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Don Ellis: Autumn. Ellis, quarter-tone truinpet 
and amplified trumpet; with eighteen-piece 
band. Columbia stereo, CS-9721, $4.98. 

This record, which seems ugly, laughable, and 
pretentious by turns, contains "the sound o£ our 

time" according to Al Kooper, its producer. God 
save us all! 

Bill Evans: At the Montreux Jazz Festival. 
Evans, piano; Eddie Gomez, bass; Jack dejohn-
ette, drums. Verve stereo, V6-8762, $5.79. 

That knowledgeable critic. Gene Lees, who sup
plied both notes and cover photograph for this 
album, says Evans and Gomez play here "with 
more aggressive drive than ever before." It is an 
interesting comment, because relative to, say. Art 
Tatum or Earl Hines, drive is a quality in which 
Evans is notably deficient. There is certainly 

less of the customary twilight melancholy, and 
from time to time the well-adjusted trio gen
erates a kind of genteel swing. Talented though 
Gomez and dejohnette are, the most rewarding 
performance is "I Love You, Porgy," which 
Evans plays unaccompanied. 

Fletcher Henderson: The Immortal Fletcher 
Henderson. Henderson, piano; with quintet, 
sextet, septet, and eleven-piece band. Mile
stone mono, MLP-2005, $4.79. 

Henderson has been well served by reissues since 
Columbia led the way with a four-record set. 
This will make nine currently available albums 
that are devoted to his music, and there are more 
to come. He deserves the attention, for he was 
unquestionably a major figure in jazz history. 
The fourteen selections here all derived from 
the Black Swan, Paramount, Puritan, Apex, and 
Broadway labels. They do more than supplement 
the others, because by themselves they illustrate 

the band's development between 1923-31 sur
prisingly well. The impact of Louis Armstrong 
is striking in "Mandy" and the three following 
titles. They are followed by four in which Hen
derson's other great trumpet star, Joe Smith, is 
heard to advantage. Those familiar with the 
original 78s will be especially appreciative of the 
skill and care that have obviously been lavished 
on their transfer to LP. 

Jazz for a Sunday Afternoon: The West Coast 
Scene. Harry Edison, Bobby Bryant, trumpets; 
Carl Fontana, Frank Rosolino, trombones; 
Harold Land, Pete Christlieb, tenor saxo
phones; Tommy Flanagan, Jimmy Rowles, pi
anos; Victor Feldman, vibraphone; Ray Brown, 
Chuck Berghofer, basses; Ed Thigp-n, Mel 
Lewis, drums. Sohd State stereo, SS-I8037, 
$5.79. 

This is the Californian equivalent of the two 
albums from New York jam sessions on the same 
label (SS-18027/8). It suffers from the same 
faults—long, vainglorious passages where tech
nique takes the place of inspiration and feeling. 
Edison and Land are the most effective and per
sonable of the soloists, the two distinguished 

pianists not being given enough elbow room to 
rival them. Brown's bass is a very potent feature 
of the second side, which consists of more than 
twenty minutes of Monk's "Straight, No Chaser." 
The reverse is similarly devoted to one number 
only, a supervisory goof in the circumstances. 

Wcs Montgomery: Willow Weep for Me. Mont
gomery, guitar; Wynton Kelly, piano; Paul 
Chambers, bass; Jimmy Cobb, drums; with 
brass and woodwinds arranged by Claus Oger-
man on four tracks. Verve stereo, V6-8765, 
$3.79. A Portrait of Wes Montgomery. Mont
gomery, guitar; with quartet, quintet, and 
added strings and horns arranged by Gerald 
Wilson. World Pacific Jazz stereo, ST-20137, 
$5.79. 

In the Verve set, brass and woodwinds have been 
added to quartet performances originally re
corded live at the Half Note in New York during 
1965. In the World Pacific, recordings made by 
small groups a decade or so ago have been "en
hanced" by strings and brass. In each case, the 
obvious intention was to align the album's sound 
with those that brought Montgomery mass popu

larity. The potential in this kind of hanky-panky 
—if carried to the nauseating extremes of which 
the record industry is all too capable—is simply 
frightening. Here, however, the "enhancement" 
has been done discreetly, and there are many 
attractive performances in which Montgomery 
lives again. 

