m
reassurance that at least one : L
branch of my stunted family tree Ml ' I
gracefully reached the celestial
heights of the so-called high arts. -
The 229 drawings, paintings and

tifact . th h A n The National Portrait Gallery
artifacts on view through Aug. ;
trace the rise of a new, formally STRIPPED TO ESSENTIALS Impressions of New -

playful approach to caricature that York cafe society: William Auerbach-Levy’s

flowered in the years between the ~ disembodied George Gershvyin, above, and,

two world wars. These images are  below, Al Frueh’sjaunty George M. Cohan.

not in the tradition of Daumier’s or B

Nast’s scathing 19th-century visual

indictments of the corrupt and pow-

erful, but offer a light, almost judg-

ment-free  abstract portraiture

born in response to that new 20th-

century creation, the celebrity.

Celebrity, a notion that came into

being through movies, theater, ra- 1®

dio and mass-media magazines, is !

fame lite, based at least as much on

personality as actual achievement.

This show shimmers with luminar-

ies like Babe Ruth, Will Rogers and -

HU

p
f

IAY

Josephine  Baker.  Bootleggers,
strippers and even politicians could
enter this new pantheon of the cari-
catured if they were colorful
enough. o 8 |||||p
The exhibition includes enticing 1
sideshow attractions like a flap- weeemeeel
per’s silk dress with a pattern made il
of famous Hollywood faces, a recon-
struction of a Sardi’s banquette
complete with framed original cari-
catures of Broadway celebrities |
and continual screenings of vintage
films in which Mickey Mouse and
other animated creatures frolic
with caricatured stars. All of this
attests to the fadlike popularity of
this phenomenon, and the exhibi-
tion’s curator, Wendy Wick Reaves,
admirably pursues the sociological
and historical implications of it all;
more important, by returning re- ) m$ ft
peatedly to a handful of significant uig
artists who are especially well rep-
resented here, she calls attention to
an overlooked tribe of modernists.
I realize that it would be safer to
categorize these caricaturists as 1 IS
sophisticated clowns or, at most, |
popularizers of modern art. One
might be seduced into nostalgia by
the sounds of George Gershwin, Irv-
ing Berlin, Cole Porter and Noel K:
Coward that literally accompany
the show. It would be a mistake.
“Rhapsody in Blue,” for exam- . TV
ple, does conjure up the glamorous
world of Manhattan’s cafe society, I .

The National Portrait Gallery

FROTHY MEETS ANGUISHED The burlesque queen Sally Rand and the modern dancer Martha Graham by Miguel Covarrubias.

The National Portrait Gallery

fm

the white-tie-and-tails crowd of the
rich and talented who are the sub-

jects of many of these images, but it itel ﬂ_

mm

also provides an important clue to I

the art on display. Gershwin’s jazz H

symphony is the perfect musical

analogue to the complex interaction U]

between “high” and “low” forms 11 *
that resulted in modernism and in-
spired this new, stripped-to-its-es-

: h The National Portrait Gallery
sentials approach to portraiture. RIDICULOUS AND MAJESTIC William Cotton’s sumptuous pastel portrait of members of the
A small black-and-white drawing

for The New York World by Wil Algonquin set playing poker carries suggestions of Giotto.

liam  Auerbach-Levy  reduces ) ] H
Gershwin to a disembodied profile cut offat  or gallery in New York?) The whole paint-

the neck, virtually suspended from the enor- ~ ing seems to be a direct illustration of a g,
mous cigar that is clamped in his mouthata ~ quote by Coward: “It’s all a question of Mgl
jaunty angle. There is a mysterious Easter ~ Masks, really, brittle painted masks. We all B I I I
Island solemnity to this spare drawing that ~ wear them as a form of protection; modern mBl|

Is emphasized by the total absence of even
an eyeball and only partly undercut by that
goofy cigar. Cartoonists are often noted as
fconoclasts, but these caricaturists applied
their skills as icon makers, carving totems
of the new secular gods ushered in by the
mass media. They portrayed the celebrity’s
persona, not the person’s inner soul, and
they did it with the precision of a corporate

life forces us to. We must have some means
of shielding our timid, shrinking Souls from
the glare of civilization.”

A strenuous reductionism is at work in
Auerbach-Levy. He was the Giacdmetti of
caricature, and one can feel the heavy lift-
ing involved in stripping the drawing down
to its essentials. Al Frueh, whose theater
caricatures were regularly showcased in
The New Yorker from its beginnings in 1925
until his death in 1968, is another pioneer
minimalist well represented in the gallery.

fuLas Auer-

The National Portrait Gallery

Rolland White/The National Portrait Gallery



cLickonN Detail from the home
page for Jazz Central Station.

Jazz

Discovers
The Web

Continued From Page 40

applications, especially when band-
width — the amount of traffic that
can be carried on the Internet —m
increases to the point at which re-
corded music can be downloaded at
very high speeds. Frustrated musi-
cians unable to attract the attention
of major record labels have long
been attracted to the idea of starting
their own “kitchen table” labels, but
they were never before able to find a
simple and effective way of distribut-
ing their product. Digital on-line mu-
sic delivery will make it possible for
such musicians to make their own
recordings and sell them directly to
Web surfers, a technological devel-
opment of particular significance for
middle-aged artists currently re-
garded as unmarketable by the
youth-conscious ~ major  labels.
“We’re finally going to be able to cut
out the middlemen,” says the pianist
Roger Kellaway, “and go straight to
the listeners.”

Such applications are not a pipe

The Internet
offers everything
from serious
scholarship to
heartfelttributes
posted by

avid fans.

dream of starry-eyed computer
geeks: N2K Inc., the parent company
of Jazz Central Station, is already
selling downloadable music singles
via e—mod, its proprietary on-line
music delivery system. Mr. Primack
estimates that within three to five
years, most computer owners will
have modems fast enough to make
digital on-line music delivery both
feasible and convenient.

For now, though, jazz on the Web
remains the preserve of early adopt-
ers like Ms. Shank, and few as yet
have done more than merely scratch
the surface. “So far,” she admits,
“1’ve done nothing to encourage peo-
ple to look at my page, and | haven’t
used it to solicit gigs —for example,
sending a bulk E-mailing to festivals
suggesting they check out my page
and consider booking me.”

Still* the potential of the World
Wide Web as a marketing tool is
already clear. One figure alone tells
the story: 200,000 different comput-
ers log on to Jazz Central Station
every month. Such numbers are un-
likely to impress record producers
who specialize in mass-market pop,
but for jazz musicians wondering
where their next gig is coming from,
200,000 sounds as sweet as Miles
Davis playing “My Funny Valen-

tine.” O
mi £EW5 essential collections of pzz 1
i/ , Fantasy and ils fomii;

a@ﬁsmrgm r

jisistaboutem y style of jasz

Soundtracks are al®> reprase
ts , m

Shop for yoar fassoriie CDs

Questions? Consult our

page, or send your questions
«OHtHte&te iso

Click m Por-8» Record
for a htstory of Fantasy

oN-LINE Detail from the home
page for Fantasy Records.



In Art

Goebbels delivered anti-Semitic dia-
tribes, is being transformed into the
Labor Ministry. There the Govern-
ment wants the French sculptor
Daniel Buren to help alleviate the
severity of the building’s interior
courtyard. In Paris, Mr. Buren’s ad-
dition of truncated candy-striped col-
umns to the majestic court of the
Palais Royal was decried as an act of
desecration; amid Berlin’s grim fas-
cist-era architecture, however, a
bold intervention by the artist will,
more likely be greeted with a sigh of,
relief.

