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GARY BLURTON
Ly Ronald Atkins

I HAVE lieard Gary Lurton on record,
in concert and on television, but there
seeny o e no ~ubstiiute for catching
B at the Ronpoe Seott Clah, The tight
uterac o hetween hia vibraphone and
whoever happens te be playing satar
thrives an the ciasest possible contict
with an awdienee, The harder Burton
warhs  the  more  percissne s
attack,  ated the  more  antiicate
becote  the  crossalythins  tossed
arvund by s quartet. This ds what
yuz s all abunt—an mmportant part,
Ay —hil 1or some Teasen Jas2men
hiive rarely eaploited the vibraphone's
percissive qualities, even though s
Virwan heritase s pretty abnaous,
o ton bas perhiaps been foreed down
thisv path by the sheer pnmensity of
Fs technreal command, amd ot s to s
vredil that s unaccompamed passages
fnse [111le of the momentum bulit up
I the ensemble,

This 15 not his regular croup from
the US but a serateh quartet, filled out
b+ miembers of Nucleus who are al-o
wit the bl Jehn Marshall, Roy Bahing-
ton and Chrls Spedding seem to have
fitted 1in with no trouble, and Spedding’s
neat gutar solos and expert prodding
hehind Hurton add a great deal to the
performance. The newer picces that
Burton plays, several of them written
by Keith Jarrrett, adapt readilv 1o s
updated country blues idiom, and alto-
cother 1 find ‘ﬁm just as enjoyahle
as evar, even though there s ro longer
the element of surprise,

The rhythmic impact of Burton's
musie Is such that he does not <uffer
from Dbeing justaposed with Mongo
santamana  Santamaria has been min-
e the Jarrroch-conga drom field for
several vears, and s fivst appearanee
here has coincided with the belated
rise in popubanty of thie {ype of
msic, Compared to such groups as
Osihisa, Samtanmia’'s oclet is Lathin
rather than Afro: the soloi-{< are maore
decisive. and the trend Lies more to-
wards mdwad sl expression than to-
wands the tatal collective enmmitment
which inks Osibisa to Africa. Santa-
mong hemself keens the whole thing
denanz forward, winle his fellow conga
drummer, Armando Perdza, bursls
throuzh oceasionally with some incred-
1bly fist hand movements,

Burton and Nucleus remamn at the
club until July 10: Santamaria only
until Wednesday night.

1 AM REAL AND SO ARE YOU

by Mcerete Bates

AT LEAST fine, integrated perform-
anves by a gently genial Paul Webster
and a vool stavcalv Katherme Barker,
tozether with clear, meticulous diree-
tion by Richard Wilsun, catch the
drops of acid laughter that dritt across
Tony Connor's cobweb; "1 am real
and s are you' ar the Library
Theatre, Manchester, I doubt if the
adiemee could contribute any muore
undepstanding than the author i ius
admitted hewilderment as 1o what s
all about. Except despair. This 1s the
negative of lfe in eourtship, marriage,
and deasth: a trap inte impuiency,
huredom, and minte solitude.

JONI
by Geoflrey Cannon

JONI MUTCHELL'S new alloon, Blue,
o about to be released here by Warner
Brothers (K #4128y, A larze propor
uon of Jonr's most notabie songs, (o
date, have Leen intensely vispal. What
she's seen, she has refined: hut the
sungs' images have been those of the
ove.

The lvries of “Blue™ are less
adventurous than i her previous
three albums: on the other hand, its
music 15 less careful, This is a fair
exchange., The album 1s much more
about Joni herself, less of scenes she's
observed. The songs that stand out, at
least at first, are carthy, In “All T
Want” Joni wants to “wreck iy
stockings in some juke-box dive ™ &

She makes it clesr that she doesn't
care to be construed as dependable,
Instead, she insists on being able to
he wilful, ~ Blue ™ is, I suppose, less

The despair is so deep. total, it

swamps the artion.” Nothiog really
happens but a  fluctuanung.  discon-
nected ebb and flow of moosd and
memories between the beings, the man
and woman on the stage. dominating,
frustratmg, resigmng. At first seli-
consclous, even pretentious, derivane
with  its psydchiatrist’s  couch,  artos
chairs, fombstones: there are never-
theles- a tew, dresh adiosaneracies,
sime pereei ed contradielions, ol @
very slowly warming dislogue. These
promise more than the writer has heve
gul together. Even desparr st have
had, can only come alive with, the hope
and viston st went hefore,

MITCHELL'S * BLUE’ on record

representative of women  than Jon's
previaus alhuims @ but M2 Al as
marvellowsdy simcular, o more 1elaved.

