Introduction to "Radio"

Radio is not something I listen to. Unfortunately I get bored searching for a station with a backbone, perspective, courage and financial independency. Facts of life are cruel and the times aren't sparing their brutality either. But my ears are my own, and if anyone has the right to pollute them, then, that right should be given out to those who I see fit. As the world diminishes itself to the religion of possession, I am sensitive about my senses, for they are few and their value exceeds by far what the billboards offer at amazing prices. As I am reluctant to conform, the only way out of the given situation was to make a radio of my own. Being an artist demands nurturing a certain amount of business-adventurist side to a person, but I lack to see the fun and thrills of the monetary system most hold so dear. Hence the radio in a form of a record. 

I cannot say i am an average person working "nine to five", but that doesn't mean things don't sound weird to me if I am awake when I should be sleeping. Wings are the last resort for people desperate to wake up happy on a monday morning. And once you are up and ready to inhale, life is there in all it's glory. And then you find yourself going backwards through the same routine, but still ending up steps ahead. And it usually takes longer than shorter to realize that we are merely trying to master our instrument with this thing we call life. And although it only is what it is, we still believe there is more to us than it seems when the light goes off and the dolphins cry. Is it all a prank? Or is it a feeling deep inside, a battle, ongoing soap opera, an exercise perhaps? We mustn't fool ourselves, it is a joke, an illusion in disguise. And we cannot await, for coming home is but the sweetest of them all...      

Introduction to "Songs" 

The truth of the matter is, the music says it all. Most of these songs needed time to grow. I guess it's better to say, I needed time to realize what the song was telling me about itself. Some of them revealed themselves right after they were written, some of them after numerous attempts to be played and some of them after they were recorded. It certainly took a lot of time to get to them as they are now. Most of them were written and played in a jazz format, but I somehow knew they were more than just vehicles for improvisation. They still posses that quality, but their true colors are revealed here. Joy, mystique, sadness, humor, sorrow, solitude, wit, happiness and other colors come together in this painting of another side of me, which is portrayed by faces from places where nationality is just a word created by man for his selfish plan to enslave.     

Performing as a professional bass player, one is likely to fall into the "sideman" zone, which can be very rewarding, but sometimes also disturbing, if one feels the need to compose... Performing and recording with other artists is a privilege, an honor, fun, and influence. In the last 15 years as a sideman, I have been exposed to different styles of music, which have all influenced and shaped me as a musician and a composer. Not to mention all the places I visited and the faces I met... 

Introduction to "Faces and places"

May the pyramids in Cairo stand forever for man to marvel, but If there is something to remember and admire then it certainly has to be the personal impact one is left with after being accepted into a home of a stranger's family struggling to survive, but offering you a meal for "kings". 

The beautiful part about music is it brings people together on different levels. And it takes you place, mentally or physically. As a human being, and a musician, I was privileged to meet a lot of people I would otherwise never have met. I am very lucky and honored to have all this creative beings around me, helping me reach my goal. Without some of them this music would still be just ink on paper.   

Welcome to the other side of me. 