But plans for the former Nazi
Reichsbank, soon to become unified
Germany’s Foreign Ministry, have«
provoked unease. The architect Hans.
Kollhoff is working with Gerhard
Merz, Germany’s representative at-
last year’s Venice Biennale, to add.
color to walls, floors and ceilings nr
an effort to give the solemn building
a freshness and visual unity. To,
some Germans, though, Mr. Merz
was a thorny choice because of hig<
predilection for classical forms and,
his coy use of fascist symbols ip
some of his mausoleumlike art in-
stallations.

One critic, Hans-Ernst Mittig, a;
Berlin specialist in Nazi architect
ture, says Mr. Merz’s installations,
call into question Germany’s post-
war anti-fascist stance. “Works like,
those of Merz perpetuate, elevate,
and certify the practice of superficial
and indecisive discourse about Na-'
tional Socialism,” Mr. Mittig has
written.

The New York-based German art-'
ist Hans Haacke also assailed Mr.
Merz’s role. “If one is dealing with a
building that is heavily fraught with'
history,” he said, “it is irresponsible;
to overlook that history.” The design
of the Reichsbank, a sandstone colos-*
sus of 1,000 rooms, was personally
selected by Hitler. Its vaults, used
under the Nazis to store plunder’
from Holocaust victims, are being
turned into the Foreign Ministry ar-'
chives.

HE plan for the Reichs-
ank’s imposing main foyer'
as also aroused concern
mong some art-board mem-*
ers. Mr. Merz wants to install a

cobalt-blue ceiling ringed at the cor-,
nice line by 1,200 neon tubes and
retain the original floor of highly
polished red porphyry, a combina-,
tion that board members fear will'
reinforce the building’s chilly aura
and create an uncomfortable space,
in which to greet foreign dignitaries
and put them at ease about the new,
Germany.

The board therefore wants overtly
politicized artists like Mr. Haacke,
Hanne Darboven, Frieder Schnock
and Renata Stih to attempt a more
critical confrontation with the archi*,
tecture. “Merz has a severity thatJ
could be misunderstood,” said Mr.,
Bussmann, the board chief. Mr. Merz *
brushes aside the criticism, calling *
his work “beyond any ideolog%/, en;.
lightened, cold, uninvolved with life,
only pure form.”

Other artists, like Gerhard Rich-
ter, who examine the Nazi legacy;
and sensitive postwar political is|-
sues, can be counted on to stir strong’
emotions in Berlin. Mr. Richter’s;
work often explores painful aspect”
of the national past that some of his;
countrymen would prefer to forget.'j
One of the most provocative contem*’
porary German works ever pro-
duced — Mr. Richter’s series of 15
paintings based on the unresolved
1977 prison deaths of Baader-Mein-
hof terrorist group members —was
bought by the Museum of Modern
ArtinNew York in 1995. It’s doubtful
that Germany would hang portraits
of terrorists, dead or alive, on official
premises, and by awarding commis-
sions to artists like Mr. Richter, the
politicians could well find their capi-
tal-art initiative reaping an unwel-
come harvest. “I’'m not certain
whether very critical works will ob-
tain majority support within the min-
istries or the cabinet,” Mr. Buss-
mann said. “1’m very curious. It’s an
experiment.”

The inclusion of artists who
worked for the defunct East German
regime has already sparked protest.
Fifty-eight artists, dealers and crit-
ics signed a petition condemning the
invitation to Bernhard Heisig, a Neo-
Expressionist and veteran Commu-
nist, to submit a work for the Reichs-
tag. But the Bundestag has stood by
Mr. Heisig’s participation.

In the United States, the General
Services Administration has subject-
ed public art projects to extensive
citizens’” review since 1989, when
Richard Serra’s “Tilted Arc,” a
sculpture that threw a 120-foot-long
steel barrier across Federal Plaza in
lower Manhattan, was removed. The
German authorities appear less con-
cerned about a populist backlash
against difficult artworks. Rita Siiss-
muth, the Bundestag President, has
argued that “precisely ina democra-
cy, it’s essential to have selection
criteria other than mere acceptabil-
ity to public opinion.”

As for critical opinion, the esthetic
merit of the huge quantities of art
that will soon be strewn in the Ger-
man public’s path remains to be
judged. But even many of those be-
hind the project temper their support
with a note of caution. For all Ger-
many’s expense and effort, Mr. Buss-
mann conceded, “It will be a miracle
if a few good works come out of
it.” |

4 if
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By TERRY TEACHOUT

|VEN if the only noteworthy thing

Marian McPartland had done in

her long life was play jazz piano
outstandingly well, she would still

Ibe deserving of the all-star con-

pert being given in honor of her birthday on
Saturday at Town Hall. But Ms. McPart-
ffmri, who was born in Windsor, England, 80
iears ago Friday, is far more than just a
fanist. She is also a strikingly individual

Composer, an excellent writer, the host of

line of the longest-running jazz programs in
¢ifre history of network radio and, as if all
jitiat weren’t enough for one lifetime, the
%idow of Jimmy McPartland, the tough-
fialking cornet player from Chicago who
Replaced Bix Beiderbecke in the Wolverines
%hen his wife-to-be was only 6 years old.
AConfronted with a list of her achieve-
ments, Ms. McPartland, a small, delicate-
coking woman with sharp eyes and a strong
figLin, is apt to make bashful noises and
Hhange the subject. “She’s never had an ego
Iproblem,” says Bill Crow, who played bass
Jin her trio 40 years ago and will be rejoining
Jiher at Town Hall, together with the drum-'
 mer Joe Morello, another McPartland
i alumnus who, like so many of her former
sidemen, went on to have a stellar career in
] his own right (Mr. Morello’s next stop was
| the Dave Brubeck Quartet). “She’s always
j had a wonderful ear and harmonic imagina-
i tion, and it’s gotten better and better. But
| you wouldn’t know it from talking to her.”
Ms. McPartland’s soft-spoken demeanor

t Terry Teachout, theimusic critic of Com-

iLmentary, writes the firont Row Center col-
umn for Civilization, the magazine of the
Library of Congress.

is easy to misread. You dont expect to hear
so seemingly genteel a lady swearing —
albeit decorously —or telling you with un-
mistakable relish about the high-flying
bassist and drummer she once employed
who spent half their spare time smoking
marijuana and the other half trying to get
her to join them (to no avail, she claims).
“She has a beguiling presence, a rare mix-
ture of elegance and impishness,” says the
jazz historian James Maher, a longtime
friend. *“And both are reflected in her music,
in her cool command of labyrinthine inven-
tion and sudden bursts of pure fun.”
, The one thing she will admit to being
proud of is “Piano Jazz,” her interview
series on National Public Radio, though she
characteristically gives her guests the cred-
it for its success. “We've been on the air 19
years now,” she says, “and though | haven't
exactly counted, I suppose we've had close
to 400 guests. Very few repeaters. 1’d usu-
ally rather find somebody new. | never get
tired of listening to them. Often | catch
myself thinking of how lucky | am to be
sitting in a studio with some guy | really
idolize, like Oscar Peterson. | learn a lot,
even from the ones who aren’t big talkers.
Teddy Wilson, for example, wasn’t known to
be verbose, but | think he felt at ease on the
show, and became quite expansive.”
Missing from this otherwise accurate de-
scription of “Piano Jazz” is the pivotal role
played by Ms. McPartland herself, who
serves as a combination of oral historian,
inspiring duet partner and, when necessary,
resident therapist for nervous guests. “Mar-
ian came to hear Art Blakey and the Jazz
Messengers in Los Angeles in 1989, back
when | was with the band,” recalls the
pianist Benny Green/;another longtime fan
who is performing at her birthday concert.
“She took my phone number and asked if I'd
do the show someday. Well, she called a

The pianist (and
composer and radio
host) Marian
McPartland is too
modestto make a
fuss aboutturning
80. Her fans aren’t.

couple of weeks later: someone had bowed
out at the last minute, and was | available?
Now I°d never done any kind of radio inter-
view, let alone something as important as
‘Piano Jazz,” and on the way to the studio |
was suddenly hit by a ton of stage fright. But
as soon as | entered the studio, she put me at
ease, she made me feel like | was suppose”
to be there, put all the weightiness of th|
occasion out of the way, allowed us to have a
good time together.”