Don Patterson: Opus de Bon. Patterson, organ; 
Blue Mitchell, trumpet; Junior Cook, tenor 
saxophone; Pat Martino, guitar; Billy James, 
drums. Prestige stereo, 7577, $4.79. Lou Don
aldson: The Midnight Creeper. Donaldson, alto 
saxophone; Blue Mitchell, trumpet; Lonnie 
Smith, organ; George Benson, guitar; Leo 
Morris, drums. Blue Note stereo, BST-84280, 
$5.79. John Patton: That Certain Feeling. Pat-
ton, organ; Junior Cook, tenor saxophone; 
Jimmy Ponder, guitar; Clifford Jarvis, drums. 
Blue Note stereo, BST-84281, $5.79. 

Mitchell and Cook, both formerly of Horace 
Silver's quintet, bring an element reminiscent of 
that group to each of these albums. The trumpet 
player is particularly impressive on The Midnight 
Creeper, where he uses repetition differently but 
quite as effectively as Harry Edison. This album 
is also the most exciting of the three, thanks in 
large part to the contributions of Benson and 
Smith. Although woefully prone to cliches, Don
aldson often seems to bring out the best in other 
musicians. (Thus, apart from an incredible liner 

note, Lonnie Smith's own album. Think.!, Blue 
Note BST-84290, is quite undistinguished.) Don 
Patterson, obviously inspired by Jimmy Smith, 
is the most enterprising of the three organists, 
but Lonnie Smith scores on Donaldson's superior 
tempos. The Patton album is noteworthy for the 
introduction of Jimmy Ponder, a young guitarist 
of whom much more should be heard in the 
future, as the final track, "Daddy James," will 
testify. 

Oscar Peterson: The Great Oscar Peterson on 
Prestige. Peterson, piano; Sam Jones, bass; 
Bobby Durham, drums. Prestige stereo, 7620, 
$4.79. 

Peterson's drive makes him almost the complete 
antithesis of Bill Evans (see above), although he 
is hardly, as the notes curiously claim, "the epi
tome of Ear! Hines in his ability to swing." Dur
ham, a drummer formerly with Duke Ellington 
and Wild Bill Davis, meets the pianist's require
ments very capably, but would have benefited 
from more presence in recording. It is interesting 
to note, however, that European engineers have 
once more captured a relatively true piano sound, 
overtones and all, as compared with the xylo-
phonic quality their American counterparts 
usually favor when recording jazz. Peterson's 

technique is as dazzling as ever, but his ex
uberance and mountainous crescendos tend to be 
exhausting—physically, not emotionally—if both 
sides of the record are played without pause. It 
seems less a matter of exhibitionism than of 
pleasure in the exercise of piano power. Two 
numbers are in %, and both contradict the title 
of the first—"Waltzing is Hip." On the other 
hand, "Sandy's Blues" is nearly ten minutes of 
forcefully developed blues playing that will 
prove even more enjoyable if isolated from the 
other performances. 

McCoy Tyner: Tender Moments. Tyner, piano; 
Lee Morgan, trumpet; Julian Priester, trom
bone; James Spaulding, alto saxophone and 
flute; Bennie Maupin, tenor saxophone; Bob 
Northern, French horn; Howard Johnson, 
tuba; Herbie Lewis, bass; Joe Chambers, 
drums. Blue Note stereo, BST-84275, $5.79. 
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When Tyner left the late John Coltrane's quartet 
after six years, the saxophonist was turning 
toward the musical anarchy of "free form" jazz. 
This outstanding album indicates the road Tyner 
preferred to travel. His compositions encompass 
several different moods, and his writing for the 
six horns is full and positive, the tuba being in
corporated into the ensemble with singular suc

cess. Besides piano choruses of the expected 
precise elegance, there are good solos by Maupin 
and Morgan. The final track, "Lee Plus Three," 
is played by Morgan and the rhythm section 
only, but it is its immediate predecessor, the 
reflective "All My Yesterdays," that stays in the 
memory. —STANLEY DANCE. 
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heated arjimiient ofi-the-staiid and tlic 
flinging b\ Sinatra of a water pitcher ai 
the drummer. It breaks with such force 
narrowly missing Rich's head, the "pieces 
of glass weie embedded in the plaster. 

