
 

But i t wasn’t a bland unchanging beauty: from the first 

notes, everything was volatile, in motion, vibrating. No sur-

prises there: none of these four free stylers likes to be im-

prisoned, whether it’s in a particular role, or in a particular 

style or sound to which their instrument could so easily be 

confined. Each bought a few rough diamonds along in their 

knapsack and submitted them to the group. 

 

Tem pered by that com m on fi re, in the natural  cruci -

ble of a l ive acoustic setting, those gems took on a new 

form, sublimating themselves and soon providing the mate-

rial for an authentic and communal trove of music–musical 

gold in fact, melted down into a singular alloy of tones, tou-

ches, breaths and phrasings, that starts with a motif in uni-

son that straightway spells out the basic alchemical formula. 

 

Take ‘Ta Nye’ and ‘Banja’, marvels of the Manding 

canon that act like markers for the start and finish lines of 

the course taken by Les Egarés: two kora tunes that the 

counterpoint and echoes of the other instruments enrobe 

and subtly displace, with that commitment to softness, that 

care to accompany as closely and precisely as possibly 

that’s the prerogative of experienced musicians. Just listen 

to Emile Parisien’s madly airborne introduction to ‘Banja’. A 

scent of Armenia clothes the first few measures of ‘Izao’, a 

piece that slips and slides in the direction of Transylvania 

via Turkey, seemingly orchestrating a disconcerting marria-

ge of kora and Bartok in certain passages, all underpinned 

by a throbbing bass. ‘Amenhotep’ sets off a slow but sure 

ascending spiral, a Coltrane-like trance that elevates the 

interlocking breath of accordion and sax. Around the melo-

dy of ‘Dou’, as if guarding a fire, each of the four men take 

it in turn to preserve the memory of an ancestral blues, 

giving it the heady swaying feeling of a lullaby. ‘Nomad’s 

Sky’ opens with majesty and mystery, like a plant with into-

xicating scents, everything required to overwhelm the sen-

ses present in the obstinate veins of the bass, played on a 

cello, and the progressive deployment of the instrumental 

motifs. ‘La Chanson des Égarés’ derives from those irre-

sistibly cadenced melodies that buzz inside you when, ac-

cording to Vincent Segal, ‘you walk without knowing where 

you’re going, letting yourself drift and giving into the plea-

sure of being lost,’ – a pleasure that, all on its own, aptly 

sums up the philosophy of this record. 
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Les Égarés is m ore than a record. It’s play space, a locus 

of musical life, a poetic asylum inhabited by two twosomes who 

for years have excelled in the art of crossfertilising sounds and 

transcending genres. They are Ballaké Sissoko (kora) and 

Vincent Segal (cello) on the one hand and Vincent Peirani 

(accordion) and Émile Parisien (sax) on the other. 

 

In the case of these m agicians, 2 + 2 no longer m akes 

4, i t m akes 1. Because what they concoct is most definitely a 

unity of spirit, a single and fluid sound that disdains all forms of 

egotistical competitiveness and puts each participant at the 

service of a common musical good. Neither jazz, nor trad, nor 

chamber, nor avant-garde, but a bit of all of them, all at once, 

Les Egarés is the kind of album that makes the ear the king of 

all instruments, an album where virtuosity expresses itself in the 

art of complicity, where the simple and grandiose idea of listen-

ing to one another results in the birth of a splendid song with 

four parts. 

 

It a l l  started with a  sum m it m eeting – high on a hill over-

looking Lyon. That night in June 2019, at Les Nuits de Fourvi-

ère Festival, everyone was preparing to celebrate the 15th 

anniversary of the NØ FØRMAT label in a beautiful setting of 

Roman stones under an open sky. Vincent Segal played the 

role of master of ceremonies and held a kind of musical salon, 

gathering together guests of choice, among whom were 

Ballaké Sissoko, Vincent Peirani and Émile Parisien. The parti-

cipants signed a pact: rehearsing must never take precedence 

over anything that showed signs of being a moment of sponta-

neous creation. But how to reign in such inspired musicians, all 

of them enlivened by this desire to converse in music? That 

afternoon, in an arbour that shielded them from the hot sun, 

they started to jam, just for the beauty and pleasure of it, and 

the music just flowed like a spring, fresh and limpid. It was the 

memory of this spontaneous outpouring that gave rise to the 

idea of forming a quartet of Egarés (‘those who have gone 

astray’). And that’s what the recording of the album felt like 

too: a spontaneous sharing of impulse and know-how. 