Ms. McPartland’s inclination to draw
back and let others shine may make her thl
perfect host, but it has also stood in the way
of her winning the recognition as a compos?
er that she unquestionably deserves. Hejr
songs have been recorded by the likes of
Tony Bennett, Peggy Lee and Sarah
Vaughan, yet when praised for the poise anf
subtlety of such graceful melodies as “Ani-
biance” and “Twilight World,” she deflect!
the compliment. “I never had all that much
faith in myself as a composer,” she says.
“I*ve never pushed my tunes on lyricists, or
on other musicians. And | never wanted to
play only my own things, either, the way
some people do, though | now play a few df
them more often than | used to. They’ve
been tested now, and so | don’t feel chicken
about doing them.”

It is hard not to wonder whether Ms.
McPartland’s modesty about her accoml-
plishments arises in part from the fact that
she is a woman who has made her way in
what for a very long time was almost exclij-
sively a man’s world. This diffidence stands
in surprising contrast to the bright clarity of
her piano playing, which grows more har-
monically adventurous with each passing
year. “I’ve become adbit more — reckles$,
maybe,” she says. “1’m getting to the poiift
where | can smash down a chord and not

Continued on Page 37
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QUIET PRESENCE Marian
McPartland in 1976. Playing
with a bright clarity.

Jazzs
Grande
Dame

Continued From Page 34

‘know what it’s going to be, and make

it work. And though I’ll never swing
like Mary Lou Williams, 1I’'m better
at it than | used to be.”

But here as elsewhere, it is not
necessary to take Ms. McPartland’s
self-deprecating word for it: One can
instead turn directly to the 13 CD’s
she has recorded since 1978 for Con-
cord Jazz, which reveal her to be

"among the freshest; and most cre-
ative pianists in jazz. Perhaps the
Ifinest of them is “Silent Pool,” re-
leased last year, on which she plays
.12 of her own compositions, sensi-

tively accompanied by the exquisite

_string arrangements of Alan Broad-
bent. It is the high point of a deeply
satisfying oeruvI™MiKfc'f*y harvest of
a lifetime’s tfvisical wisdom.

A harvest of another sort can be
found in “All in Good Time,” the
much-admired 1987 Collection of Ms.
McPartland’s essays about jazz: and
lits makers, which will be reissued in
an expanded edition as soon as she
finishes the four hew chapters ur-
gently sought by her editbr. “I’m
trying to write a piece about Jimmy
now,” she explains, “which is awful-
ly difficult.” Small wonder, for her
off-and-on relationship with Jimmy

*Writing about

Iher late

jhusband, Jimmy,
is ‘awfully

«difficult.’

McPartland, which began in 1944
when they met on a US.O. tour of
Belgium, was the stuff of which dou-
ble-decker novels are made. The
McPartlands were married the fol-

*lowing year and divorced in the 60’s,
thereupon becoming the closest of
friends; they finally remarried in
1991, just before his death.

The house where they spent their
last hours together, on a quiet block
in the Long Island town of Port
Washington, is cluttered with record
albums, musical manuscripts and
photographs by the handful, most of
which seem to have Jimmy in the
background, even as he is omnipres-
ent in her conversation. “I really
miss him terribly,” she says, “even
more than | thought I would.”

Asked what she would like to do
that she hasn’t yet gotten around to
doing, Ms. McPartland admits she
has always wanted to appear as solo-
ist with the Boston Pops Orchestra.
You can’t help but smile at the anti-
climactic nature of her secret ambi-
tion, but looking back at her extraor-
dinary career, it makes more sense.
A rich and memorable body of re-
corded work, a radio show that has
opened the ears of a generation of
younjg musicians, a lifetime of quiet
Service as the No. 1 role model for
women in jazz — what else could
Marian McPartland possibly want or
need to do at 80? The answer is
simple: she Wants to keep on playing.

“| feel that working is the best
thing anybody can be doing,” she
says, “especially when you’re doing
something you like, and you’re able
to give other people some work, and
generally be helpful all around. I
certainly wouldnt want just to sit in
the back yard and|dig bulbs.” O



RCA Victor
aribbean and hip-hop idioms.

John Harrel/Concord Records

t, making the melodies ring.

In recent projects he has collabo-
rated with rappers and the drum
sounds from Yoruban religious cere-
mony. Now, rather than meeting hip-
hop and Afro-Caribbean idioms half-
way, he has simply taken from them
what he needs to sharpen his own vi-
sion. “Genesis and the Opening of the
Way,” his iVfh recording in 11 years,
is a double-disk set, and it’s a reliable
gauge of where Mr. Coleman is now.

One disk presents an eight-piece
version of his longstanding band,
Five Elements, including the great
Cuban conguero Miguel (Anga) Diaz.
Butit’s “Genesis,” a 70-minute big-
band work about the seven days of
creation, that provides most of the
pleasures.

“Genesis” is played by a group
called the Council of Balance, includ-
ing a string section and a battery of
percussionists; we haven't heard
music of this size before from Mr.
Coleman. He proves himself an ele-
gant arranger with the huge weight
of the band; the funky rhythms are
never buried. Chattering brass fig-
ures knock against the saxophonist’s
tart, winding paths in “Day One,”
and a lilting polyrhythmic groove
works up to marvelously balletic ca-
cophony. “Day Seven,” moving at a
crawl, has some of the tragically
beautiful qualities of Henry Thread-
gill’smusic;

JOHNNY BUSH: 'TALK TO MY
HEART’

Watermelon/Sire

Back in the 1960s, when rock had
steamrollered country and independ-
ent-labels were taking wild chances
with hard honky-tonk material, John-
ny Bush’s operatic tenor lit Up some
fabulously bleak records. “Green
Snakes oh the Ceiling” and “Dark-
ness on the Face of the Earth” were
major-key songs of heartbreak and
bar-stool terror; they sounded as
though the singer’s heart might ex-
plode out of the speakers. (“You
make my eyes run over all the time/
you’re happy when I’m out of my
mind’” goes a typical couplet from
that period.)

But Mr. Bush, from Texas, never
had a high-profile career; a voice ail-
ment thought to be psychosomatic
but finally diagnosed as a neurologi-
cal condition knocked his work off
track for years.

“Talk to My Heart,” his first
record with distribution enough to
get a decent hearing in at least 15
years, gets back to that familiar
1960’s sound. Mr. Bush’s voice, only
slightly diminished, is now an avun-
cular lovesick wail; it’s got author-
ity. The music, in the classic steel-
guitar and fiddles set-up, rolls along
cheerily, and the lyrics are flush with
self-doubt. His metaphors for pain
are as florid as ever: in “The Cheat-
ing Line,” one of his own songs, he
brings inweather and wine imagery
to his self-portrait of misery:
“Clouds of deceit cast bitter shadows
onthe vine/ that you harvest just a
two-step across the cheatin’ line.”

4 \
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Mid-605 Quintet
s Inside Jazzs Head

MASTERS OF MooDY The Miles Davis quintet (Wayne Shorter, saxophone, Ron Carter, bass, Tony Williams, drums, Herbie Hancock, piano, and
D3vis, trumpet), performing during the mid 1960%. The band changed the parameters ofgroup improvisation in jazz.