The avithdr establishes beyond doubt 
that Sinatra's basic source of power is hi^ 
singing. That Sinatra tends to dominate 
rather than hillow, comes through bold 
ly. We arc also led to understand his 
commitmeiif to people he cares about 
and his capacity for being off-hand am) 
careless of others, often without apologx 

His independence of spirit comes 
under scrutiii\ in the section of the book 
introduced b\ the second Shaw image 
"The Battler •' More of the real Sinatr.i 
is revealed as he becomes increasingh 
successful. An international phenomenon 
by 1944, he juggles the roles of famih 
man and ladies' man. A campaigner foi 
liberal causes—for Frank'in D. Roosevelt 
and against discrimination—he is op 
pressed by authority and criticism. The 
press, particularly the reporters who deal 
in daily gossip, proves an almo.st con
stant irritant. .And he strikes back al 
it; the retirinn, charming sailor of musi
cal films is the antithesis in real life. 

The good and human things he does, 
however, far i )utweigh the negative side 
of the man, author Shaw insists: witness 
Sammy Davis, Jr. Sinatra remembers 
him from tlie Dorsey days when the\ 
appeared on the same stage show in 
Detroit. When booked into New York's 
Capitol Theater in 1947, "The Voice" 
insisted that the management find the 
obscure W'ill Mastin Trio, with which 
Davis was featured, and put them on the 
show, with lulling. "For me, it really 
was the beginning," Davis recalls. 

B, •Y 1948, the Sinatra career is begin
ning to show signs of wear. The singer 
endeavors to adapt adequately to the 
winds of change in the music world and 
to manage his explosive personal life. 
Shaw takes us downhill with Sinatra, 
potently describing the slide. Bringing 
into play pertinent facts and color-ridden 
inside stories—as he does throughout the 
book—he draws a man in torment who 
cannot seem to find his bearings. 
"Frank's choice of songs, especially at 
critical moments . . . [is] dictated by 
prevalent emotional states," the author 
reports. "This is what has given some 
of his records their overpowering poi-
gnance and sense of immediacy." At the 
point of multiple-level crises (1951). 
when the singer was at the brink of 
divorce and professional disaster, a one-
take Sinatra performance of "I'm a Fool 
to Want You" proves this beyond appeal. 

The spine ot the Sinatra story is the 
rise from the ashes. The final four images 
traced by Shaw: "The Talented Bas
tard," "The Swinger," "II Padrone," and 
"Chairman of the Board" are linked and 
delineate this American dream in cap-
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sule. The author traces Sinatra's ascent 
to a position of power and influence un
paralleled in the recent history of the 
entertainment business with particular 
insight, noting both the positive and 
negative aspects of his comeback. 

His soft exterior is torn away with 
finality in this climactic phase. In the 
1940s Sinatra bled and was vulnerable 
without a definitive basis for it in life. At 
the nadir of things he suffered on- and 
off-stage. From the vantage point of the 
mount, Sinatra also projects a unified 
image. He lives and does as he pleases, 
with no kickback from the public, be
cause he doesn't dissemble. The pace 
and vigor of the newborn career is 
paralleled in the tenor of his recordings 
(which are deftly and fairly evaluated 
by Shaw here and elsewhere in the 
book). Self-pitying lover no more, Si
natra is "the leader," dictatorial, carefree 
but sometimes careless. He now covers 
a wide range in films, following his tri
umphantly realistic portrayal of Maggio 
in From Here to Eternity. The 1953 re
lease proved his depth of capacity to 
those who doubted him and provided a 
springboard back to the top. 