 

Only one prom ise couldn’t be fulf i l led, one long held dear 

by Vincent Segal, and that was to record in Bamako with his 

accomplice Ballaké Sissoko, as the pair had previously done 

for their debut Chamber Music. The extreme tension that cur-

rently holds sway in Mali scuppered this dream and, in the 

end, the four musicians set up their creative workshop in 

the alpine town of Gap. Outside, the weather was unpre-

dictable; in the studio, the sun came out almost immediately. 
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Them es borrowed from  ex traneous sources are sim i-

larly transcended. ‘Esperanza’, a classic by accordionist 

Marc Perrone, sounds like a cumbia that’s alert and soft all at 

once, its melody passed from hand to hand, weaving cloth that 

the listener wears next to the heart. In ‘Time Bum’, taken from 

the repertoire of Bumcello, the duo formed by Vincent Segal 

and drummer Cyril Atef, it’s the illusion of listening to a brass 

ensemble that takes over: a big band with an ultratight groove, 

reinforced by the cello ‘bass’. In ‘Orient Express’, a breathless 

cover of a masterwork by Joe Zawinul, the quartet, without 

resorting to either electricity or a bush fire of percussion, ma-

nages to preserve the DNA of the original whilst completely 

rebuilding its tissue, its vital force, its infectious groove. 

 

Without any showiness, the four accom pl ices pul l  off a 

whole series of exploits  that are never advertised as such. 

Les Egarés is a record without solo voice that never stops 

singing; a record without drums or percussion that never stops 

enabling a very human and very delicate pulse to be heard; a 

record of interactions so harmonious that, in certain se-

quences, the ear, gripped by certain auditory illusions (isn’t 

there a balafon in there somewhere? And a harmonium over 

there?), manages to lose itself voluptuously, no longer able to 

distinguish who’s doing what in the intimate interlacing of the 

separate voices, a record that, whilst keeping banality at bay, 

never stops embracing the obvious, the art of compassionate 

‘unframing’ and voluntary drifting, whose audacious elegance 

evokes other great drifters like Don Cherry, or those musicians 

with no ID from Penguin Café Orchestra. “I’ve never recorded 

an album in such an atmosphere,” says Vincent Peirani. “None 

of us were ‘performing’, so much so that the music communi-

cates a lot without ever having to “tell” it. None of us posses-

sed the truth beforehand: all we did is find it together.” 

 

Les Egarés rem inds us of the rebel l iousness  that can be 

found in a spirit of concord and the extent to which the art of 

playing together with such fine intelligence can generate an 

extremely subtle way of lighting a fuse. Contrary to a received 

and tedious notion, living in harmony doesn’t necessarily mean 

fatally constraining oneself to irksome compromises, flabby 

consensus and other soporific routines. When they want to, 

peace and harmony can kick ass. And with these four, they 

want to do just that, they want to do it all the time. In Les 

Egarés, they even raise mountains, reordering the musical 

landscape to uncover lines of escape of a hitherto unheard 

beauty. 
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01 Ta Nyé (Ballaké Sissoko) 4:30 

02 Iz ao (Vincent Peirani) 8:18 

03 Am enhotep (Vincent Segal) 5:15 

04 Orient Express (Josef Zawinul) 5:52 

05 La Chanson des Égarés (Vincent Segal) 7:00 

06 Esperanz a (Marc Perrone) 3:47 

07 Dou (Emile Parisien) 6:08 

08 Nom ad’s Sky (Vincent Peirani) 5:11 

09 Tim e Bum  (T. Jordan, C. Atef & V. Segal) 2:35 

10 Banja (Ballaké Sissoko) 5:45 

 

 

Bal laké Sissoko kora 

Vincent Segal  cello 

Em i le Parisien soprano saxophone 

Vincent Peirani  accordion, accordina 

 

Recorded by Boris Darley at Studio Alys / La Grange des 

Villarons, April 20 - 26, 2022, assisted by Pascal Perrot 

and Jérémy Fach 

Mixed by Boris Darley at Ohm Sweet Ohm Studio, Paris, 

July 12 - 14, 2022 

Mastered by Raphaël Jonin at J R A P H i.n.g studio 

(Cordes sur Ciel), September 22, 2022 
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Ballaké Sissoko and Vincent Segal appear courtesy of Nø 

Førmat! 
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