By PETER WATROUS

mm mm fles davis’s second
great quintet — Wayne
HShorter on saxophone,
I ~m m Herbie Hancock on pi'
W HI ano, Ron Carter on bass
and Tony Williams on drums — left
behind four of the more perfect aloums
in gcoustic jazz history. The records —
“Miles Smiles,” “E.S.P,” “Sorcerer”
and “Nefertiti” — brought jazz to an
extraordinary level of interaction,
changing the parameters for group im-
provisation. Then in 1967, everything
changed: Davis and the group started
placing with electric instruments and
pop textures, and the albums receded
intf) history, albeit beautiful history.

At the time, thé achievements of
thgse four albums were overshadowed
by jmusic that was more extreme. The
music of John Coltrane and Ornette
Coleman and even Davis’s own subse-
quent electric music grabbed more at-
tention. There was little indication that
thé' four quintet albums would become
soAie of the most influential recordings
in Jazz. But they are now acknowledged
as masterpieces, the paradigm for the
gdjat jazz revolution of the 1980’s led by
the Marsalis brothers. And for com-
pletely different reasons, they have be-
come extremely influential with young
ja?z musicians in the 90’s as well.

The albums have just been repack-
aged and reissued by Columbia
Refords as the six-CD boxed set “Miles
Davis Quintet, 1965-68.” The set is the
thijjrd installment in a series devoted to
thej music of Davis (who died in 1991),
with at least seven planned. Future
bodies, for example, include a three-CD
set; given over to a single album, “In

Silent Way.” The series is one of the
most ambitious reissue programs in
jazz.

The quintet albums became tem-
plates in the 80’ in part because Co-
lumbia shrewdly kept them in print,
just in time for the CD explosion and
the growing interest in all things Amer-
ican, including jazz. But more impor-
tant was the music itself. Heavy with
the moody and introspective atmos-
phere of the group’s main composer,
Mr. Shorter, it was ideal for“students
who were interested in learning the
complexities of harmony and form. And
unlike more expressionistic groups in

The introspective
harmonies of
seminal
recordings are
helping to inspire
succeeding
generations.

the 1960%s, the quintet manipulated
rhythm and time with a sense of swing.

By the time the 1990’s rolled around,
students were hearing something else
in the music beyond its compositional
structures. They were enthralled by the
band’s fluid collective improvisations,
in particular the way the rhythm sec-
tion worked. Much of that percussive
sound was generated by the drumming

of Tony Williams (who died in 1997). All
over these recordings, Williams insti-
gated interaction at a level that had not
previously existed in jazz.

On the first track the band ever re-
corded, “E.S.P.,” from 1965, Williams’s
ride cymbal doubles the time of the
melody and drives the band so fero-
ciously that Davis has no chance to
relax during his solo. Williams provides
a context for the soloists, orchestrating
the background by concentrating on
one texture at a time from his Kit,
changing the weight of his tumult. Tem-
po, the drummer Max Roach once re-
marked, takes care of itself, and a good
musician always carries it around in
his head, without the need to mark off
time. And Williams plays that way,
willing to slow down tempos or speed
them up, slowly or abruptly. His inven-
tions are an act of bravery, and the
glory of the music comes from the
group’s ability to move along with Wil-
liams. He hears everything, and his
responses are an ongoing criticism to
the action that surrounds him.

That interactive brilliance is found to
a greater degree on the first install-
ment in the series of boxed sets, “Live
at the Plugged Nickel,” from 1965. Dur-
ing that extraordinarily fertile period,
Davis, instead of performing the new
compositions from the quintet albums,
kept playing his standard repertory.
Mr. Carter has said that the group was
able to reach such a high level of inter-
action because of the musicians’ famil-
iarity with those compositions. The con-
stant playing of the same few tunes
drove the musicians to improvise so
profoundly.

By the time the band got to the last of
its acoustic recordings, “Riot,” in July
1967, it had become a radically looser
group than before. Williams is even

more abrupt in his playing and more
willing to perform duets with the solo-
ists, leaving the keeping of time to the
bassist. Then the electric music began,
and the group, now expanded beyond a
quintet, created music that was static,
riff based and utterly gorgeous.
Though played by essentially the
same musicians, it is also completely
distinct from the acoustic music that
preceded it, and the inclusion of this
electric material in this boxed set
makes no historical sense. Instead, the
producers have decided that the esthet-
ic split that occurs in Davis’s music
comes with the substitution in 1968 of
Chick Corea and Dave Holland for Mr.
Hancock and Mr. Carter; Unfortunate-
ly, the personnel change comes in the
middle of the album “Fillesde Kiliman-
jaro”; incredibly the producers have
only included half the album on the
boxed set. Add that strangely surgical
decision to the newly chronological or-
dering of the material —instead of the
careful, sensitive arrangement of the
original albums — and one has the
triumph of collectors over listeners.

AVIS, by adding electric in-

| strumentation and turning

to pop, began a rupture in

his music and in jazz; fans

and critics continue to ar-

gue about it. Young musicians in the
1980’s took up where Davis left off,
reworking the music for their purposes.
Those in the 1990’s have taken up a
different set of innovations offered by
the recordings and are reworking the
music for another set of esthetics. One
test of greatness js whether succeeding
generations pay attention to a work of
art. In this case, a lot of people are
paying attention, for a lot of different
reasons. m|
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binson, right, with Palest-
ndouki, left, and Fadi ai Ghol.

ne working telephone line,
the dusty strip town of
Jerusalem and Ramallah,
ade many people, includ-
in New York, a bit ner-
ever treated like anything
e guest on the West

were responsible for
film, animation and

or the show. These seg-
nade in Arabic with the
‘crossover” segments,
nes in which the charac-
street (Kipi and Dafi, a
onster) would visit and
characters on the Pales-
en and Karim, a monster
se crossovers would be
and Hebrew with a
ally interpreting for the

MIDEAST TALKS Muppet
stars, above - Dafi, an
Israeli monster, left;
Haneen, a Palestinian
monster, and Karim, a
Palestinian rooster — with
Hussam Abu Aisha, who
plays Adel.

bewildered-looking young pup-
pets.  (American  “Sesame
Street” Muppets like Bert and
Ernie would appear in dubbed
segments from American epi-
sodes.)

Meetings with the Palestin-
ian team were always accom-
panied by a virtual rhythm sec-
tion of ringing cellular phones.
The scarcity of telephone lines
in the West Bank has made
cellular phones as necessary as
pita bread, and no self-respect-
ing Palestinian with a good job
was ever without one. So essential are these
phones, in fact, that last spring after our
executive producer, Daoud Kuttab, was re-
leased from a Palestinian prison for broad-
casting meetings of the Palestinian Legisla-
tive Council, oiir show’s producer, George
Kheleifi, was asked if Daoud had been tor-
tured in prison. Ceorge was quoted as say-
ing, “Yes, they took away his cell phone.”

Our script review meetings always began
in English, mostly for my benefit, then
quickly reverted to Arabic whenever any-
body felt strongly about anything, which
was just about all of the time. The topics of
these scripts —embroidery, fishing, Jerusa-
lem — reflected the everyday aspects of
their culture that Palestinians wanted the
world to see. For them, “Sesame Street”
was a chance to counter the stereotypes
they had seen on television for decades:
images of Arabs as camel riders, thieves

and terrorists.

Involvement in the “Sesame Street”
project did not come without a price for the
Palestinians on the team. They were often
subjected to severe criticsm from other
Palestinians for what was seen as a form of
“normalization” with the Israelis' So why
did they agree to work on the show? Tasked
our animation producer, Ayman Bardawil,
this question one night over drinks. “I am
doing it for my children,” Ayman said, “so
they will not hate the Israelis.” This was
quite a statement, given that Ayman had
twice been “interrogated” by the Israelis, a
process that included, he said, the crushing
of his testicles.