Life, however, is not perfect. He seeks 
personal contentment, but it seems to 
elude him. He's either way up or down 
in the depths. "So long as I keep busy," 
Sinatra tells a reporter, "I feel great." 
He forgets not the slights of the years 
of downdraft and makes people pay for 
real or imagined indignities visited on 
him, sometimes in childish ways. He 
seeks to guide his own destiny. Never 
again does he want to joke about his 
financial position as he once did at the 
Riviera in Las Vegas: "I owe the Govern
ment a lot of money. And Uncle Sam 
doesn't know whether to put me in jail or 
recognize me as a foreign power." He 
achieves ownership of a variety of enter
prises, all the while singing, acting, re
cording, directing, and producing films, 
loving his children and a numl)er of 
beautiful ladies, gathering his friends to 
him, and lashing out at his "enemies." 
He associates with diverse people—from 
the highest officials in American gov
ernment to ex-pugs and acknowledged 
hoods, courting paradox in the bargain. 

In the final accounting, Arnold Shaw 
portrays Sinatra as a man of music who, 
through hard-core talent and an instinct 
for triggering public fantasy, has caught 
the world in his grasp. He credits him 
with a rare case of honesty. Unlike many 
Americans of his generation, Sinatra does 
not fear revealing his feelings, particu
larly in music. And we're within the 
heart of the matter. What Sinatra will 
leave behind after all the hoopla and 
press coverage is that which projected 
liim out of Hoboken in the first place— 
"a foggy day in London town . . . a paper 
moon . . . and the wee, small hours of the 
morning." —BURT KORALL. 

Music lo My Ears 
Continued from page 44 

on and off stage. But he had not, so 
far as I could detennine, done much to 
stimulate characterization among those 
performers who had not brought a char
acterization with them, or achieve a 
totality among the characterizations that 
were offered. As an instance, Rosalind 
Elias as Annina and Andrea Velis as Val-
zacchi were two all too trite embodiments 
of their conspiratorial parts. A little more 
wit, a little less whimsy, would have been 
welcome. Their good vocal qualities 
could have been used in the role of Fan-
inal, whose new interpreter (from Vi
enna) was a dull-sounding, none too pre
sentable likeness of the social climber, 
Rudolf Knoll. 

Bohm's Straussian credentials are of 
the best, and he has performed with dis
tinction at the Metropolitan in Fran 
(iliHC Schatten and Ariadne, among other 
operas by this conductor. Perhaps it 
was the special circumstances of a first 
performance that caused an overstress 
on some aspects of the score and an 
understress on others (charm, sentiment, 
lightness). More lift, less push, anima
tion rather than agitation, humor rather 
than comedy would add to the pleasures 
of what, at this moment, is better to see 
than to hear. 

Orchestras looking for something un
usual in the concerto line with which to 
vary their programs—and which orches
tra's programs couldn't do very well with 
such variety?—should consider seriously 
the combination of Walter Trampler and 
the Viola Concerto of Sir William Wal
ton, a work which is just now in its for
tieth year. Trampler's participation in a 
Carnegie Hall performance bv the Amer
ican Symphony Orchestra under the 
composer's direction was one of the finest 
heard in those four decades. Trampler 
does not strive for the Isiggest kind of 
viola sound, but the one he produces is 
not only beautiful in quality, but singu
larly suited to the needs of this fine 
work. It was a rare instance of music-
making, deservedly well received. 

In the seasonal prospectus, there was 
no all-^^'aIton program on this orchestra's 
agenda. It came about when the death 
of Charles Munch left an open date and 
Walton was available between concert 
appearances elsewhere. It would have 
been memorable if only for the eloquent 
effort by Trampler on behalf of the Viola 
Concerto, but it also had a lively per
formance of a selection of excerpts from 
the Fagade Suite to commend it. Walton 
.showed (in the opening Johanneshiirg 
Festival Overture and the closing Sec
ond Symphony also) that his conducting 
technique, if limited, is sufficient for one 
who knows the music as well as he does. 

