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MARK SIMMONDS, BOBBY GEBERT, SWEET ATMOSPHERE: 
FREEBOPPERS GET IN FLEA'S EAR 
 
Gail Brennan/John Clare reviews three CDs 
 
Mark Simmonds Freeboppers, Fire (Birdland double CD BL002) 
Bobby Gebert Trio, The Sculptor (ABC 4797 S2) 
Sweet Atmosphere. Acid Trad (Larrikin CD LRJ) 
 
__________________________________________________________ 
 

 
 

ach of these local albums is rooted in a different period — from contemporary 
jazz back to a pre-1945 orientation. Together they demonstrate a tremendous 
depth of talent right across the spectrum. 

 
The Freeboppers have been recorded at last by the city store Birdland, which sold 
one of the first copies to the bassist from The Red Hot Chili Peppers (who rejoices in 
the name Flea). He heard it in the store and, being a man of taste, reached for his 
wallet. 
 

 
 
Mark Simmonds' tenor saxophone is one of the most powerful things in jazz anywhere… 

E 
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I reached for my heart. Mark Simmonds' tenor saxophone is one of the most 
powerful things in jazz anywhere. Indeed, I put it up there near Louis Armstrong’s 
trumpet for its ability to send a huge pressure wave before it as it climbs to its 
piercing climactic. The big nudge is reinforced by the intense, dark-timbred and 
propulsive rhythm team of bassist Steve Elphick and drummer Simon Barker, while 
Melbourne trumpeter Scott Tinkler combines great technique and range with a raw 
sound and biting phraseology to keep the excitement high while Simmonds is not 
soloing. His shining high notes on Afghanistan are specially fine.  
 
Just about all of Simmonds's ingenious tunes have been included, and they have the 
power, the rhythmic interest and the collective interplay of live performances. A 
unique concept informs Simmonds's composing and improvising methods, but it will 
be sufficient here to say that its aim is to maximise momentum and emotion at every 
point. The recorded sound is very clear and very, very big. 
 

 
 
This is indeed a golden age in which our underground giants are being recorded at 
last. McGann, Simmonds, and now Bobby Gebert. For a long time, Trevor Graham 
and I were Gebert's only champions in print, but we are now joined by James 
Morrison, who has written a graceful tribute to the "little master" in the liner. 
 

 
 
Pianist Bobby Gebert  has explored the tradition of modern jazz piano from Bud Powell to 
Cecil Taylor … PHOTO CREDIT JOE GLAYSHER 
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Gebert has explored the tradition of modern jazz piano, from Bud Powell to Cecil 
Taylor, as a dedicated student and interpreter, and has arrived at a unique point in 
relation to it. His own compositions (of which there are four here) often show a 
predisposition towards the bracing angularity and dynamic tension of Eric Dolphy, 
but his interpretations of the earlier tradition of Monk and Ellington must stand with 
any in the world.  
 

 
 
It is marvellous to hear bassist Jonathan Zwartz (above)  and drummer Andrew 
Dickeson (below) swinging unfettered together… 
 

 
 
While Gebert is a much sought after vocal accompanist, it is marvellous to hear his 
trio (bassist Jonathan Zwartz and drummer Andrew Dickeson) swinging unfettered 
together and unfolding the interactive rhythmic and harmonic shapes they have 
worked on so assiduously. This is so deep and certain, so elegant, resonant and 
strong, that you are likely to say: "They do that thing about as good as anybody!"  
Listen a little closer and you will realise that it is actually their thing.  
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Despite the joky title, the third CD is beautifully old-timy. Sweet Atmosphere is 
guitarist Ian Date and violinist and vocalist George Washingmachine, but the pair 
have added various combinations drawn from the great pool of local talent in pre-
modern jazz — Tom Baker, Paul Williams, Don Heap and Lyn Wallis. Jonathan 
Zwartz steps back in time and plays superbly on a couple of tracks. 
 

 
 
Some of the pre-modernists: L-R, Tom Baker, Ian Date, Pat Wade, Don Heap 
(partly obscured)… 
 
Now, Ian Date is admired by guitarists of all persuasions, including country pickers. 
His lines are incredibly long, and they just keep moving and steaming ahead. Mr 
Washingmachine is not my favourite singer, but he actually achieves a fragile beauty 
on the slow ballad, You Call It Madness. The feeling throughout this CD is warm and 
delightful. 