The Israeli “Sesame Street” team was
based in Ramat Aviv, an upscale Tel Aviv
suburb. It was, without a doubt, the most
heavily armed television studio | had ever
been to. In addition to the three guards at
the gate with automatic weapons, another
guard was permanently stationed outside
the studio where the Palestinian team was
taping. | don’t know if this was standard
policy or if the Palestinian puppets just
looked particularly dangerous.

NLY a few members of the team
from the original Israeli “Sesa-
me Street,” first broadcast in
the early 1980’s, worked on this
new production. (There are cur-

rently “Sesame Street” co-productions or
broadcasts of the English version in 86
countries.) The new team was made up of
young professionals who were deeply com-
mitted to the show’s themes of tolerance
and mutual respect. During my first visit to
Tel Aviv, one staff member, Adi Vinitza,
took me to a service commemorating the
one-year anniversary of the assassination of
Yitzhak Rabin. With tears in her eyes, Adi
told me that for her working on “Sesame
Street” was a way of keeping Rabin’s
dream of peace alive.
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Working on a joint
Israeli-Palestinian
‘Sesame Streetl
teaches an American
producer about
hopes for peace and
the next generation.

There were difficult meetings, especially
those in which we discussed the crossover
segments. Disagreements usually centered
on how and why the puppets would visit one
another. The Palestinians felt that the Israe-
li puppets needed a clear reason for their
trips to the Palestinian street, so as not to be
confused with Israeli settlers who were just
popping by for tea. Furthermore, they want-
ed the puppets to be, at first, somewhat
fearful of one another. As one of the Pales-
tinian writers, Sami-Al Kilani, said, “These;
segments should exist in a place between
hope and reality.”

The Israelis, on the other hand, wanted;
everyone to become instant friends and
happy neighbors, a position that | found
quite paradoxical given that the Israeli
team had visited the Palestinian offices only
once and had done so with an armed securi*
ty guard in tow. In the end, a compromise ail;
the crossovers was reached: the puppets;
after a short, nervous introduction, became
as friendly as Arafat and Rabin on the White
House lawn.

Once in the studio, the two teams them*
selves mingled cautiously and the atmosl
phere was not unlike a high school dance
before anyone has started dancing. Fortu*

Continued on Page 50

scious connection to “Sesame Street’s”
Maria character). He currently attends
community college, prepares tax re*
turns for an electronic filing company
»account-

He is



All That You-Know-W hat

Without even trying,Gary Giddins has written an important history of jazz.

VISIONS OF JAZZ
The First Century.

By Gary Giddins.

690 pp. New York:

Oxford University Press. $35.

By Alfred Appel Jr.

publication of “Visions of
Jazz: The First Century” is (T
major event because Gary Gid-
JL dins is our best jazz critic. This
enormous book contains 79 essays, many
of which originally appeared in different
form in The Village Voice. “Need | add,”
he rhetorically asks in his acknowledg-
ments, “that at no time in this work’s
long gestation was it conceived as a con-
ventional critique or history?” He insist-
ently tells us at the outset that he has
failed to discuss several important musi-
cians. As it turns out, “Visions of Jazz” is
the finest unconventional history of jazz
ever written — a brilliant, indispensable
book, comprehensive enough given the
certainty that a total history of jazz at
this point, the century mark, invites a
shallow inclusiveness.

Invariably, Giddins writes out of ad-
miration and love. (His characterization
of the estimable pianist Tommy Flana-
gan holds true for him as well: “a deep
lyricism that eschewed sentimentality.”)
The traps and temptations of such a tack
are obvious, but his temperament seems
to insulate him against blind enthusiasm.

The essays do indeed cover jazz’s
first century, ranging from W. C. Handy
to Cassandra Wilson. Giddins writes at
some length about each subject, his es-
says falling into two types: a life-and-
works retrospective survey of an older
or deceased musician, or a less ambi-
tious review of performances and re-
cent recordings. Divided into eight
parts, the book is roughly chronological,
though Giddins is toawise to hold to any
strict time line, especially since his his-
tory of jazz is the story of the most tal-
ented performers, their recordings the
subject of the closest musical scrutiny;
his book’s index of songs and selected al-
bums runs to 20 pages.

Giddins’s opening section, “Precur-
sors,” begins with an essay on Bert
Williams and Al Jolson, two blackface
comedians. Purists and progressives
alike may find this puzzling, but that
reinforces Giddins’s point: jazz has to be
understood in the context of its origins
as popular entertainment, 19th-century,
minstrelsy in particular. Louis Arm-
strong, one of the heroes of “Visions of
Jazz,” is a case in point. Many racially
sensitive people still see Armstrong as
an Uncle Tom, a buffoon, rather than as
the daring, signifying minstrel-trickster
who deconstructed and dispatched the
racism of demeaning ol’-time songs like

Alfred Appel Jr. is a professor of English
at Northwestern University. He is the
editor of “The Annotated Lolita,” and his
book “Jazz Modernism: Hemingway to
Armstrong” will be published next year.
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Louis Armstrong and LaVern Baker at Basin Street East in New York.

“Shine” and “Carry Me Back to Old Vir-
ginny” — a great man, really, and Gid-
dins writes about him superbly, as he did
in his “ Satchmo” (1988).

The opening section also includes
the ragtime-to-riches saga of Irving
Berlin, the Tin Pan Alley story incar-
nate: songs that at first tapped into
black sources, then came to life inde-
pendently, and, like George Gershwin’s,
would become part of American culture.
The almost-forgotten singer and actress
Ethel Waters is presented as no less a
pivotal figure in the evolution of Ameri-
can song than Bing Crosby and Arm-
strong — a versatile crossover artist
who could bring perfect intonation and
articulation to vernacular material, in-
fluencing black and white singers alike.

The second section, “A New Mu-
sic,” discusses the classic figures, from
Jelly Roll Morton, King Oliver and Duke
Ellington to Coleman Hawkins, Chick
Webb and Fats Waller. Giddins violates
chronology sensibly enough by grouping
sui generis instrumentalists, like Art
Tatum, John Coltrane, Cecil Taylor and
Ornette Coleman. This sequence of
names suggests that he has an unusual-
ly wide range of musical interests and
open-ended curiosity —unusual because
jazz critics, like everyone else, often set-
tle on a favorite period or handful of mu-
sicians. Not surprisingly, Giddins’s ears
are open to post-modernists like Henry
Threadgill, Don Pullen, David Murray,
Joe Lovano and, in the final essay, Don
Byron, the black jazzman who plays We-
bern and Jewish klezmer music. When
Giddins considers the way another black
musician, Dexter Gordon, the first great
bebop tenor saxophonist, weaves musi-
cal quotations from other songs into his
improvisations, he is describing the pan-
racial, multicultural and even utopian
essence of so-called modern jazz: “They

fold into his solos like spectral glimpses
of an alternative universe in which all of
Tin Pan Alley is one infinite song.”

The section titled “*A Modem Music”
addresses bebop mainly, though an essay
about the parodist Spike Jones fits in
nicely, if loosely. Giddins does not push
the importance of parody in jazz and
modernism (a pairing explicit through-
out “Visions of Jazz”), especially the wit-
tiness of bebop quotations of pop songs ef-
fected by the likes of Gordon and Charlie
Parker, comparable as they are to the
allusiveness of literary modernism. The
frequent use of the words “modern” and
“post-modem” throughout “Visions of
Jazz” seems to assume that readers
share a definition and understanding of
these widely applied terms, which isn’t
necessarily so. Brief, working definitions
would help us all, and Giddins almost
supplies one himself in his discussion of
Armstrong’s singing: “Implicit in the lib-
erties Armstrong took, and in the rise of
jazz itself, is the assumption that musi-
cians are superior to the songs they per-
form — a radical stance by classical
principles, where a performance is eval-
uated by its fidelity to the text. In jazz,
performance is the text.” This sounds ex-
actly right, and is one step away from a
comparison with collage. A majestic
Armstrong transformation of a stupid
song (like “Sweethearts on Parade™) is
analogous to the modernist art of collage,
assemblage and the metal and raw wood
sculpture of Picasso.

