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Although, it may seem difficult to imagine summer on a brisk November Day
when the leaves have nearly fallen from the trees and the holiday season is
quickly approaching. However, listening to Bryan Lubeck’s Tuscan Sky LP, on this cool autumn afternoon
raises the temperature in the room just a bit. With songs, such as; “Lie To Me”, Lubeck’s signature flair for
romance is musically revealed with his Latin guitar. Talking as a man who desires his woman to tell him the
one thing he needs to hear, but hopefully not quixotic as they enjoy a walk through the vineyard.
Point and counter point, is what is portrayed while listening to “On Her Own” and “On His Own”. The music
for, “On Her Own” is at a slower tempo. The tempo is distinguishably faster on, “On His Own”, `and the
trumpet makes a triumphed sound of freedom. Is this to state that the couple has broken up and the female is
saddened by it? If in fact the interpretation is correct, does this mean the boyfriend is actually, joyous over
the break up?
Bryan Lubeck’s take on Sade’s “Nothing Can Come Between Us”, doesn’t disappoint either. The collective
synergy between Lubeck’s guitar and his sax player’s saxophone, musically conjoin to form an affair of
enchanted fervor. There isn’t anything like piping hot Spanish guitar riffs to warm up the bitter cold November.
Now that “Tuscan Sky” has raised the temperature inside these four walls, maybe it’ll make this winter
shorter, hotter and more titillating.
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A man is left standing at the terminal in the middle of what should have been
a fateful rendezvous, his mate… late, and the likelihood of boarding that
vessel with his sweetheart evaporating with each passing nanosecond. When at the 25th hour…
Man: “You ready to take this journey with me?”
Woman: “I wouldn’t miss it for the world…”
And so begins The Morning After, in which the listener is led by the lilting and tender sonic musings of
saxophonist and flautist Najee, on a smooth and sensuous travelogue that leaps from the carefree, mosey
paced grand tour in “San Tropez”, to the ethereal vocals, synth textures and classy pomp of “Champs
Élysées”, to the analog earthiness and straightahead feel of “W 72nd Broadway”. This plane, however,

