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Though he started out on a relatively straight path with future Blue Note recording artist Charlie Hunter, New Jersey born drummer Amendola has bent everywhichway since. Lucky for him that nowadays only The most hardline dogmatists seriously frown at a jobbing drummer mobile enough to play with everyone from jazz pianist Paul Plimley, Chicago saxophonist Wadada Leo Smith and the ROVA Sax Quartet, through ex-Dead bassist Phil Lesh, John Zorn and NYC downtown ally Wayne Horvitz, to Jim Thrilwell aka Foetus's Los Angeles Orchestra.


   The same versatility to an extent characterizes his work as a leader of a potentially great group featuring violinist Jenny Scheinman, sax player Eric Cystal, bassist Todd Sickafoose,and guitarist Nels Cline. Recording for contemporary music specialists Crytoptgramophone, who are more Californian orangerie than conservatoire in their tastes, he has cultivated  an intriguing, sometimes voluptuous hybrid electric chamber music from equal grafts of rock guitar, fusion and Monument Valley library music, brought to bloom in hothouse dissonance.  


  At first, it's all very attractive, but soon the contradiction of listening to ostensibly wild and beautiful fronds of free rock dissonance in a carefully controlled hothouse climate becomes evident. However, when Nels Cline's Scarnella partner Carla Bouzlich guests on a womb-torn and gut wrenched nine minute take of Bob Dylan's "Masters of War," the feedback, saxophone squeals and acid rainfalls of percussion are infused with all the 
cold, bilious anger Bozulich's phenomenal vocal brings to the lyric.  Coming at it via Mahalia Jackson, according to the credits, she doesn't testify as brake the song to a dirge tempo, all the more thoroughly to wring the words like they were the necks of Dylan's targeted war profiteers with her deep, muscular voice. Under her inspired lead, Amendola's group for once shattered the glass ceiling that hitherto contained them. On the concluding track "Rosa," Cline's ranchhouse guitar resonates that much louder and sweeter against the moonlit sky.