Vernacular, or demotic, modernism
is the feat of creating more out of less or
almost nothing at all; Giddins explains
this art of musical rescue and reassem-
blage through singers of genius, in his ex-
plications of Billie Holiday’s version of
“A Sailboat in the Moonlight” (a 1937
Guy Lombardo hit) and Sarah Vaughan’s
“Thinking of You” (a winner for Eddie

Fisher and Don Cherry in 1950). “Make it
new,” Ezra Pound urged in 1914, and
these jazz modernists do so by revivify-
ing trite lyrics and melodies. “ 'Taint
what you do, it’s the way that you do it,”
as Trummy Young sang with Jimmie
Lunceford’s band in 1939.

tion of him as the greatest American or
20th-century composer, classical music
included. It is therefore good to remem-
ber, in this prestige-conscious and very
politicized time, that Ellington’s reputa-
tion was enhanced as early as 1927 by
highbrow praise of his miniatures alone,
recordings that are, at most, three min-
utes long. Ellington’s reputation, Gid-
dins contends, does not depend on his ex-
tended compositions. Ellington’s music,
he concludes, is “Shakespearean in its
reach, wisdom and generosity” —an un-
characteristically Miltonic chord. This
said, Giddins can still ignore Ellington’s
current status as an unassailable clas-
sic. His perusal of Ellington’s ambitious
“Black, Brown and Beige” (1943-46)
finds the “Black” section overlong and
“The Blues” strangely “un-Ellingtonian”
and eclectic, with its echoes of Debussy.
He calls the very verbal “Second Sacred
Concert” (1968) “outright proselytiz-
ing”: “Some of the choral sections are
reminiscent of school pageants.” In the
current jazz orthodoxy, this is apostasy,
but such frank appraisal instead of
hagiography only makes Giddins more
credible and persuasive. When he turns
to the most esteemed Ellington orches-
tra, the so-called Blanton-Webster band
of 1940-42, he discovers that its most fa-

Continued on page 20

LLINGTON is different from
such collagists because he
composed his own material.
Ironically, serious discussion

of Ellington is now vexed by the promo-



MOMMY DRESSING

A Love Story, After a Fashion.
By Lois Gould.

Illustrated. 261 pp. New York:
Anchor Books/Doubleday. $22.95.

By Margo Jefferson

a woman whose mother
died giving birth to her, whose
stepmother cared not a whit
for her and who so dreaded

bearing children that she had three
abortions and would have had more if
her father had not declared on his
deathbed that since God had spared her
life she could no longer flout His will.
(There was also a husband determined
to keep getting her pregnant.)

Then take this woman’s daughter,
the second of the two children she bore
unwillingly. That daughter was confined
to her room as if to servant’s quarters
for long periods of time, rarely spoken to
except in passing, left in the care of
sometimes ghoulishly cruel nannies and
viewed largely as an object of question-
able esthetic worth. (*Don’t perspire in
this dress. | never perspire. Why must
you?” her mother complained regular-
ly. “Is that a pimple?” “Why do you let
your hair frizz up?”)

Who would not sympathize with the
child? Compared with their parents,
children are always helpless and inno-
cent. But what is so extraordinary about
Lois Gould’s memoir, “Mommy Dress-
ing: A Love Story, After a Fashion,” is
that she, the child in question, makes us
feel the helplessness, the awful emotion-
al ignorance and deprivation that made
her mother who she was, as a parent and
as a woman.

Gould’s mother was Jo Copeland, a
successful and glamorous dress designer.
Movie stars and society ladies wore her
clothes with pride. The young Pauline
Trigere once saw her whirling across a
dance floor in Paris and asked who she
was. She is a young fashion designer,
Trigere’s companion answered. “Real-
ly?” Trigere exclaimed. “Then that’s
what | want to be.” During World War 1,
when Paris was off limits and fabrics
were rationed like food, American design-
ers had to turn deprivation into inspira-
tion. Separates and sportswear flour-
ished; clothes started to display less fuss
and more wit. Gould writes, “Jo Copeland
would create the classic tailored daytime
ensemble that could turn into a sparkling
dinner dress with the flick of a collarless
jacket.” And she would always be consid-
ered one whose ready-to-wear designs
were of couture quality.

She wore her own clothes wonderful-
ly, and she was never without admirers,
sycophants or escorts. Unfortunately,
her daughter was expected to be just as
worshipful and undemanding. She should
have been content to stand quietly in her
mother’s room, watching as she dressed

Margo Jefferson is a cultural critic for
The New York Times.
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Designing Woman

The author recalls her mother, who lavished much attention on her fashion career and little on her children.
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Jo Copeland at work with a dress mannequin, about 1969.

or sat on her black velvet pouf, gazing
into a vast mirror framed by silver
columns, like “an ark of some covenant,
with hidden doors that swung open to re-
veal fragrant jars and beautiful bottles,
each of which held other secrets.”

Both parents were like haughty
deities who held their children in thrall.
Belief was shot through with despera-
tion (how can young children afford not
to believe, or try to believe, in their par-
ents?); rebellions brought swift and ter-
rible punishment. Gould’s father, who
owned a cigar business and was always
told he looked just like Cary Grant, left
the family when Lois was 3 jyears old.
When her mother moved into a new
apartment on Park Avenue, she sum-
moned the two children, the governess,
the housekeeper and the housekeeper’s
son into the foyer, which had a diamond-
patterned black-and-white floor." There,
Gould recalls, “we stood in a circle and
promised never to set foot on the white
diamonds while traversing the foyer to
reach our rooms, or when crossing in the
opposite direction toward the kitchen. It
was understood that we had little or no
business in the dining or living rooms ex-
cept to practice the piano.”

When it came to her parents’ mar-
riage, that trusty old Astaire-Rogers for-
mula had broken down. She wanted class,
he wanted sex, and neither wanted a com-
promise« So Lois’s father continued his
longstanding affair with Red, the wife of
his best friend, Charlie, from the haven of
a bachelor apartment. Lois often spent
her weekly paternal visit with the three of
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them, naively basking in the attention his
mistress gave her. (Which certainly
gives added resonance to the title of
Gould’s novel “Such Good Friends.”)

And just as she was hypnotized by
her mother’s elegance and solipsism,
she was seduced by her father’s virility
and cruelty. Whenever he was sum-
moned to their apartment to discipline
her brother, she begged him to hit her in-
stead. “All | ever wished then was for
my sins to count, my failures to deserve
the belt, the hairbrush, the closed door,
the howling screams. The whistling
sound of the descending weapon, and the
other Sound, the sickening smack as
buckle sliced into flesh. How | had
begged my father for it, hit me, not him!
Me! And how they misunderstood, all of
them. They thought | meant to defend
my brother. | only wanted my father’s
wrath, which | mistook for love.”

How does Gould manage not to get
stranded between self-pity and self-
loathing, not to lurch from unmodulated
rage to those unconvincing pretenses of
absolution that usually read something
like: “It was monstrous of course. |
could never do that to a child of my own.
But I now see...”?

She has constructed her book so that
her parents’ lives, with and without her,
come to us in many ways: as psychologi-
cal revelations, as social and sexual histo-
ry, as tales of New York life. One tale
starts in Brooklyn, where a blouse ped-
dler decides to train his daughter for a job
in the fashion industry, partly because
she is talented, partly because her earn-

ings can help put her brother through law
school. Another takes place in Manhattan,
where rich women’s housekeepers inves-
tigate the financial assets of gentlemen
callers. If George is really a Greek mil-
lionaire, then Sally will plant open boxes
of Kotex in Jo’s bathroom. That way he
will know, without having to ask, that she
is young enough to bear children.