Graham Nash i~ the “Willa ™ of the
Jome song of that nome. His stvle s
apenly confesstanal: there's a group
ot singers in California, including Jon,
Jumes  Taylor,  Stephen Stlls, and
Neil Young, at feast some of whose
songs are lelters tn one another. Nask
has just released his first album,
Songs For RBeginners (Atlantic 8D
T204) ;

"“Songs Far Reglnners" s vot
another  album  recorded at  Wally
Hewder's studio, with the mandatory
star musitians as backers. This over-
population helped to make David
Croshy's solo album a swamp of
unresolved sound. By contrast, Nash
uses  his musicians  with focus and
econamy,

ALWIN NIKOLAIS
by Jumes Kennedy

ALWIN NIKOLAIS, with s “dance
Yheatre” 18 apam @t Sfadler's Wells,
where -he was - twir Yeard aco on his
une previows sisit to London. On last
nizht's evidence the mamie of s very
speentd enlertinment—a complex of
clectronie sound, dancers and, particu-
lurly, lightinz, mimmicks and * props ™
—sUill works, thouch perhaps a degree
or s less hrllumtly than when firsL
encountered  This shgzht diminution
compitlatveness, for me at least.
;have been causemd sinply by the
d of atems for thes  opemng
proIramme

It be2un o Dittde serampdly wath fonr
divertissemenis §oand e large compo-
sitton whieh folivwed, ecalled ™ Echa ™
toew  to Lundon, but
e lier n the year when Nikalus pers
fersd briefly in Soutaamptan), 1y a
bundle of Ene tricks of hghtme, bt
ruther Lasine n overail siznificanee,
Ot may e that atter a while
Niaoliny's  dehumanialion of  lus
duttiiers becomes g bittle wearisome,
What s certam s that the dancers
miatter leas than the props whech they
manipuiate and that their movements
are sipmficant not so much in them-
sefves but because an elaboration of
lizhiing 21ves 1o them so Kaleldoscopic
an eilect

Nikolms, we know, can, when he
chomes, compose chnruugraphy. mn a
less vompiicated sense of the word,
hut he seldom so chooses. His chowe
1 for cumnucks, props, and hghting
ind with these he 15 marvellous, His
enlertatnment may have s
choreographic limitations. but 1t is a
thvatrical tredsure <tore in which other
praducers particnlarly of dance, could
very frastfully delve,

n

FIDDLERS FIVE at the Palace Theatre, Manchester

by Robert Armstrong

OXCE UPON A TIME there was a
grand old lady of English letters
called Agatha Christie who wrote a
play called “The Mousetrap” when
she was 60. This play (or thriller as
some called 1ty ran for ever in a
tough theatre junule called the West
Fnd and cvervone (especially theatre
managers) marvelled and said it was
a miracle that one theatre and one
play could remain together for ever,
The grand old lady was greatly
encouraged because she had never
really intended to write for the stape.
and eventually, when she was 80, and
had become a grand old Dame of the
British _theatre with the help of
wicked Torv Barons and the alibi of
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further countless  mousetraps,  she
wrote a play_called ™ Fiddiers Five ™

. This comedy thriller (as some called
ity was demonstrated at the Palae
Theatre, Manchester, where 1t was
hoped it would sicceed so well that
another West Frd theatre enuald be
reserved for ever. Tt was all ahep
three men and two women who tried
to coilect a bet of £100,000 on whether
a business trcoon will live until he 1s
70. The trouble is the tycoon dies one
week before the ecrucal date—thus
leaving Dame Agatha with the prob.
lem of entertaining us for two hours.
In this task she proved a three-
quarters failure because it was not
untl the last half hour that anvone

seemed to be amused Sonme were
cunatly never amused. Those who don't
wish 1o reserve another West End
theatre for ever will rightly observe
that the pint of this particular mouse-
tran lacked ereditihity, the dialocue
was ctale, the set was dissipated on
a prawielike staze, and  the cast
worked hard with Iittle conviction.

Valerie Dane  (as  Gmnad  and
Marzaret Guess (as'the ar lostess)
lovked farrly  pnenmate and Barry
Howard 1as the undertaker) provided
the one spark of genuine fun, Director
John Townine would probably asree
that even the great British theatre.
fﬂmg public_ won't buy this Ittle iot
or another 19 vears.
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