Jazz Singers: the Distaff Side

DOMINIQUE EADE, When the Wind Was Cool, RCA Victor 09026 68858-2, 1997

CLAIRE MARTIN, Make This City Ours, Honest Records HON CD 5066, 1996

Diana Krall, Cassandra Wilson, Karrin Allyson and Nnenna Freelon are getting much media attention as the hottest female jazz singers of the mid-nineties. And well they should. But we are also blessed with a few others who are equally as talented but unfortunately lesser known. Two wonderfully refreshing young vocalists worthy of your attention are thirty-something Dominique Eade and twenty-something Claire Martin.

Dominique Eade’ s latest CD, on RCA, is titled When the Wind Was Cool. It is a tribute to June Christy and Chris Connor and includes such obvious selections as Billy Barnes’ “Something Cool” but it also contains the obscure and intriguing Russ Freeman (the piano player not the Rippingtons’ leader) composition “The Wind.” Other selections include Joe Greene’s “All About Ronnie,’ Shearing’s “Lullaby of Birdland” and the seldom-heard exotic Artie Shaw tune “Moon Ray.” “These are wonderful and flexible songs,” Eade reports “and they really lent themselves to using different instrumentation as part of the sound.” If that sounds like the words of a musician and not your typical singer, you are right. Eade is a student of the remarkable Ran Blake at the New England Conservatory where she now also teaches. This is Eade’s third album but it is her first on a major label. (Her first two were on Accurate.) Eade is hand-in-glove with her musicians, Benny Golson, Fred Hersch and vibist supreme Steve Nelson. She also wrote the charts in conjunction with her husband saxophonist Alan Chase and pianist Hersch. This is an excellent vocal jazz album by an excellent singer deserving of more attention.

British singer Claire Martin has released four exceptional vocal albums in the ‘90s. The latest, titled, Make This City Ours, is on Honest Records, which is the U.S. distributor for Linn Records, a British label based in Glasgow, Scotland. Claire has a cool, graceful timbre, faultless time and a smoky voice that would set off fire alarms. Mention of her bel canto richness and control and the hipness of her phrasing must also be made. But what also impresses me is her imaginative repertoire. She obviously invests much thought in selecting material. For example who else sings the Sigmund Romberg-Dorothy Fields gem “Close as Pages in a Book?” No, this is not one of Romberg’ s European-flavored operatic tunes but a very hip song about unshakable fidelity. Gerry Mulligan and Maxine Sullivan may be the only other jazz artists to have recorded this emotionally moving song. I know of no better lyricist in the past thirty-five years than Carolyn Leigh and her lyrics to the Jule Styne’s song “Killing Time” may be her finest (“chilling drinks/spilling tears/killing time”). Maybe “Moon Ray” is not as obscure as I thought because Ms Martin also recorded this Artie Shaw tune. Unlike Ms Eade’s version, however, Martin added the seldom-performed verse. She performs what may be the definitive version of Bruno Martino’s beautiful “Estate,” which is rapidly becoming a standard. It is always nice to hear another version of the under-performed Mercer-Arlen song “Anyplace I Hang My Hat Is Home” and she swings effortlessly through a comic romp titled “Collagen Lips,” written by Suzanne Cloud. Perhaps the outstanding cut on Make This City Ours is her exciting version of the old Gino Vannelli rock-oriented tune “Gettin’ High.” But her singing, from the longing of her ballads to the joy of her rhythm tunes is flawless. Her accompanying musicians are not household names over here in “the Colonies,” but they are amongst the best of Great Britain’s younger players.

If you are a fan of singers with impeccable phrasing, immaculate sense of timing and who care about the emotional meaning of song lyrics, pick up any CD displaying the names of Dominique Eade or Claire Martin. They are musical artists who sing you fables and stories and

vignettes of life and love. Highly recommended.
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