49 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



Steinbeck 
Continued from page 14 

turtle on the road at the beginning of 
The Grapes of Wrath. It instinctively 
and unerringly made its way in one di
rection just as the Joad family and the 
rest of the nearly half a million dispos
sessed Okies would blindly make their 
way west to California. 

But Steinbeck infused his early books 
with his peculiar vision more surely 
when he depicted the almost uncon
scious way a man crushes a bug or goes 
out of his way to run over an animal, or 
when he expressed the affinities of his 
men and women with animals and grow
ings things in the landscape, or revealed 
the charge of sexual excitement that may 
come from seeing a pig slaughtered or a 
man lynched. Before people ate in his 
early books, they had to kill a chicken 
or a pig, and the process was detailed in 
the story; children came into the world 
followed by the afterbirth, which had 
to be cleaned up; meals had to be 
cooked before they were eaten, and the 
grease wiped away from a man's upper 
lip when he was through; a car had to 
be fixed when it broke down, a horse 
saddled before being ridden, and a 
house swept out before it was clean. 

The great power of The Grapes of 
Wrath lay in this intimate way of render
ing reality. For, Steinbeck's ability to 
suggest the enormity of tearing people 
out of their environment depended on 
his being so convincing about the de
tails of their lives that one felt over
whelmingly just what had been taken 
from them. This was the right book at 
the right time for Steinbeck. It called 
not only on his first-hand knowledge of 
the migrant workers' lives, but also on 
his genius for observing the broad sweep 
of events. Furthermore, there was some

thing essentially tragic and grand in his 
subject itself: the migration of a whole 
people across thousands of miles. The 
combination of Steinbeck's feeling for 
the land, his intimate knowledge of the 
day-to-day lives of his people, and the 
scope and import of his subject made 
The Grapes of Wrath a great work. Its 
homey philosophizing and wooden char
acterizations are embarrassing today, 
but the grand design of the book over
rides its weaknesses. To write well, 
Steinbeck needed a subject of either in
tense public or personal concern; here 
he had found both. (When these ele
ments were lacking, as in his three 
books about Monterey low-life—ToriiWa 
Flat, Cannery Row, and Sweet Thurs
day—ihe result was a lack of human 
concern that made for popular, "rollick
ing" novels of no abiding interest for 
all their literary undercoating of Ar
thurian motifs.) 

OTEINBECK has often been compared 
with William Faulkner for devoting him
self mostly to simple people in a particu
lar region. He deserves comparison as 
well with what might be called the 
"metaphysical" Faulkner: the delineator, 
as Jean-Paul Sartre pointed out, of the 
peculiar sense of time and space that 
all modern men experience, even in 
Mississippi. Steinbeck, too, recorded 
something of the special tone of our 
century. His model of the modern world 
was the shape of the Salinas Valley. In 
it, and in the similarly shaped California 
valleys in which he set his stories, man 
struggled within a closed system that 
both formed and limited him; there he 
was responsible for his acts and yet un
able to control the larger forces; and 
there, too, though much in his lot was 
benign, he yet found himself feeling 
restless. It was a perfect expression of 
the modern condition and a perfect set-
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ting for Steinbeck's ideas. He could treat 
this world of his in the manner of Sher
wood Anderson's Wineshurg, Ohio, as 
he did in The Pastures of Heaven, or 
he could introduce into it either the dis
possessed classes of In Dubious Battle 
and The Grapes of Wrath, or the middle-
class tourists of The Waytvard Bus, 
whom he hated. 