When Gould was about 10, she
yisited her mother’s workplace on Sev-
enth Avenue in the garment district.
There was Jo Copeland on her knees,
pulling, draping and pinning fabric onto
a model, sketching, selecting fabrics and
accessories, shaping it all into a whole.
That is how Gould writes; she even uses
the language of fashion, with its min-
gling of rules and ambiguities, to frame
her stories: “Models,” “Mix & Match,”
“Separates.”

A chapter called “Diamonds I1”
gives us Jo’s triumphant description of
how she brought herself diamond-and-
ruby bracelets during the Depression.
“How dare you?” her husband shouted.
“I’ve earned them. | want them. I’'m
keeping them,” she replied. But years
later, when her daughter asked if she was
proud to have been the only one of her
friends to buy, her own jewelry, she an-
swered: “Proud? Every other woman’s
jewels came from a man who loved her.
Only I was cursed with talent instead.”

OR Jo Copeland, the great Cin-
derella of modern times was
Wallis Warfield Simpson, who
ertainly never bought her own

Jjewels. Copeland was one of a handful of

designers asked to send the best of her
collection to the royal hotel suite when
the Duchess of Windsor visited New
York. For weeks she carried the
Duchess’s crested thank-you note around
with her, displaying it to anyone who
would look. She earned her daughter’s
embarrassed disdain. But after describ-
ing her mother’s eager, childish snob-
bery, Gould’s tone changes, and she
writes: “Until | learned how Jo’s mother
died giving birth to her, I never under-
stood why, for Jo, a great love story had
to be one that didn’t end with babies, a
home and family. Wasn't that what ‘hap-
pily ever after’ meant? Yet to her, not
having babies was literally life and death.
How could I know it wasn't just her vani-
ty, her consummate self-absorption?”
Dispassionate compassion is a very
moving quality, and it marks “Mommy
Dressing” from beginning to end. It is
also a hard-won quality when we enter
that private, even claustrophobic, terri-
tory that mothers and children inhabit.
Like other recent books | admire,
Gould’s fuses this intimate material
with sacial, national or political history.
(I am thinking of Helen Epstein’s
“Where She Came From,” Honor
Moore’s “White Blackbird,” Wendy
Gimbel’s “Havana Dreams” and Beth
Kephart’s “Slant of Sun.”) The result is
to free, not burden, the narrator’s voice.
The memoir’s future depends on this
new kind of “I,” one as fluid and potent
as “Once upon a time.” O
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rhous recordings have been analyzed so
often that, lest he become a bore, he
must discuss the seemingly marginal
disks long overlooked by writers. His
close attention to “I Don’t Know What
Kind of Blues I've Got,” “Jumpin’
Punkins” and “John Hardy’s Wife” un-
veils them as small new masterpieces,
reinforcing the composer’s greatness
and also our sense that his extended
works do not have to be deemed better
than (say) Aaron Copland’s for Elling-
ton to remain “beyond category,” to use
the highest praise Ellington himself
could bestow. Ellington’s phrase should
allow us to step fairly around the prob-
lematic tag “greatest.”

The section “A Popular Music” cov-
ers the swing era (1935-45), extraordi-
nary as a period when popular music was
highly musical as well as popular — a
time when the likes of Berlin, Gershwin,
Cole Porter and Jerome Kern were com-
posing for Fred Astaire-Ginger Rogers
movies. Giddins writes not altogether un-
critical celebrations of Ella Fitzgerald,
Frank Sinatra, Jimmie Lunceford, Roy
Eldridge, Count Basie, Lester Young,
Benny Goodman and Artie Shaw. He can
flatly say that “Goodman, like Elvis 20
years later, adapted black music for
white tastes. He toned it down, cleaned it
up” —and that’s that. Giddins is not go-
ing to dwell, as cultural critics inevitably
do, on Goodman as yet another white

poacher and prospector on the vast
African-American mother lode. He sim-
ply won't let the race issue obscure the
clarinetist’s great musicianship.

The essay on Count Basie and
Lester Young gives almost equal time to
Young, the star tenor saxophone soloist
of Basie’s 1936-40 band and one of jazz’s
supreme improvisers. Giddins argues
against the long-prevailing opinion that
Young’s talent was diminished after
1945 because of his traumatic Army
court-martial and stay in a detention
barracks (hence the title of his subse-
quent record, “D.B. Blues”). By pin-
pointing shifts in Young’s style in pre-
Army recordings from 1943, he shows
that Young’s postwar style had evolved
naturally as a choice of expression. Only
the jazz initiate may appreciate the rad-
icalness of this point and how it defines
Giddins’s independence and immense
value as a critic. Giddins pays proper
due to the Basie-Young classics of the
30%s, but again goes against received
opinion by praising Basie’s post-1950
bands, which are often denigrated as
cold, impersonal swing machines. They
“kept the game alive,” says Giddins,
who reminds us that the swing era did
not entirely die around 1945 but persist-
ed in the glorious post-1950 music of
other enduring swing-era figures like
Ellington, Sinatra, Fitzgerald, Artie
Shaw briefly (his 1954 small group) and
the less well-known Jimmy Rushing.

Giddins opens his heart when dis-
cussing singers. Rushing, he writes of a
great reissue, “Rushing Lullabies,”
sings a certain blues “at a slow, bleed-

ing tempo.” Of the first recordings of
Billie Holiday and Lester Young, he
writes how “Holiday’s voice and
Young’s tenor entwined like ivy around
the trellises of “This Year’s Kisses’ and
‘I Must Have That Man.””

A magnum opus that could serve as
a textbook, *“Visions of Jazz” sorely
needs a discography. Because Giddins’s
retrospective surveys are rarely spe-
cific about an artist’s best available
recordings, a relative newcomer to jazz
needs some shopping advice. However,
Giddins has brilliantly edited a compact
disk as a companion to the book. Also
titled “Visions of Jazz,” and issued by
Blue Note Records, the CD contains 38
selections programmed along lines
traced by the book, with surprising, de-
lightful twists, including its very gener-
ous running time of 151 minutes.

The CD includes certain well-
known recordings by Thelonious Monk,
Bud Powell, and Charlie Parker and
Dizzy Gillespie, because they are dis-
cussed indetail in the book. But Giddins
also seems to assume that his readers
already own many of the most famous
recordings of artists like Armstrong,
Ellington and Basie, and therefore
omits anthology chestnuts. His listeners
are instead treated to relatively un-
celebrated masterpieces like Coleman
Hawkins’s rapturous “Out of Nowhere”
(1937); Bobby Hackett’s stately, heart-
stopping “ Pennies From Heaven”
(1945); Lester Young’s almost defiant
“D.B. Blues” (1945); Ellington’s delib-
erate apd tender piano trio rendition of
“Passion Flower” (1953); and Sinatra’s

lilting “Wrap Your Troubles in
Dreams” (1954), probably selected be-
cause Sinatra lets three jazz soloists
loose as in no other session from the
tightly arranged 50’s. Giddins is Unfail-
ingly fresh in his selections. Instead of
drawing on music by Jelly Roll Morton
to accompany the essay about him, he
slips in Art Hodes’s obscure 1945 ver-
sion of Morton’s “Mr. Jelly Lord.” The
book’s Irving Berlin essay is comple-
mented by the totally unexpected ap-
pearance on CD of Kay Starr splendidly
singing “You’re Just in Love” — re-
trieved from a long-out-of-print 1960
LP. This is inspired archeology.
Inspiring, too, is the return of anoth-
er 50’s singer, Rosemary Clooney. One of
Giddins’s final and finest essays in “Vi-
sions of Jazz” is devoted to Clooney’s
winning story, and it is a story — years
of despair and obscurity followed by re-
covery as a person and as an improved
performer and recording artist. Giddins
reviews her more recent work for the
Concord Jazz label, singling out the CD’s
titled “For the Duration” (1991), where
the accompaniment of the tenor saxo-
phonist Scott Hamilton and the cometist
Warren Vaché recalls the Billie Holiday-
Teddy Wilson sessions of the 30’s; “Girl
Singer” (1992); and “Do You Miss New
York?” (1993). Giddins has “big ears,”
as jazz musicians used to say, and his
jazz vision, his tireless listening habits,
are inthe public interest. If you follow up
on his Rosemary Clooney recommenda-
tions, Gary Giddins will simply bring you
pleasure and joy. Who could ask for any-
thing more? O



"Wireless" weather clock monitors

temperature up to 90 feetaway...

through walls and floors

New alarm clock from Oregon Scientific sets itself automatically
from the U.S. Atomic Clock and displays temperature as

well as barometric pressure.

