	 g  
	 r o u n d   
	 a  
	 n d   
	 s  
	 k y


Scott Amendola Band

Believe

By Brandon Wu

September 20, 2005

Jeff Gauthier's Cryptogramophone label is ostensibly a "jazz" label of some sort, but they sure have a penchant for releasing music on the fringe of any meaningful definition of jazz as a genre. Like bandmate Nels Cline, drummer Scott Amendola composes music that falls into any number of genres — jazz, rock, country, funk, what have you — and then plays it with such aplomb that the listener could be excused for thinking that, for instance, the band that plays "Buffalo Bird Woman," one of my favorite tracks here, is actually some kind of instrumental alt-country group instead of a bunch of West Coast avant-jazzers. 

Featuring two guitarists, Cline and Tortoise axeman Jeff Parker, and violinist Jenny Scheinman (whom proggers may recognize from her role in the Charming Hostess big-band recordings), Believe almost consciously distances itself from any traditional form of jazz by omitting any horn players. The result is a delight for guitar and violin fans, with Cline, Parker, and Scheinman creating intricate weaves of sound as they dodge, twist and turn through Amendola's compositions. Rarely noisy or overtly "avant" or "free," these compositions range from the downright funky "Oladipo" to the slowly-building rocker "Resistance" to the aforementioned country-ish piece "Buffalo Bird Woman," which Amendola describes as a "Neil Young and Crazy Horse-like raw energy romp." Always politically conscious, Amendola closes his latest recording with a tribute to labor organizer Cesar Chavez, a touching and thoughtful meditation that provides an excellent way to peacefully end a wonderful album. 

The only complaint I've seen registered against this album that I can relate to is the feeling that, due to this band's remarkable ability to be musical chameleons, adeptly playing whatever style of music they are given, there's a creeping feeling of inauthenticity. That is, too many styles are touched on, and the band adapts to them so completely that they lack a distinctive stamp of identity. While this complaint makes sense to me on an intellectual level, it fails to put any dent in my enjoyment of Believe. Nor should it affect the reader of this review's interest in hearing this album: with its beautifully meditative melodies, tricky shifting rhythms, and forward-looking compositions, Believe is an easy recommendation to the Ground & Sky reader with any interest in fringe jazz.
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