Faulkner differed from Steinbeck, 
however, in telling his tales with much 
less facility. Though Faulkner has been 
called a master storyteller, he really 
was not, for he wrote out of an obsession 
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with his materials that came out in a 
slow, brooding, private, and difficult 
style unlike Steinbeck's firm matter-of-
factness. Broadly speaking, there have 
been two kinds of modern novelists; the 
amateurs and the professionals—and the 
amateurs have written the great works. 
(Faulkner's two thoroughly failed no
vels. Mosquitoes and Soldier's Pay, were 
his only attempts to be "professional.") 
While it is true that Steinbeck never 
tried to be a popular success, in con
tinuing to write a different kind of novel 
with nearly every try, he showed that 
he was subject to the lure of profes
sionalism. Unlike the great amateurs of 
the century, he did not f>egin with an 
autobiographical novel. It was only very 
late in his career, with East of Eden— 
his obvious attempt to write a great 
novel—that he reverted to personal ma
terials. And even there he cut out of 
the final version the sections of personal 
comment directed to his son and left 
himself as the narrator, "John Stein
beck," in name only. Had he put aside 
professional concerns and really let him
self speak in his own voice, thus reveal
ing his personal stake in the story. East 
of Eden might have become what he 
wanted it to be. But by not writing for 
himself Steinbeck failed to make that 
story universal. 

He had, however, already secured his 
place with his books of the 1930s. 
And if his concern was more for man in 
general than for individuals, more for 
the polemic than its form, his was yet a 
powerful emotion that no man of spirit 
could fail to respond to then or now. 
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Communicating by Rail 

SR/Februarv R, 1969 

WE HAD the pleasure, a few days ago, of making the acquaint
ance of the Penn Central's new high-speed train, a silver six-car 
Metroliner, now shuttling daily north and south between New 

York and Washington on a schedule of under three hours each way. In 
the preview trip, the Metroliner averaged well over 100 mph for miles 
on end and reached a top speed of around 110-115 mph, though it is capa
ble of speeds up to 160 and has approached this on test runs. We must 
say you don't realize how fast you're going, thanks to the miracles of 
low-center-of-gravity engineering and welded roadbed. 

Communicating by rail has always fascinated us, at least in part be
cause we have commuted into New York City and back daily on the 
decrepit New Haven to the tune of 25,000 miles a year for the past 
quarter-century and we know precisely what train service can be, good 
and bad. In an ever more crowded urban communications system, rails 
are the only available mass transit that makes any sense at all. Our Con
necticut train, morning and evening, carries 1,500 passengers each way. 
If all of them came to town by auto, even two per car, that would mean 
parking facilities in Manhattan for 750 more automobiles in an area al
ready completely choked with vehicular traffic. Yet, a single car of a rail
road passenger train can carry 100 riders, requires no street parking space, 
even pays taxes to the community through which it moves. 

Again, flying from New York to Washington requires the better part 
of an hour to get to the airport, an hour in flight—if there is no stacking 
(and there usually is)—and additional time at the other end from airport 
to center city. With these realities in mind, Penn Central has, with the 
assistance of the federal government, put almost three years into the de
velopment of train and rail facilities certain to equalize the train vs. plane 
or train vs. road communications argument on short hauls. 

The Metroliner has no engine up front and looks from the outside very 
much like a subway train. Four 640 horsepower motors drive each car 
and these provide, through overhead electric power, suflScient momentum 
to move the slick new streamliner well over 100 mph and an average 
running speed of 75 mph on the 226-mile run, including several station 
stops. The new train looks like an airplane inside, though there's more 
room to walk about. Snack and parlor cars alternate and, to be candid 
about it, the high-speed vehicle is much less rough and noisy when it's 
moving over the new welded rail. It can be pretty bumpy and loud on 
old clickety-clack rail, bridges, and switch crossovers. 

We spent some time standing in the nose behind Elton Selover, our 
motorman, snappy in a powder-blue uniform complete with blazer and 
tie. In front of him were all kinds of electronic gadgets, one of them a 
little light panel showing how fast the train was moving. Most of the time 
the light indicated a three-figure speed, and the ribbons of steel ahead 
seemed to be swallowed up with unbelievable rapidity by the voracious 
monster we rode. Motorman Selover quipped at one point: "There's one 
nice thing about driving a train. No one's going to put a gun at your head 
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