I went around the house and counted: we have

| eight clocks and four watches in our home,

I including three alarm clocks and my dad’s
old pocket watch. And you know what? They ALL
display different times. Different by more than
15 minutes!

It's probably not much different in your home.
You probably have a clock in nearly every room,
and I'll bet some run fast, some run slow, some
were set incorrectly in the first place, and some
don’t run at all. Face it: you don’t EVER know what
time it really is!

Am | being too fussy because | want to know the
correct time? | don’t think so. That 8:05 commuter
train leaves without me if | oversleep. The school
bus leaves without the kids. The meetings, the TV
shows, the movies, the ball games...they all start
without us if we’re late. And I'd want to know the
right time even if | didn’t have appointments. | just
like to be precise. But how do voi
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The clock that sets Itself
Thifi ... aw Milicji y Jifil catc
its own time, day, date and
year with an internal radio-
frequency receiver. Its pre-
tuned to receive signals |
from the U.S. Atomic Clock,
one of the world’s most

accurate timepieces. | i

that transmits temperature readings wirelessly, up
to 90 feet away from the main display unit.

You can add up tolwo more, and continuously
monitor conditions all throughout your property.

There’s even an automatic memory of highest and
miperatures!



OfCuisk:JaSz Voices of the Past

By Nat Hentoff

There was a time when some purist jazz
critics caustically maintained that there
was no such phenomenon as a jazz singer.
Jazz was only and wholly music of instru-
mental improvisers. Louis Armstrong’s
singing was a mere novelty, they said.

Teenager though | was, | knew those
critics were ignorant of the roots of jazz—
field hollers, work songs, jubilees and the
blues singers in juke joints and on streets.

And later, there was one overwhelming
performance by masterful jazz singers
that | have since cited to the few who still
question the jazz legitimacy of the voice. It
was after hours at Minton’s in Harlem
when a cutting contest (as jazz players
called a musical duel) took place between
Ella Fitzgerald and Sarah Vaughan.

For well over an hour, their voices be-
came especially supple, multicolored
horns, and they swung with deeply flow-
ing, turning, soaring rhythms. I've been
present at many cutting sessions between
horn players, but these singers could have
equaled them all. Sarah VVaughan, with her
range and penetratingly sensuous sound,
finally vanquished Ella Fitzgerald.

I thought of that stunning joust while
listening to “The Jazz Singers,” a 5-CD set
issued by the Smithsonian
Collection/Polymedia (1-800-863-9943 to or-
der). This array of the highly diversified
art of jazz singing illustrates the counsel of
jazz drummer Kenny Washington: “Re-
member, folks, as serious as it may be at
times, if it ain’t fun, it aint jazz.”

The impresario of this overdue histori-
cal illumination of the vocal dimensions of
jazz is Robert O’Meally, Zora Neale
Hurston professor of literature at Colum-
bia University. While a few of his selec-
tions are not jazz, no matter what he
says-Gloria Lynne, Nancy Wilson, Mar-
vin Gaye-the rest make this an indis-
pensable collection that ranges from 1919-
. And his notes reveal resourceful re-
search, some of which may surprise even
old jazz hands.

There are classic recordings by Louis

Armstrong, Billie Holiday, Jimmy Rush-
ing, Bessie Smith, Ivie Anderson (Duke
Ellington’s most vivid and swinging vocal-
ist), Mildred Bailey, Sarah Vaughan, Di-
nah Washington and Bing Crosby with the
Mills Brothers.

I have been telling skeptics for years
that Bing Crosby, when he chose to, was a
jazz singer of grace, wit and infectious
swing as this collaboration with the Mills
Brothers, “My Honey’s Lovin’ Arms,”
clearly shows. If you transcribe what
Crosby does here and then have a trumpet
play it, the result is unmistakable jazz.

The most intriguing and ominously
evocative singing is a 1929 version of
“West End Blues” by Eva Taylor, who is
unknown to most jazz reference books. She
worked in traveling shows and in the
Broadway musical “Shuffle Along.” Her
controlled bitter sensuality has a haunt-
ing, murderous aura as she savors the de-
struction of her faithless lover.

Anybody can place Louis Armstrong
and Billie Holiday in a tribute to jazz
singers, but Prof. O’Meally merits credit
for bringing Eva Taylor out of the mists of
the past.

Also among Prof. O’Meally’s rarities is
a 1970 rehearsal by Ben Webster with a
studio band in Copenhagen. Webster was
never less than definite as a tenor saxo-
phonist and here too he shapes these Dan-
ish musicians into an understanding of
jazz phrasing and jazz time with relentless
clarity. Webster sings some of the parts,
scats through other lines, and the very ca-
dences of his spoken instructions are those
of his instrumental improvisations.

He teaches the players, as Prof.
O'Meally writes, “not to play too many
notes or hit certain notes too exactly or too
softly and smoothly.” And, to make a par-
ticular phrase inescapably real to them, he
tells them to play it like “I'm tired. .. like
the last breath in life.”

I used to collect bootleg recordings of
imperious Toscanini rehearsals, and ex-
cept for the difference in genre, the rough
but intensely musical directions of the
maestros were not dissimilar.

Throughout the collection,  Prof.

O’Meally goes beyond appreciations to an
understanding of certain singers’ com-
plexities of career and desire. For exam-
ple, he puts the underrated and often mis-
understood Ethel Waters in realistic con-
text. Early on, she was a vaudevillian
(“Sweet Mama Stringbean™) and then a
blues singer who influenced Billie Holiday,
among other jazz vocalists. An actress on-
stage and screen, she never lost, as a
singer, the ability to sound as if she had
lived each song.

“She was,” Prof. O’Meally says, “a cul-
tural mongrel, an omni-American who
worked the highly charged borders of
these various forms that are, we should re-
call, also mongrelized, (neither black nor
white alone but black-and-white in the
American grain).”

To this admirer of Mildred Bailey, one
of the most softly compelling of all jazz
singers, Prof. O’Meally brings fascinating
new information: “Her mother, who was
part Indian, routinely took her to the Coeur
d’Alene Reservation (near Spokane),
where the family had moved and would of-
ten run through Indian rites and songs
with her at home.”

Bailey was another omni-American,
crediting those Indian rites with “straight-
ening out the clinkers” in her soprano “be-
cause you have to sing a lot of notes.”

Another largely overlooked performer
whose presence resounds again in this col-
lection is Oran “Hot Lips” Page, a dra-
matic trumpet player and an even more
impressive singer.

At the Savoy in Boston, as pure a jazz
club as there ever was, musicians would
come by after they finished their gigs else-
where in town. Around midnight, there on
the stand was Page. He sang the blues for
over an hour without repeating a single
lyric. It was like an anthology of innumer-
able black lifelines all told with such im-
mediacy by his rough but poignant voice
that the waitresses stopped in their tracks
and the customers forgot they were
thirsty.

Page later picked up his horn, but it was
his singing that has stayed with me all
these years.
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