


Jazzman about a j a z z m a m  

His appearatace and dress are remarkable for what ly're not . . . .no bop 
glasses, no sharp sport shirt, no beret. Instead, a Bond Street hat fitting too high 
and too soon-he's never without it ,  even in rehearsals--with immaczrlate dress 
shirt and subd~ed tie, high lace shoes and umbrella crooked over his arm. 

Here it comes again. Here is jazz revisitid. As vital, potent and male as it was 
when it hit New Orleans and bounded around in the teens and twenties. To New Orleans 
and the rest of the South-to Chi, New York and around the world. And back to B. W. I. - where the great rhythmic and melodic influences came from. 

In those days the embodiment was Oliver, Armstrong, Celestine and a handful, 
Here is Rupert and a handful. Here is progressive music-if you must have a Iabel- 
bur with bone and sinew grafted and fresh blood transfused. 

OK, so Sve lapsed into purple prose (take away a piano and replace it with a 
pencil and that's what you get)-but that's what this guy'll do to you. You listen and i~ 

jlow'll mumble superlatives and make predictions about the direction of jazz and you'll 
' 

check tfiis kid's photo and make a mental note of his name and you'll think to yourself 
here's a boy they'll lecture about, these professors of semantics, jazz and folklore in other- 
wise staid and respectable Eastern colleges. 

I'm a shade more gassed by him right now than you are because I know him, I've 
talked and jammed and drunk with him. My drink was rum-his red soda water. He hap &' 

an amazing singleness of purpose; rum isn't going to stop or atrophy his jazz as it's done 
for his uncles, cousins and friends. 

Whether you're 1.ong hair in your tastes, Ume, swtng or 'progresswe, or lean 
toward serious modem composition this will get you. If you like music, hate horn-rimmed 
glasses and enjoy the company of the opposite sex, you'll like this. 

RED CAMP 

,. Rup-eM @he Insawuaable 
If he huch farther-and he will-Rupert could 6Rd himself the chief grand 

potentate of a new school of surrealist sound. The virulent germs are all there . . . just - 
waiting to consolidate into an irresistible new cult, 

Who else but Rupert would keep the same o 
three and a half minutes under his own vocal? What's 
likes it; that's what's so disturbing. Neither of the two vo 
syncopated perpetual motion is a rather involved story called 
various adventures with a kind of inrernational harem whi& 
while walking down Park Street. Strictly speaking this is m e  
-but not to be confused with the school room type. 

What Rupert does with his voice in Chop Strey Mambo, the o&a mi mwc 
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