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Jenny Scheinman
12 Songs
The Hot Box feature, October 2005
3 ½ Stars. There’s a quirky lyricism running through this music, which attempts to find an offbeat path without retreating into easy outrageousness or camp. Scheinman eschews conspicuous virtuosity and has created an interesting group of non-jazz pieces, brought to life as a fine ensemble effort.”

-Jon McDonough

4 Stars. Scheinman puts her own spin on the quirky sound guitarist Bill Frisell minted a decade or so ago. Off-kilter soundtracks for unseen film shorts, these 12 wonderful wordless songs feature some Frisell regulars, and the guitarist himself is in magnificently droll form.
-John Corbett

4 Stars. Gentle yet provocative, the violinist’s instrumental miniatures are insightful and inclusive: Cowpoke ballads, Sonny Rollins bop, Irish airs and gypsy laments all waft by. Scheinman’s skill is the nuanced way in which they’re dispensed. She’s become a master of insinuation.
-Jim Macnie

Review by Paul de Barros, October 2005.

3 stars

Violinist Jenny Scheinman’s previous two albums on Tzadik and Avant were smart and knotty. This somewhat more cheerful effort—though suffused with radiant and seductive folk/worldish melodies—sounds a tad placid. As soloists, guitarist Bill Frisell and cornetist Ron Miles overshadow the leader, which is OK in principle, but Scheinman might consider being less self-effacing on her own album.

Those reservations aside, there’s much to like here, particularly the way Scheinman orchestrates textures for violin, winds and accordion (or its cousin, the claviola, both played by Rachelle Garniez). I love the whimsical, bluesy line of “The Frog Threw His Head Back and Laughed”; the fluty blend of claviola, clarinet and fiddle on “Little Calypso” is a gem. “Sleeping In The Aquifer” and “Satelite” could have been written by Stephen Foster—that’s a compliment—and “Suza,” one of the few uptempo numbers, veers from fiddle-tune alacrity into a wriggling choro for clarinet and violin, which Scheinman and clarinetist Doug Wieselman negotiate with crisp grace.

“Song of the Open Road” and “June 21” are all Frisell, the first with a guitar solo that dances, soars, feints and sighs. Miles’ bronze sound and contoured, witty lines shine on “Moe Haw,” another uptempo piece with a comically purposeful, wooden-soldier feel driven by snare drum. Frisell peeks in here, as well. Some pieces—“The Buoy Song,” “Antenna” and the Celtic-tinged “She Couldn’t Believe It Was True”—don’t develop much beyond textural dreamscapes folding in on themselves.
